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The Lamplighter

BY

MISS CUMMINS

¢ Celestinl Patience] how thou dost defeat
The foe's proud menace, 2nd elude his hate
While Passion takes hus part—-betrays our peace..
To death and torture swells each shight disgrace.
By not opposing, thou dost ills destroy,
And wear thy conquered sorrows nto joy "
—YOUNG, Force of Religion, Baok u

His lamp now burns bnghtly in heaven, and its hght 1s not yet gone out on earth.
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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

Maria Susanna Cummins was born 1in Salem, Massachusetts,
in 1827, her father bemg Judge David Cummins. The Lamp
lighter, 1ssued in 1864, was her first published book, and
attained a speedy popularity. Her other books include the
following: Mabel Vaughan (1857), El Fureidis (1860), and
Haunled Hearls (1864). She died in 1866,
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The Lamplinger

CHAPTER I

LIGHT IN DARKNESS

T was growing dark in the city. Out in the open country
it would be light for half an hour or more; but within the
close streets where my story leads me it was already dusk.

Upon the door-step of a low-roofed, dark, and unwholesome-
looking house sat a little girl, who was gazing up the street
with much earnestness. The house-door, which was open behind
her, was close to the side-walk; and the step on which she sat
was so low that her little unshod feet rested on the cold bricks
. It was a chilly evening 1n November, and a light fall of snow,

which had made everything look bright and clean 1n the pleasant,
open squares near which the fine houses of the city were built,
had only served to render the narrow streets and dark lanes
dirtier and more cheerless than ever; for, mixed with the
mud and filth which abound in those neighbowhoods where the
poor are crowded together, the beautiful snow had lost all its
purity

A great many people were passing to and fro, bent on their

various errands of duty or of pleasure, but no one noticed the
httle girl, for there was no one 1 the world who cared for her
She was scantily clad, in garments of the poorest description.
Her hair was long and thick, uncombed and unbecoming, 1if
anything could be said to be unbecoming to a set of features
Wl}lch, to a casual observer, had not a single attiaction—being
thin and sharp, while her complexion was sallow, and her whole
appearance unhealthy

She had, to be sure, fine dark eyes; but so unnaturally large

did they seem, 1n contrast to her puny face, that they only in-
creased the peculiarity of it, without enhancing 1ts beauty. Had
. 7



8 THE LAMPLIGHTER

anyone felt any interest in her, had she had a mother (which,
alas! she had not), those friendly and partial eyes would perhaps
have found something in her to praise. As it was, the poor
httle thing was told, a dozen times a day, that she was the
worst-looking child in the world; and, what was more, the
worst-behaved No one loved her, and she loved no one; no
one treated her kindly; no one tried to make her happy, or
cared whether she were s0.- She was but cight years old, and
alone in the wold.

There was only one whom she found pleasure in. She loved
to watch for the coming of the old man who hit the street-lamp
m front of the house where she lived; to see the bright torch
he carried flicker mn the wind, and then, when he ran up his
ladder, lit the lamp so quekly and easily, and made the whole
place seem cheerful, one gleam of joy was shed on a httle
desolate heart, to which gladness was a stranger; and though
he had never seemed to see, and ceitainly had never spoken
to her, she almost felt, as she watched for the old lamplighter,
as if he were a friend.

* Qerty,” exclaimed a harsh voice within, “have you been for
the milk?”

The child made no answer, but ghding off the door-step ran
quickly round the corner, and lud a little out of sight

“What's become of that child?” said the woman from whom
the voice proceeded, and who now showed herself at the door,

A boy who was passing, and had seen Gerty iun, laughed
aloud, pointed to the corner which concealed her, and walking
off, exclaimed to himself as he went, “She’ll catch 1t!”

In a moment wmore, Gerty was dragged fiom her hiding-place,
and with one blow for her uglness and another for her impudence
(f(ﬁ:kshe was making faces at Nan Giant), was despatched for the
muk.

She ran fast, for she feared the lamplighter would come and
go m her absence, and was rejoiced, on her return, to catch
sight of him, just going up Ins ladder. She stationed herself
at the foot of 1t, and was so engaged in watching the brght
flame that she dad not observe when the man began to deécegd ;
and, as she was directly in is way, he struck against her as
%‘ﬁ sgrang to_the ground, and she fell upon the pavement

o c:)pe(()i’ tlél}{lf 11;1%3; 1cl)Ir)leI exclaimed he, “how’s tlus?” as he

She was upon her feet in an instant, for she was used to hard

knocks, and did not much ey
was all spilt. mind a few bruses. But the milk



LIGHT IN DARKNESS 9

“Well, I declare!” said the man, “that’s too bad!” and, for the
first time looking full 1n Gerty’s face, he interrupted himself with,
“My! what an odd-faced cmld!” then, seeing that she looked
apprehensively at the spilt milk, he added, kindly, “She won’
be hard on such a mite as you, will she? Cheer up! never
mind 1f she does scold you a hittle, Tl bring you something
to-morrow that I think yowll like. And, mind, if the old
woman makes a row, tell her I did it. But what was you
doing with my ladder?”

“T was seeing you light the lamp,” said Gerty; “but I wish
I hadn’t spilt the milk” - )

At this moment Nan Grant came to the door, saw what had
happened, and commenced pulling the child mto the house,
amidst blows and threats The lamplighter tried to appease her;
but she shut the door m his face Gerty was scolded, beaten,
deprived of the crust which she usually got for her supper, and
shut up 1 her dark attic for the night Poor little cld! Her
mother had died 1n Nan Grant’s house five years before, and
she had been tolerated there since, not so much because when
Ben Grant went to sea he bade his wife be sure and keep the
child until his return, but because Nan had reasons of her own
for domng so, and, though she considered Geity a dead weight
upon her hands, she did not care to excite enquiries by trying
to dispose of her elsewhere

When Gerty first found herself locked up for the might in
the dark garret she stood for a minute perfectly still; then
suddenly began to stamp and scream, tried to beat open the
door, and shouted, “I hate you, Nan Grant'” But nobody
came near her, and, after a while, she grew more quiet, threw
herself down on her miserable bed, covered her face with her
thin little hands, and sobbed and cried as if her heart would
bieak She wept until she was utterly exhausted, and then
gradually grew quite still By and by she took away her hands
from her face, clasped them together in a convulsive manner,
and looked up at a lLttle glazed window by the side of the
bed Tt was but three panes of glass unevenly stuck together,
and was the only chance of hght the 10om had There was no
moon, but as Gerty looked up, she saw shining down upon
her one bught star She thought she had never seen anything
half so beautiful She had often been out of doors when the
sky was full of stars, and had not noticed them much; but

this one, all alone, so large, so bright, and yet so soft and
pleasant-looking, seemed to say, “Gerty! Gerty! poor httle
Gerty!” She thought 1t seemed hke a kind face, such as she
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had a long time ago seen or dreamnt about. Suddenly it flached
thiough her mind, “Who lit it? Some good prrson, T Fnow!
"Oh! how conld he get up so high?” And Gerty fell asleep,
dening who lit the star.

WOI?oor li%tle bemighted soul! Who shall enhghten ﬂlcc’f Thou
art God’s child, Iittle one! Christ died for thee. Will ).'Io not
send man or angel to hght up the darkness within, to kindle a
hght that shall never go out, the light that shall shine through
oll eternity.

CHAPTER II

AWAKENED SYMPATHY

Qerty awoke the neat morning, not as children wake who
ate roused by each other’s merry voices or by a parent’s kiss,
who have kind hands to help them to dress, and know that a
nice bieakfast awmts them; but she heard harsh voices below ;
knew, from the sound, that the men who hnved at Nan Grant's
had come in to breakfast, and that her only chance of obtaining
any share of the meal was to bz on the spot when they had
finished, to take that portion of what remained wlnch Nan
might chance to thiow towards her. So she crept downstairs,
waited a httle out of sight untd she smelt the smoke of the
men’s pipes as they passed through the pas-age, and when they
had all gone noisily out, she shd into the room, looking about
her with a glance made up of fear and defiance  She met but
a rough greeting fiom Nan, who told her she had better diop
that ugly sour look, eat some breakfast if she wanted it, but
take care and not come mnem the fire, or she'd get another
dressing, worse than she had last mght.

Gerty had not looked for any other treatment, so there was
no disappointment to bear, but, glad enough of the miserable
food left for her on the table, swallowed it cagerly, and, waiting
no second bidding to keep herself out of the way, took her old
hood, threw on a ragged shawl, and, though her hands and
feet were chilled by the sharp awr of the morning, ran out of
the house. '

Back of the building where Nan Giant hied was ’a large
wood- and coal-ymd, and beyond that a wharf, and the thick
muddy\ water of a dock. QGerty might have found playmates

L3



AWAKENED SYMPATHY 11

enough in the neighbourhood of this place. She sometimes did
mingle with the troops of boys and girls, equally ragged with
hersclf, who played about in the yard, but not often—there
was a league agamnst her among the cluldren of the place. Poor,
ragged, and miserably cared for as most of them were, they
all knew that Gerty was still more neglected and abused They
had often seen her beaten, and daily heard her called an ugly,
wicked child; told that she belonged to nobody, and had no
business 1 anyone’s house Children as they were, they felt
their advantage, and scorned the httle outcast.

It was a sunshiny though a cold day when Gerty ran to seek
shelter in the wood-yard There was an immense pile of timber
in one corner, almost out of sight of any of the houses Near
the top was a little sheltered recess, overhung by some planks,
and forming a mimature shed, protected by the wood on all
sides but one, and from that looking out upon the water.

This was Gerty’s haven of rest, and the only place from which
ghe never was driven away Here, through the long summer

.days, the little lonesome child sat brooding over her gmiefs, .

sometines weeping for hours Now and then, when the course
of her Iife had been smooth for a few days, she would get a
hittle more cheerful, and enjoy watching the sailors belonging
to a schooner hard by as they laboured on board their vessel.
The warm sunshine was 5o pleasant, and the men’s voices at
their work so lively, that the poor little thing would for a time
forget ber woes

But summer had gone. The schooner and the sailors, who
had been such pleasant company, had gone too The weather
was now cold, and for a few days it had been so stormy that
Gerty had been obhged to stay in the house. Now, however,
gshe made‘ her way to her httle Inding-place, and, to her joy,
the sunshine had reached the spot before her, dried up the boards,
so that they felt warm to her bare feet, and was stall shining
s0 bright and pleasant that Gerty forgot Nan Grant, and how
much she dreaded the long winter Her thoughts rambled about
some time, but at last settled down upon the kind look and
voico of the old lamplighter, and then, for the first time since
the promise was made, it came into her mind that he had engaged
to bring her something the next time he came,

What could he mean to bring? Would 1t be something to cat?
0, 1f 1t were only some shoes!

At any rate, Gerty resolved to go for her milk in season,
so that nothing should prevent her seemng lam

The day scemed unusually long, but darkness came at last,
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and with it True—or rather Trueman—Tlint, for that was the
lamplighter’s name.

True was late about lus work that night, and in a great hurry.
He had only time to speak a few words in his 1ough way to
Qetty, but they were words coming stiaight from as good a heart

_ as ever throbbed He put his hand on her head 1n the kindest

way, told her how sorry he was she got hurt, and said, “It
was a plaguy shame she should have been whipped too, and
all for a spill o milk”.

“But here,” added he, diving 1nto one of his pockets, “here’s
thé crittur I promised you. Take good caie on’t; and I'm
thinking, 1f 1t's ike the mother that I've got at home, ’twon’t

_ be a httle ye'll be hkin’ it. Good-bye, my little gal;” and he

shouldered s ladder and went off, leaving in Gerty’s hands a
httle gey-and-white kitten

Qerty was so taken by surprise on finding in her arms a live
lutten, that she stood for a minute irresolute what to do with
it There were a great many cats, of all sizes and colours, in-
habitants of the neighbouring houses and yard Gerty had
often felt a sympathy for them, but never thought of trying
to catch one and carry it bome, for she knew that food and
shelter were most grudgingly accorded to herself, and would
not certainly be extended to her pets Her first thought,
theiefore, was to throw the kitten down and let it run away

But while she was hesitating, the little animal pleaded for
itself 1n a way she could not resist It crept from QGerty’s
arms up to her neck, clung there tight, and with its low, feeble
cries seemed to ask her to take care of it. Its eloquence pre-
vailed over all fear of Nan Grant’s anger. She hugged pussy
to her bosom, and made a childish resolve to love 1it, and above
all, keep it out of Nan’s sight

How much she came 1 time to love that kitten no words
can tell Her httle fierce, untamed nature had hitherto only
expressed 1tself 1 angry passion and sullen obstinacy. But there
were 1 her soul fountamns of warm affection yet unstirred, and
a warmth and devotion of nature that wanted only an object
to expend themselves upon.

So she poured out such wealth of love on the httle creature
that clung to her for its support as only such a desolate hittle
heart has to spare  She kept 1t, as much as possible, out among
the boards m her own favourite haunt She found an old hat,
in which she placed her own hood, to make a bed for Pussy,
and she carned 1t a part of her own scanty meals So she would
play with her kitten for hours among the boards, talk to it,
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and tell it how much she loved it. But when the days were
very cold she was often puzzled to know how to keep herself
warm out of doors, and the risk of bringing the kitten into
the house was great She would then hide it m her bosom, and
run with it mto the little garret-room where she slept, and,
talung care to keep the door shut, usually eluded Nan’s eyes
and ears. Once or twice, when she had been off her guard, her
hittle playful pet had escaped from her, and scampered through
the lower room and passage. Once Nan drove i1t out with a
broom, but 1n that thickly peopled region cats and kittens were
not so uncommon as to excite enquiry.

It may seem strange that Gerty had leisure to spend all
her time at play. But Nan Grant had but a poor opinion of
children’s services at the best, and never tried to find employ-
ment for Gerty, much better satisfied if she would only keep
out of her sight, so that, except the daily errand for the milk,
Gerty was always idle,—a fruitful source of unhappiness and dis
content, 1f she had suffered from no other

CHAPTER III

COMFORT IN AFFLICTION

When Gerty had had her kitten about a month she took a
violent cold from being out in the damp and rain; and Nan,
fearing she should have trouble with her 1f she became seriously
ill, bade her stay in the house, and keep in the warm room where
she was at work., Gerty’s cough was fearful, and it would have
been a great comfort to sit by the fire all day, had it not been
for her anxiety about the kitten, lest it should be lost, or starve,
before she was well enough to be out taking care of it; or,
worst of all, come running mnto the house m search of her. The
whole day passed away, however, and nothing was seen of pussy.
Towards might the men were heard coming m to supper. Just
as they entered the door of the 100m where Nan and- Gerty were,
and where the coarse meal was prepared, one of them stumbled
over the ’kltten, which had come 1n with them unperceived.-

. What's this ’ere?” said the man, whom they called Jemmy;
a:‘catj I v?w‘ Why, Nan, I thought you hated cats?”
Well, *te’'n’t none o' mine, drive it out,” said Nan.
Jemmy started to do so; but puss, suddenly drawing back,

i



14 THE TLAMPLIGHTER

sprang into the mms of Gerty, who was anxingdy watching
its fate,

“Whoe kitten's that1” said Nan

“\me!” said Gerty bravely. .

“TTow long hare you hept cate, T should hle tn Fuows
~aid Nap  “Speak] how came you by this?”

The men were all looking on, Gerty vas afraid of them,
They sometimes teared, and were alwaye a rource of alarm o
her. She was silent, and burst into tear-, .

“Come,” «aid Jemmy, “give us some supper, Nan, awl lt
the gal alone.”

Nan complied, ominously muttcring, honever. . )

The supper was just finished, when an organ-grinder, with
a monley, stiuck up a tune just outwide the door, Certy mn
to the window to Jook out Delighted with the gambnle of
the monkey, she gazed <o intently that the did not mis the
latten, winch, in the meantime, crept down from her arns,
and, springing upon the table, began to devour the remnant,
of the repast  The organ-grinder was not out of <ight vhen
Geity’s eyes fell upon the figure of the old lamphghter <oming
up the street  She thought she would rtay and watch him
light his lamp, when she was startled by a shorp and angry
exclamation’from Nan, and turned just in time to soe here saateh
her darling kitten from the table Geity eprang forward o
the rescue, and caught Nan by the arm; but she firmly pushed
her back with one hand, while with the other she threw the
Jatten balf across the room. Gerty heard o sudden cplash
and a picrcing cry., Nan had flung “the poor creature into a
large vessel of steaming-hot water, which stood ready for »ome
‘houschold purpose  The hitle animal struggled and writhed
an instant, then died in torture.

All the fury of Gerty’s nature was rouced. She lifted a stick
of wood, which lay near her, and flung 1t at Nan with all her
strength. Tt struck the woman on the head The blood «tarted
drom the wound the blow had given; but Nan hardly felt the
blow, so greatly was she excited agamst the child. She sprang
apon her, caught her by the shoulder, and, opening the door,
thrust hex: out upon the side-walk. “Ye'll never darken my
doors again, yer imp of wickedness!” said she, as she rushed
dnto the house, leaving the child alone in the cold, dark night.

When Gerty found herself in the street she commenced
screaming—not from fear at being turned away from her only
home—she did not think of hercelf for a moment. Horror
and grief at the dreadful fate of the only thing she loved 1
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the world entirely filled her little soul. So she erouched down
against the side of the house, her face hid 1 her hands, unconscious
of the noise she was making~ Suddenly she found herself lifted
up and placed on one of the rounds of Trueman Flnt's ladder,
which still leaned against the lamp-post True held her firmly,
just high enough on the ladder to bring her face opposite his,
recognized her as his old acquaintance, and asked her what
was the maftter.

But Gerty could only gasp and say, “ O, my kitten! my kitten !’
—“What! the kitten I gave you? Well, have you lost 1t? Don’t
cry! there—don’t cry!”—“ 0, no! not lost! O, poor kitty!” and
Gerty began to cry louder than ever, and coughed at the same
time so dreadfully, that True was quite frightened. Making
every effort to soothe her, and having partially succeeded, he
told her she would catch her death o’ cold, and she must go
into the house.—* Oh, she won’t let me in!” said Gerty, “and I
wouldn’t go, if she would!”—*“Who won’t let you mT—your
mother?”—“No! Nan Grant.”—*“Who's Nan Grant?”—*“She’s
a hornd wicked womsn, that drowned my kitten in bilin’ water.”
~—“But where’s your mother?”—“I ha'n’t got none”—*Who
do you belong to, you poor hittle thing?”—*Nobody; and I've
no business anywhere!”—“But who do you live with, and who
takes care of you?!”—“Q, I lived with Nan Grant; but I hate
heri’l’——"‘ Hush! hush! you mus'n’t say that! Tl go and speak
to her/

True moved towards the door, trying to draw Gerty in with
him, but she resisted so forcibly that he left her outside, and
walling directly into the room, where Nan was binding up
her head, told her she had better call her hittle gl in, for she
would freeze to death out there.

“She’s no child of mine,” said Nan; “she’s been here long
enough; she’s the worst httle creature that ever lived, it’s a
wonder T've kept her so long, and now I hope I'll never lay eyes
on her agim  She ought to be hunig for brealang my head!”

“But what'll become of her?” said True “It’s a fearful cold
night How'd you feel, marm, if she were found to-morrow
mornng all friz up on your door-stept”

“How'd I feel®™—That's your busimess, is it? S’posen you take -
care on her yourself! Carry her home, and try bow yer hke her.
Yer've been here a-tallan’ to me about her once afore, and I t&ll
you I won’t hear a word more. Let other folks see to her, T
say, I've had more’n my share; and, as to her freezmn’, or dym’
anyhow, I'll rigk her Them childien that comes into the world
nobody knows how, don’t go out of it 1 a hurry ”
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True did not wait to hear more. Nan's flashing eyes and men-
acing attitude weie sufficient warning of the coming tempest, and
he wisely hastened away before 1t should burst upon his head..

Gerty had ceased ciymg when he came out, and looked up into
his face with the greatest interest. ‘

«\Well,” said he, “she says you sha'n’t come back."—* O, T'm
so glad!” said Qerty.~"But wherell you go tof"—"T don't
know ; p'raps I'll go with you, and sce you light the lamps—
«But where'll you sleep to-night1”—*I dont know where; I
haven't got any home; I'll sleep out where I can see the stara”
—%My goodness! Youw'll freeze to death, cluld.”

“Well, whatll become of me, then?”

“The Lord only knows!” )

True looked at Gerty 1n distress. He could not leave her there,
such a cold night; but he hardly knew what he could do with her
if he took her home, for he lived alone, and was poor. But another
violent coughing spell decided him at once to share with her Jus
shelter, fire, and food for one night at least. So he took her by the
hand, saymg, “ Come with me”; and Gerty ran along confidently
by his side, never asking whither.

Gerty watched lum light the lamps with as keen an interest as
if that were the only object for which she was in his company;
and 1t was only after they had reached the corner of the street, and
walked on for some distance without stopping, that she enquired
where they were gomng

“ Going home,” smud True.

“Am I going to your home?” said Gerty.

“Yes,” saud True, “and here it is.”

He opened a httle gate close to the side-walk. It led into a
small and very nairow yard, which stretched along the whole length
of a decent two-storied house True Iived 1n the back part of the
house, so they went through the yard, passed by several windows
and the mam entrance, and, keeping on to a small door in the rear,
opened 1t and went 1n Theie was a stove in the room into which

they had entered, but no fire in it True made as much haste as
he could to dispose of his ladder, &c, 1 an adjoinmng shed, and
thgn, brnging m a handful of wood, he lit a fire In a foew
minutes there was a bright blaze, and the clully atmosphere grew
warm. Drawing an old wooden settle up to the fire, he threw his
shaggy greatcoat over 1t, and lifting httle Geity up, he placed her
gently upon the comfortable seat He then went to work to get
supper. He made tea, then, mixing a great mug full for Gerty,
glltlé Ple(ilty of sugar and all lus mlk, he produced from a httie

pboard a loaf of bread, cut a huge slice, and pressed her to eat

' (3120)
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and drink as much as she could; for he judged well when he
concluded, from her looks, that she had not always been well fefl.

Trueman Flint, previons to his entermg upon the service in
which we find lim, had been for some time a porter m a large
store, owned by a wealthy and generous merchant Being one day
engaged m removing some heavy casks, he had the misfortune to
be severely injured by one of them falling upon his chest, For a
Jong time no hope was entertained of his recovering from the
effects of the accident; and when he at last began to mend, his
health returned so gradually that it was a year before he was able
to be at work again. This sickness swallowed up the savings of
years; but hus late employer never allowed him to want for any
comforts, provided an excellent physician, and saw that he was
well taken care of.

True, however, had never been the same man since. He rose up
from Ins sick-hed ten years older m constitution, and his strength
s0 much enfeebled, that he was only fit for some comparatively
light employment. It was then that his kind {friend obtained for
lum the situation he now held as lamphghter, in addition to
which, he frequently earned considerable sums by sawing wood,
shovellng snow, and other occasional jobs

But we left Gerty finishing her supper; and now, when we
return to her, she is stretched upon the wide settle, sound asleep,
covered up with a warm blanket, and her head resting upon a
pillow True sits beside her; her hittle thin hand lies in his great
palm—oceastonally he draws the blanket closer 10und her. She
breathes hard, suddenly she gives a nervous stait, then speaks
quickly: her dreams are evidently troubled. True lstens in-
tently to her words, as she exclaims eagerly, “O, dont! don’t
diown my kitty'” and then, again, in a voice of fear, “ O, she'll
catch me! she'll catch me!” and now her tones are touchingly
plairixfive and earnest,—" Dear, good old man! let me stay with
you!”

Tears are in Trueman Flint's eyes and rolling down the furrows
of lus cheeks; he lays his head on the pillow and draws Geity’s
little face close to his, at the same time smoothing her long,
wncombed hair with his hand. He, too, is thinking aloud ,—what
does e say?

“Catch you'—no, she sha'n’t! Stay with me'—so you shall, T
promse you, poor hittle birdie! All alone m this big world—and
soam I Please God, we'll bide together.”

(N20)

|3
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CHAPTER 1V

THE LAW O' KINDNLSS

The mownng after True took her home, Gerty woke m a high
fever, her head and himbs aching, and with every symptom of tevere
Mness.  She looked around, and found she was alone in the ronm,
but there was a good fire, and preparation for breakfast, Tor a
moment or two she was puzzied to know wheie she was, and what
had happened to her, for the 100m seemed quite strange, now that
she fitst saw 1t by dayhght. A look of happiness passed over her
Iittle sick face when she recalled the events of the previous maht,
and thought of kind old Tiue, and the new home she had found
withhin  She got up and went to the window to look out, though
her head was strangely mddy, and she tottered so that she counld
hardly walk  The ground was covered with snow, and it was still
stormy without. It scemed as if the snow dazsled Gerty’s eyes,
for she suddenly found herself quite blinded—her head grew
dizzy, she staggered and fell.

Trueman came mn a moment after, and was very much frightened
at scemng Gerty stietched upon the floor, but soon found out the
real state of the case, for he Iad made up s mind duung the mght
that she was a very sick child, and was not smipused that she had
famted 1 endeavouring to walk. He placed her in bed, and <oon
gucceeded m 1estoung her to consciousness; but for three weeks
from that time she never sat up, except when True held her 1n his
arms  True knew a good deal about sickness, was something of
a doctor and nurse in lus simple way; and though he neser had
much to do with children, his waim heart was a tiusty guide, and
taught him all that was necessary for Gerty’s comfort, and far, far
more kindness than she had ever experienced before,

Qerty was very patient  She would sometimes lie awake whole
mghts suffering from pain and extieme weainess at her long con-
finement to a sick-bed, without uttering a gioan, or making any
noise, lest she might waken Tiue  Her httle heart was full of love
and gratitude to her kind protector, and she spent much of her time
m thinking what she could ever do for him when she got well, and
wondering whether she weie capable of ever lemining to do any
good thing at all _Thiue was often obhiged to leave her, to attend
to lus work; and during thfz first week of her wickness, she was
much alone, though everything she could posstbly want was put
within her 1each, and many a caution given to her to keep still
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in bed until his return. At last, however, she grew delirious,
and for some days had no knowledge how she was taken care of
One day, after a long and quet sleep, she woke, restored to
sense and consciousness, and saw a woman sitting by her bed-
side, sewing

She sprang up in bed to look at the stranger, who had not
observed her open her eyes, but who started the moment she
heard her move, and exclaimed, © O, e down, my child!” at the
same tune laying her hand gently upon her to enfoice the
injunction

“T don’t know you,” sa1d Gerty; “where’s my Uncle True?”

“He’s gone out, dear ; hell be home soon  How do you feel—
better?” ‘

“Q), yes! much better. Have I been asleep long?”

“Some time, lie down now, and I'll bring you some gruel.”

“PDoes Uncle True know you are here?”

“Yes I came in to sit with you while he was away.”

“(Came in—From where{”

“From my room. I live in the other part of the house.’

“T think you're very good,” smd Gerty. “I like you. I wonder
why I did not see you when you came m.”

“You were too sick, dear, to notice, but I think you’ll soon
be better now.”

The woman prepared the gruel, and after Gerty had taken 1t,
reseated herself at her work Qerty lay down in bed, and, fixing
her large eyes upon her, watched her some time while she sat
sewing At last the woman looked up and said, “Well, what do
you think I'm making?”

“I don’t know,” sa1d Gerty, *what are you?”

The woman held up her work, so that Gerty could see that
1t was a dark calico frock for a child ~

“0O, what a nice gown!” said Gerty, “Who 15 it for?—Your
little girl?”

“No,” said the woman; “I baven't got any httle girl, Ive
only got one child, my boy Willie ”

b « &:ﬂlie , that's a pretty name,” said Gerty. “Is he a good
oy

“Good? He's the best boy 1n the world !” answered the woman,
her pale, care-worn face Iit up with all a mother’s pride

Gerty turned away, and a look so unnaturally sad for a child
came over her countenance that the woman thought she was
getting tired, and ought to be kept very quiet She told her
80, and bade her shut her eyes and go to sleep again Gerty
obeyed the first injunction, and lay so still that the latter
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seemed in a fair way to be fulfilled, when the door opened
gently and True came in.

« Q! Mrs. Sullivan,” said he, “youre here still! I'm very
much obleeged to you for stayin’. And how does the child
seem to be?”

“Much better, Mr. Flint. She’s come to her reason, and I
think ‘will do very well now. O! she's awake,” she added,
seeing Gerty open her eyes

True came up to the bedside, stroked back her hair, now
cut short and neatly arranged, and nodded Ins head satisfac-
torlly Gerty caught his great hand between both of hers,
and held it tight He sat down on the side of the bed, and,
glancing at Mrs. Sullivan’s work, said, “I shouldn’t be surprised
1f she needed her new clothes sooner than we thought for.”

“So I was thinking,” said Mrs. Sullivan; “but don’t be in too
great a hurry. Did you see Miss Graham to-day?”

“Yes, I did see her, poor thing! The Lord bless her sweet
face! She axed a sight o' questions about little Geity, and
gave me this parcel of arrerroot. Did you ever fix any, Mrs.
Sullivan, so that you can jist show me how, if youll be so
good; for I declare I don’t remember, though™ she took a deal
o’ pains to tell me”

“Q, yes, 1t's very easy. TIll come in and prepare some by and
by But father has come home, and I must be seeing about our
tea ”

“Thank you; youre very kind.”

During the few following days Mrs Sullivan came in and sat
with Gerty several times She always brought her work with
her, which was usually some child’s garment that she was
making,.

One evening, when Gerty had neaily recovered, she was sitting
m True’s lap by the fire, carefully wrapped up 1n a blanket She
had been talking to him about her new friend , suddenly, looking
up 1 lus face, she said—* Uncle True, do you know what little
girl she’s making a gown for?”

“For a httle gul,” saxd True, “ that needs a gown, and a good
many other things, for she hasn’t got any clothes, as I know on,
except a few old rags Do you know any such hittle girl, Gerty "

“I guess I do,” saxd Gerty, with her head a little on one side,
and a very knowing look ’

“Well, where is she”
“ An’t she in your lap?”

“ What, you'—Why, do you think M
her time I’nak'ng clothes foryyou’l” 15 Sulbvan would spend
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“Well,” said Gerty, hanging her head, “I shouldn’t think she
would, but then you said—"

“Well, what did I say?¥”’

“Something about new clothes for me.”

“So I did,” said True, giving her a hug; “and they are for
you ;—two whole suits, and shoes and stockings mto the bargamn”

Gerty opened her large eyes in amazement, laughed, and clapped
her hands. Tiue laughed too; they both seemed very happy.

“Did she buy them, Uncle True? Is she rich?” said Gerty

“Mrs Sullivan?—no, indeed!” said True.” “Miss Graham
bought ’em, and is going to pay Mrs. Sullivan for making
them ”

“YWho is Miss Giaham?”

“She’s a lady too good for this woild—that’s sartain. T'll tell
you about her some time; but now 1t’s time you were abed and
asleep”

One Sabbath, after Gerty was nearly well, she was so much
fatigued with sitting up all day that she went to bed before
dark, and for two or three hours slept very soundly. On
awakening, she saw that Trne had company. An old man,
much older she thought than True, was sitting on the opposite
side of the stove, smoking a pipe  His dress, though of ancient
fashion, and homely in its materials, was very neat He had
sharp features, and Gerty thought, from his looks, 1t must be
easy for bhim to say sharp things—indeed, rather hard for him
to say anything pleasant. She rightly conjectured that he was
Mrs Sullivan’s father, Mr Cooper; and in the opinion she
formed of him from her first observation she did not widely
differ from most other people who knew the old chwch-sexton.
But both his own face and public opinion somewhat wronged
him His duties in the church were mostly sohitary, and, as
he was much withdrawn in his old age from intercourse with
the world at large, he had become severe toward its follies, and
unforgiving towards its crimes. There was much that was good
and benevolent in hum, however; and True Fhnt knew 1it, and
loved to draw 1t out On the evening of which we are speaking
they had been talking on several of thew usual topics, but
wl;en Gerty awoke, she found herself the subject of conver-
sation

:: Where,” saxd Mr. Cooper, “did you say you picked her up?”

At Nan Grant’s,” smd True. “Don’t you remember her?
Shejs the same woman whose son you were called up to witness
against, at the time the church-windows were broken.” - ’

“ Ah, yes, I’ remember the she-bear. T shouldn’t sup

o g

o~
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- be any too gentle to her own child, much less a stranger’s; but
what are you going to do with the foundling, Flint1”

“Keep her, to be sure, and take care on her.”

Cooper laughed rather sarcastically.

«Well, now, I s’pose, neighbour, you think it’s rather freakish
in me to be adoptin’ a child at my time o’ life; and p'raps it
15, but she'd a died that night I tell yer on if I hadn’t brought
her home with me; and a good many times since if I, with the
help o’ your darter, hadn’t took mighty good caie on her The
Lord’s been very marciful to me, Mr. Cooper, very marciful!
He's 1a15ed me up friends in my deep distress I knew, when I
was a hittle shaver, what a lonesome thing 1t was to be fatherless
and motherless, and when I see this little sufferin’ human bein’
T felt as 1if, all friendless as she seemed, she was more paiticker-
lerly the Lord’s, and as if I could not sarve him more, and ought
not to sarve hum less, than to share with her the blessin’s he
has bestowed on me I've got my hands yet, and a stout heart
and a willin’ mind With God’s help T’ll be a father to that
child, and the time may come when she’ll be God’s embodied
blessin’ to me”

Mr Cooper shook lus head doubtfully, and muttered something
about children not bemng apt to prove blessings

But he had not power to shake Trueman’s high faith in the
wisdom of his proceedings He had risen, in the earnestness
with which he had spoken, and after pacing the room hastily
and with excitement he returned to his seat, and said—* Besides,
neighbour Cooper, if I had not made up my mind the night
Gerty came here, I wouldn’t have sent her away after the next
day, for the Lord, I think, spoke to me by the mouth of one
of his holy angels, and bade me persevere in my resolution
Youwve seen Miss Graham? Well may I bless her angel face
poor thing!—f the world 1s dark to her, she makes 1t hghé
to other folks = She done me many a kindness since I got
hurt so bad 1n her father's store, and she sent for me that
day to ask how I did, and if there was anything I wanted
that she could speak to the master about So I told her all
about httle Gerty. and she and I both cried afore T'd done
She put some money mto my hand, and told me to get Mrs
Sullivan to make some clothes for Gerty, and when I was

gomg away, she said, ‘T'm sure youw've done quite right, True
21}11clald1;.grd will bless and reward your kindnmess to gthe’xt poor"

True was so excited and animated b j
y his subject that he did
not notice that Gerty had risen from her bed ar.}d was standing
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to meet him, rubbing her head agamst Ius legs, which was her
customary welcome.

“Hullo, whiskers,” said True, “ where’s my little gal?”

He shut the door belund him as he spoke, thus disclosing Gerty
to view. She sprang forward with a bound, laughed, and looked
first at her own clothes, and then in True's face, to see what
he would think of her appearance.

«Well, I declare!” said he, lifting her up in his arms, “httle
folks do look famous! New gown, aprom, shoes! And who
fixed your han? My! you do look famous nice!”

“Mrs. Sullivan dressed me all up, and brushed my hair;
and more too—don’t you sce what else she has done?”

Tiue followed Gerty’s eyes as they wandered around the room.
He looked amazed enough to satisfly her anticipations, great
as they had been; and no wonder. He had been gone since
moinmg, and things had indeed undergone a transformation.

Untal Gerty came to live with Tiue, his home had never been
subjected to female intrusion Living wholly by himself, it had
been Ius habit to make himself comfortable mn his own way,
utterly regardless of appearances In his humble apaitment
swecpmg-day came but seldom, and spring-cleaning was un-
known. Two large windows, facing the yard, were treated with
great 1njustice, the cheerful light they were capable of affording
bemg half obscured by diit and smoke. The corners of the ceil-
mg were festooned with cobwebs; the lugh broad mantel-picce
had accumulated a curious medley of things useful and useless
Then the furmture, some of which was very good, was adjusted
i the most inconvenient manner, and in a way to tuin the
size of the room to the least possible advantage

Now Mrs. Sullivan was the soul of neatness Her diess was
almost Quaker-like in its extieme simplicity, and freedom fiom
the least speck o1 stain Tt was to nurse Gerty, and take cme of
her m Tiue’s absence, that she first entered a 100m so much the
reverse of her own, and 1% is not easy to appieciate the degree m
which the vutue and chaiity of her so domg was enhanced,
unless one can realize how pammful the contiast was to liey,
:‘:nilv 111?\\7 excessively annoying she found 1t to spend sometimes
a whole afternoon in a room which, as she eapiessed heiself
afterwards at home, 1t would have been a 1eal pleasure to her
ht%lg}fif’a;"l)&;‘ﬁdml)gl'ﬁasto rights  She really pitied those whose

a s of confusion; felt swme that they could
not be happy, and mwaidly determined, as soon as Gerty got
well, to cxeit herself in the cause of cleanliness and ordger,
which was, m her eyes, the cause of virtue and happiness.
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She pondered how she could broach the subject of a renovation
in his affaws to True without wounding his feelings; for she
was herself so sensitive on a point of neatness, that she imagined
be must be somewhat the same,—and the little woman, bemng
tender-heaited, would not have mortified him for the woild
—when a mode of action was suggested to her by Gerty her-
self - )

On the day previous to that on which the cleaning operations
took place, Gerty was observed by Mrs Sullivan standing in the
passage neam her door, and looking shyly but wistfully

“Come 1n, Gerty,” said the land little woman. “Here,” added
she, seeing how timid the child felt about mntruding; “you
may sit up here by the table, and see me iron. This 15 yom
own lhttle dress. Youlll be glad of some new clothes, sha’n’t

ou?l” -
v “Very glad, marm,” said Gerty. “Am I to take them away,
and keep them all myself?”

“Yes, indeed,” saxd Mis Sullivan.

“T don’t know where I'll put ’em all; there an’t no place
our room,” said Getty, glancing with admmnation at the open
diawer m which Mrs Sullivan was now placing the hittle diess.

“Why, part of them, you know, youll be wearing,” said
Mrs. Sullivan; “and we must find some good place for the
rest.”

“You’ve got good places for things,” said Gerty, looking round
the room, “this 18 a beautiful room, 1sn’t 167” -

“Why, 1t isn’t very different fiom Mr. Flint’s. It's just about
the same sze, and two front windows hke hs”

“0, but then yowms don’t look one bit hike ours You haven’t
gob any bed here, and all the chairs stand in a row, and the table
shines, and the floor is so clean, and the stove is new, and the
sun comes in so bright! O, I wish our room was like this!
I shouldn’t think ows was more than half as big, esther Uncle
Tiue stumbled over the tongs this moining, and he said there
wasn’t room to swing a cat?

*“ Where were the tongs?” said Mrs. Sullivan

“In the middle of the floor, marm ”

“Well, you see I don’t keep things in the middle of the floor
1 thmk_ if your room were all cleaned up, and places found for
everything, 1t would look almost as well as mine”

“I wish 1t could be made as mice,” saxd Gerty; “but what
could be done with those beds?”

“I've been thinking about that. There’s that little pantry,
—or bathing-room; that’s large enough to hold a small bedstead
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and a chair or two; “twould be quite a comfortable little chamber
for you Theie’s nothing m 1t but tublush, that might just
ag well be thrown away.”

«Q, that'll be nice!” said Gerty; “then Uncle Tiue ean have
Iis bed back again, and T'll sleep on the floor in there”

“No,” smd Mis, Sullivan, “it won’t be necessuy for you
to sleep on the floor. T've got a very good little bedstead that
my Willie slept on when he Jived at home; and I will Iend it
to you, if you'll take good care of it.”

«0, I will,” said Gerty. “But can 117 added she, hesitatingly ;
“do you think I can? I don't know how to do anything.”

“You never have been taught to do anything, my child;
but o girl eight yes old can do a great many things if she
1s patient and tues haid to learn. I conld teach jou to do
a great deal that would be uscful, and that would help jour
Uncle Tiue very much”

* What could I do?”

“You could sweep the room up every day; you could make the
beds, after a fashion, with a httle help in turning them, jou
could set the {able, toast the biead, and wash the dishes”

“Oh, I wish I could do something for Uncle Tiue!” said Gerty;
“but how could I ever begini”

“In the first place, you must have things cleaned up for
you If I thought My, Flint would hike it, I'd get Kate McCarty
to come in some day and help us, and I think we could make
a great improvement 1 s home”

“Q, I know he'd like 1t,” saud Gerty. “¥May I help?”

“Yes, you may do what you can, but Kate'll be the best hand ;
she’s strong, and knows how to do cleaning very well.”

“WWho's she,” said Gerty.

“Katel—She's Mis McCarty’s daughter, in the next house
M Thnt does them many a good turn—saws wood, and so
on They do most of lus washing; but they can’t half pay
lim all the kindness he's done that famuly. Kate’s a clevel

giul, shell be glad to come and wok for him any day. Tl
ask her ” iy )

“1W1ll she come to-mortow(”

“‘It}erhlaps she will”

¢ n ] o s o -
ot b & (géﬁltﬁxgiqg’? ne all day to-morrow,” sud Gerty.

“Very,” sard Mrs Sullivan.
come ”

Kate came The room was thoroughl
§ ¢ clea
complete order. Geity’s new ghly cleaned

“Ill try and get Kate to

y and put m
clothes were dehvered over to

%
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het own keeping; she was neatly dressed in.one suit, the
other placed 10 a httle chest which was found in the pantry.

Tt was the result of all Mis Sulhvan’s, Kate’s, and Geity’s
combined labour which called forth True’s astomishment on his
return fiom hus work; and the pleasure he mamfested made the
day a memorable one 1n Gerty’s life, one to be marked m her
memory as long as she hved, as bemng the first m which
she had known that happiness of feehng that she bad been
mstromental in giving joy to another.

None but a loving heart, like Mrs Sullivan’s, would have
understood and sympathized in the feelmg which made Gerty
so eager to help But she did, and allotted to her many httle
services, which the child felt herself more blessed 1 being per-
mitted to perform, than she would have done at almost any gift
or favour that could have been bestowed upon her.

She led Tiue about to show him how judiciously and ingeni-
ously Mrs Sullivan had contrived to make the most of the room
and the furmture; how, by moving the bed mto a deep recess,
which was just wide enough for it, she had reserved the whole
square area, and made, as True declared, a parlour of 1t

But lus astonishment, and Gerty’s delight, reached their chmax
when she mtroduced him into the foimer lumber-closet, now
transformed mto a really snug and comfortable bedroom

“Well, I declare!” was all the old man could seem to say He
sat down beside the stove, rubbed his hands together, took
a general view of his reformed domicile, and of Gerty, who,
according to Mrs. Sullivan’s careful instiuctions, was preparing
to set the table, and toast the bread for supper. True watched
her motions for a minute or two, and then mdulged m a short
soliloquy “Mrs Sullivan’s a clever woman, saitain, and they’ve
made my old house here complete, and Gerty’s getting to be
hke the apple of my eye, and I'm as happy a man as—-"

CHAPTER VI

WHERE IS BEAVEN?

Here True was interrupted Quick, nosy footsteps mn the

passage were followed by a sudden and unceremonious opening
of the door

€«
Here, Uncle True,” smd the new-comer, “here’s your package.
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You forgot all about it, T guess; and I forgot it too, till mnther
gaw it on the table, wheie T'd laid it down. T wus to taken
up with just coming home, you know.” _

«Of coursel” said True  “Much obleeged to you, Willie,
for fetchin’ it for me. Tt's pretty brttle stuff it's made of,
and most like I should huve smashed 1t “fore I got it home.”

“What 15 18%—I've been wondering ”

“Why, 1t's a little kniek-knack I've brought home for Gerty,
here, that—-"

“Williec!” called Mis. Sullivan from the opposite room, “have
you been to tea, dear?” :

“No, indeed, mother; have you?”

“Why, yes; but I'll get you some.”

“No, no,” saad True; “stay and take tea with us, Willie My
little Gerty is makin’ some famous toast, and T'll have the tea
presently.”

“So I will,” said Willie. “No matter about any suppe: for me,
mother; I'm going to have my tea here, with Uncle True  Come,
now, let’s see what’s in the bundle; but first, I want to see hittle
Gerty , mother’s been telling me about her. Where i5 she?”

“Here, Gerty, look here!” said True  “ Why, where is she?”

“There she is, hiding behind the settle,” said Wille, laughing.
“She an’t afraxd of me, 1s she?’

“Well, I didn’t know she was shy,” said True. “You silly
little girl,” added he, going towards her, “come out heie and see
Willie Tlis is Willie Sullivan.”

“T don’t want to see him,” said Gerty

“Don’t want to see Willie!” said True; “why, you don't know
what you're sayin’. Wilhe's the best boy that ever was; I 'spect
you and he'll be great friends by and by.”

“He won’t Iike me,” said Gerty; “I know he won’t!”

“Why sha'n’t I'like you?” said Willie, approaching the corner
where Gerty had hid herself Her face was covered with hei
hands, according to hei usual fashion when anything distressed
her “I guess I shall like you first-rate, when I see you.”

He stooped down as he spoke, for he was mueh taller than
Gerty, and, taking her hands directly down from her face and

bolding them tight in lus own, he fixed his eyes full upon her,
and nodding pleasantly, said—

“How do do, Cousm Gerty—how do do?”
[41 2 3
“I an't your cousin'” said Gerty.
Yes you aie,” sud Walle, decidedly; “ Uncle True’s your

uncle, and mine too'—so we're i !
: cousins, don't you see?—an
want to get acquainted.” ’ k Fand 1
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Qerty could not resist Wallie’s good-natured words and manner
She suffered lum to draw her out of the corner, and towards the
hghter end of the room, As she came near the lamp, she tried to
free her hands, 1 order to cover her face up agamn, but Wille
would not let her, and, attracting her attention to the unopened
package, and exciting her cwmiosity as to what it might contain,
he succeeded in diverting her thoughts fiom herself, so that m
a few minutes she seemed quite at her ease.

“There, Uncle Tiue says 1t’s for you,” said Willie; “and I can’t
think what *t1s, can you?! Feel—it’s hard as can be”

Gerty felt, and looked up wonderingly 1 True’s face.

“Undo it, Wilhe,” said True

Willie produced a knife, cut the string, took off the paper and
disclosed one of those white plaster 1mages so familiar to every-
one, 1epresenting the httle Samuel in an attitude of devotion.

“Q, how pretty!” exclaimed Gerty, full of delight

“Why dido’t I think?” said Willie, “I might have kuown
what ’twas, by the feeling.”

“Why! did you ever see 1t before?” said Gerty.

“ Not this same one, but I've seen lots just hike it”

“Have you?” said Gerty I never did. I thmmk it’s the
beautifullest thing that ever was. Uncle True, did you say 1t
was for me? Where did you get it?”

“It was by an accident I got 1t A few minutes before I met
you, Willze, I was stoppin’ at the corner to hight my lamp, when I
saw one of those furren boys with a sight o’ these sort of things,
and some black ones too, all set up on a board, and he was walkin’
with ’em atop of his head, I was just a-wonderin’ how he kept
’em there, when he lut the board ag’in my lamp-post, and the first
thing T knew, whack they all went! he'd spilt them every one.
Lucky enough for him, there was a great bank of soft snow close
to the side-walk, and the most of ’em fell into that and vasn’t
hurt. Some few went on to the bricks, and were smashed Well,
I kind o' pitied the feller; for 1t was late, and I thought lhike
enough he hadn’t had much luck sellin’ of ’em, to have so many
left on his hands—-"

“And I know what you did, Uncle True, just as well as if T’d
seen you,” said Willie, “you set your ladder and torch down, and
went to work helping him pick ’em all up—that’s just what youw'd
be sure to do for anybody.”

“This feller, Willie, made return right of. When they weie
all set right, he bowed and scraped, and touched s hat to me, as
if I'd been the biggest gentleman in the land ; talkin’, too, he was,
all the tame, though I couldn’t make out a word of his lingo; and
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then he insisted on my takin’ one o the figurs. T wa'n't agoin’ to
take 1t, for I didn’t want it; but I happened fo thmk little Gerty
mght like it.”

“0, I shall ke it!” said Gerty. “I shall like 1t better than—
no, not better, but almost as well as my kitten. O, an't he 2
cunmng little boy?” . ]

Tiue, finding that Gerty was wholly taken up with the image,
walked away and began to get the tea, leaving the two children
to entertain cach other. -

“You must take care and not break it, Gerly,” raid Willie.
«1¥e had a Samuel once, just hike 1t, in the shop; and I dropped
it, and broke it into a million meces”

“What did you call 1t?” said Gerty.

“ A Samuel, theyie all Samuels”

“What are Sammles?” said Gerty.

“IWhy, that’s the name of the child they’re taken fort”

“What do you s'pose he’s sittin’ on his knee for §°

Willie Jaughed. “Why, don’t you know?” said he.

4 No,” sard Gerty; “what is het”

“He's praying,” said Wilhe

“Is that what he'’s got his eyes turned up for, too?”

“Yes, of course ; he looks up to heaven when he prays.”

“Up to where?”

“To heaven”

Gerty looked up at the cetling in the direction in wlich the eyes
were turned, then at the figure. She seemed very much puzzled.

“Why, Gerty,” said Wille, “I shouldn’t think you knew what
praying was”

“T don’t,” said Gerty, “tell me”

“Don’t you ever pray—pray to God?”

“No, I don’t—Who is God? Where is God?”

Willie looked inexpressibly shocked at Gerty’s ignorance, and
answered reverently, “God is i heaven, Gerty”

“I don’t know where that 1s,” said Gerty. “I believe I don’t
know nothin' about 1t

“I shouldn’t think you did,” said Willie “I delécve heaven is
up m the sky; but my Sunday-school teacher says, ‘heaven 1s
anywhere where goodness is’, or some such thing”

“ Are the stars in heaven?” said Gerty

“They look so, don’t they?” said Willie ¢
W}i‘ere I always used to think heaven +was?

I should hike to go to heaven,” said Gerty.

“Perhaps, 1f you're good, you will £o some time.”
haps, e,
“Can’t any but good foll’«:s got” &

They’re in the sky,
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4 NO ”

“Then I can’t ever go,” said Gerty, mownfully,

“Why not?” said Wilhe; “an’t you good?”

“0O no! Pm very bad” ]

“What a queer chld!” smd Willie. “What makes you think
yourself so very bad?”

“Q, I am,” sad Gerty, in a very sad tone, “I'm the worst of
all. T'm the woist child in the world ”

“YWho told you so%”

“Bverybody. Nan Grant says so, and I know 1t too myself.”

“TIs Nan Grant the cross woman you used to live with?”

“Yes How did you know she was cross?”

“ (0, my mother’s been telling me about ber. Didn’t she send
you to school, or teach you anything?”

Gerty shook her head

“Why, what lots you've got to learn! What did you use to do
when you lived there?”

“ Nothing ”

“ Never did anything, and don’t know anything; my gracious!”

“Yes, I do know one thing,” said Gerty. “I know how to toast
bread—your mother taught me.”

As she spoke, she thought of her own neglected toast, and
turned towards the stove; but the toast was made, the supper
ready, and Tiue was just putting it on the table

“ 0, Uncle True,” said she, “1 meant to get the tea ”

“T know 1t,” sud True, “but it’s no matter, you can get it
to-morrow ”

The tears came into Gerty’s eyes—she looked very much dis-
appointed, but said nothing They all sat down to supper.
Willie put the Samuel in the middle of the table for a centre
ornament, and told so many funny stories, and said so many
pleasant things, that Gerty laughed heartily, and showed herself
for once a merry child After tea she sat beside Willie on the
great settle, and gave him a description of her life at Nan Grant’s,
winding up with a touching account of the death of her kitten.

The two childien seemed in a far way to become as good
fuends as True could possibly wish. True himself sat on the
opposite side of the stove, smoking his pipe, his elbows on his
knees, lus eyes bent on the children, and his ears drinking 1n
all their conversation. He laughed when they laughed, seemed
soberly satisfied, and took long whiffs at lus pipe, when they
talked quietly and sedately, ceased smoking entiely, letting

his pipe rest on lus knee, and secretly wipig away a tear, when
Gerty recounted her childish griefs.
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After Gerty had closed her tale of sorrows, which was
fiequently interrupted by Wilhe's cjaculations of condolence or
pity, she sat for a moment without speaking, then, becoming
excited, as her ungoveined and easily rounced nature dwelt upon
its wiongs, she burst forth m a very different tone from that in
which she had been speaking, and commenced uttering the most
bitter invectives against Nan Grant, making use of many a rough
and coarse term, such as she had been accustomed to hear used
by the ill-bred people with whom she had lived. True looked
worried and troubled at hearing her talk so angrily. Gerty had
shown herself so mild and patient since she had been with him
so submissive to s wishes, so anxions even to foreatall them,
that it had never occuired to him to dread any difficulty in the
management of the child. Now, bowever, as he observed he
flashing eyes, and noticed the doubling of her little fist as she
menaced Nan with her future wrath, he had an undefined pre-
sentiment of coming trouble in the control of his httle charge;
o feeling almost of alarm, lest he had undertaken what he could
never petform.

For the moment she ceased, in Ins eyes, to be the pet and play-
thing he had hitherto considered her. He saw in her some-
thing which needed a check, and felt lnmself unfit to apply it

And no wonder. He as totally unfit to cope with a spirit ike
Gerty’s. It was true he possessed over her one mighty influence
~her strong affection for him, which he could not doubt. It was
that which made her so submissive and patient in her sickness,
so grateful for his care and kindness, so anxious to do something
in return. It was that deep love for her first friend, which, never
wavering, and growing stronger to the last, proved mn after years
a noble motive for exertion, a woithy incentive to virtue It was
that love, fortified and illummed by a higher light, which came
n t1mtf to sanctify it, that gave her, wlile yet a mere gir], a
woman's courage, a woman’s strength of heart and self-denial

But for the present it was not enough. The kindness she had
recerved for the few weeks past had completely softened Gerty’s
heart towards her benefactors, but the effect of eight yems
mismanagement, 1ll-treatment, and want of all Jndigious dis-
ciphme, could not be done away with in that short time. The
plant that for years has been growing distorted, and dwellng
in a barren spot, deprived of light and nourishment, withered
in 1ts leaves and blighted in its fruit, cannot at once recover

from so cruel a blast Transplanted to another soil, 1t must be

directed 1n the 1ight course, nourished with care and warmed

) :
with Heaven's {lght ere 1t can recover from the shock occasioned
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of a boy whose winning dispoution, and early evidences of a
manly and noble nature, won him fiiends cven among siranges.
No one could have been in the boy's company half an hour
without loving and admiumg lum. He had natwally a warm-
hearted, affectionate disposition, which lis mother’s love and
the woild’s smiles had fostered; an unusual flow of animal
spirits, tempered by a natural politeness towards Ins elders and
superors; o quick appichension; a sincere sympathy in others’
pleaswies and pams; 1 fine, one of those genial natures that
win lhearts one knows not how. He was fond of study, and
until his twelfth year his mother kept Inm constantly at school

At that age he had an excellent opportumty to enter mto the
gervice of an apothecary, who wanted a boy to assist in his shop
The wages that Mr Bray offered were not great, but there was
the hope of an increased salary; and, at any rate, situated as
Willic was, it was not a chance to be overlooked. Fond as he
was of his books, he had long been cager to be at work. His
mother and gmandfather consented to the plan, and he gladly
accepted Mi. Biay’s proposals

He was sadly missed at home ; for, as he slept at his employer’s

“durtng the weck, he raiely had leisure to make esen a passing
visit to lus mother, except on Saturday, when he came home at
mght; and”passed Sunday with her.

A motive Wilhie had long had His grandfather was old, his
mother weak, and both poor. He must be the staff of their old
age, he must labow for their support and comfort; he must do
more ,—they hoped great thimgs of him, they must not be dis-
appomted He dd not, however, while arming himself for future
conflict with the world, forget the present, but sat down and
learned Ins Sunday-school lessons After which, according to
custom, he read aloud i the Bible, and then Mrs Sullisan,
laying her hand on the head of her son, offcred up a sumple,
heart-felt prayer for the boy—one of those mothers prayeis
which thg child hstens to with reverence and love, and 1e-
members in the far-off years—one of those prayers which keep
men from temptation, and deliver them from evil

After Willie went home that evening, and Gerty was left alone
with True, she sat on a low stool beside him for some time without
speaking Her eyes were intently fixed upon the white image
::\011111(31 liay 1ndherblap, that her little mind was very busy there
Touo w:snzotouf t, for thought was plainly written on her face

often the first to speak; but, finding Gerty un-

usually quiet, he hfted up her ch < i h
face, and then said— P 1}),’ looked enquiringly in her
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« Well, Willie’s a pretty clever sort of a boy, isn’t he v

Gerty answered ©“Ves”; without, however, seeming to know
what she was sayng

“You like him, don’t you?” said True.

“Very much,” said Gerty, m the same absent way. Then,
looking up suddenly, she said—

“Uncle True?”

“IWhat say ?” '

“What does Samuel pray to God for?”

True stared. “Samuel '—pray '—I guess I don’t know exactly
what you're saymng”

“Why,” said Gerty, holding up the image, “ Wilhe says this
- little boy’s name 15 Samuel; and that he sits on his knee, and
puts his hands together so, and looks up, because he’s maying
to God, that ltves up 1n the sky. I don’t know what he means—
"way up 1 the sky—do you?”

True took the image and looked at it attentively; he moved
uneastly upon his chair, scratched his head, and finally said—

“Well, I s'pose he’s about right This ’ere child 1s prayin’,
sartain, though I didn’t think on it afore But I don’t just
know what he calls 1t a Samuel for Well ask him some.
fime ”

“Well, what does he pray for, Uncle True?” #

“0, he prays to make him good, 1t makes folks good to pray
to God ”

“Can God make folks good ¥”

“Yes God 1s very great; he can do anything”

“How can he hear?”

“He hears everything and sees everything in the world.”

“ And does he hive 1n the sky?”

“Yes,” said True, “1n heaven”

Many more questions Gerty asked, many strange questions,
that True could not answer True had a humble, loving heart,
and a child-like faith, he had enjoyed but hittle religious 1n-
struction, but he earnestly endeavoured to live up to the hight
be had. But he had never enquired deeply mnto the sources of
that behef which it had never occurred to him to doubt, and
he was not at all prepared for the questions suggested by the
mnquisitive, keen, and newly excited mind of hittle Gerty. He
answered her as well as he could, however, and, where he was
ab fault, hesitated not to refer her to Willie, who, he told her,
went to Sunday-school, and knew a wonderful mght about such
things ~ All the information that Gerty could gam amounted
to the knowledge of these facts;—that God was 1n heaven, that
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His power was great; and that people were made better by
prayer. Her hittle eager brain was so intent upon the st}bject,
however, that, as it grew late, the thought even of sleeping n
her new room could not efface 1t fiom her mind. After she had
gone to bed, with the white 1mage hugged close to her bosom,
and True had taken away the lamp, she lay fo1 a long time with
her eyes wide open. Just at the foot of the bed was the window.
Gerty could sec out, as she had done before mn her garret at Nan
Grant’s; but, the window bemng larger, she had a much more
extended view. The sky was bright with stars; and the sight of
them revived her old wonder and curiosity as to the author of
such brilliant and distant lights, Now, however, as she gazed,
there darted through her mind the thought, “God lit them!
O, how great he must be! But a ckild might pray to him!"
She rose from her little bed, approached the window, and,
falling on her knees and clasping her hands precisely in the
attitude of the httle Samuel, she looked up to heaven. She
spoke no word, but her eyes ghstened with the dew of a tear
that stood in each. Was not each tear a prayer? She breathed
no petition, but she longed for God and virtue Was not that
very wish a player? Her hittle uphfted heart throbbed vehe-
mently. Was not each thiob o prayer? And did not God in
heaven, without whom not a spairow falls to the ground, hear

and accept that first homage of a lhittle wntaught child; and
did 1t not call a blessing down?

CHAPTER VIIL

TREASURED WRONGS

In the course of the few following weeks, duting which her pet-
severance held out surprisingly, Gerty learned how to make herself
useful 1n many ways, and, as Mrs Sullivan had prophesied, gave
promise of becoming one day quite a clever httle housekeeper
Of course the services she performed were trifling, but her active
and \\:ﬂhng feet saved Tiue a gieat many steps, and she was of
essential aid m keeping the rooms neat, that being her especial
ambition  She felt that Mrs Sullivan expected her, now that the
dust and cobwebs were all cleared away, to take care that they
should not accumulate again. and it was quite an amusing sight
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every day, when True had gone out as usual to fill and clean the
street-lamps, to see the little girl diligently labouring with an old
broom Mis Sullivan looked 1n occasionally to praise and assist
her, and nothing made Gerty happier than learning how to do
some new thing. She met with a few trials and discouragements,
to be sme; but as True never thought of blaming her for anything,
she forgot her misfortunes, and experience made her careful. ~

Kate McCarty thought her the smartest child mn the world,
and would sometimes come 1 and wash up the floor, or do some
other work, which required more strength or skill than Geity
possessed

Prompted by her ambition to equal Mrs, Sullivan’s expecta-
tions, and still more by her desire to be useful to True, and
some degree manifest her love to him by her labours, Gerty was
usually patient, good-natured, and obliging So very indulgent
was True, that he rarely indeed laid a command upon the child,
leaving her to take her own course, and have her own way; but
undisciplined as she was, she willingly yielded obedience to one
who never thwarted her, and the old man seldom saw her ex-
hibit 1n his presence that violent temper which, when roused,
knew no restraint

One Sunday Gerty, who had now a mice little hood, which
True had bought for her, was returning with Mr. Cooper, Mr.
Flint, and Wille, from the afternooun service at church The two
old men were engaged in one of their lengthy discussions, and the
children having fallen into the rear, had been talkang earnestly
about the church, the minister, the people, and the music, all of
which were new to Gerty, and greatly excited her wonder and
astonmishment.

As they drew near home, Willie remarked how dark it was
growing in the streets, and then, looking down at Gerty, whom
he held by the hand, he said, “Gerty, do you ever go out with
Uncle True, and see lum light the lamps?”

“No, I never did,” said Gerty, “since the first night I came.
T've wanted, but it’s been so cold Uncle True would not let
me, he said I'd just catch the fever again.”

It won't be cold this evening,” said Willze, “it'll be a beauti-
ful night; and if Uncle True’s willing, let you and I go
with hum. T've often been You can look into the windows
and sco folks drinking tea, and sitting all round the fire in
the parlours.”

“And I like to sec him light those great lnmps,” interrupted
Gerty, “they make 1t look so brght and beautrful all round.
I hope he'll let us go Il ask him. Come,” said she, pulling
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him by the band, “let’s catch up with them and ask him
now.”

“No—wait,” said Willie, “he’s busy talking with grandpa,
and we're almost home—we can ask hun then”

He could hardly 1estrain her impatience, however ; and, as soon
as they reached the gate she suddenly broke away from hum, and,
rushing up to True, made known her request. The plan was
willingly acceded to, and the three soon started on the rounds.

Tor some time Gerty's attention was so wholly engrossed Ly the
lamphighting that she could see and enjoy nothing clse. But
Willie hurried her along, telling her that they were now 1n the
finest street they should pass through, and that they must make
haste, for they had nearly reached the house he most wanted her
to see  When they came up with Tiue be was just plaeing
lus ladder against a post opposite & fine block of buildmgs.
Many of the front windows were shaded, so that the children
could not see in, some, however, eather had no curtamsg, or they
had not yet been drawn. In one pailour there was a pleasant
wood-fire, around which a group were gathered, and here Gerty
would fam have hngered. Again, in another, a bmlhiant chan-
delier was ht, and though the room was vacant the furmtume was
so showy, and the whole so brilhant, that the child clapped
her hands in delight, and Willie could not prevail upon her
to leave the spot until he told her that farther down the street
was another house, equally attractnve, where she would perhaps
see some beautiful children

“How do you know therell be children there?” said che
as they walked along ~
“T don’t know certamnly,” said Wille, “but I tlunk there

will They used always to be up at the window when I came
with Uncle True last winter?

“How many?” asked Gerty.
“Three, I believe There was one little girl with such beauti-

ful curls, and such a sweet, cunning httle face. She looked
hike a wax doll, only a great deal prettier.”

“0, T hope we shall see her!'” smd Gerty, danang along

on the tips of her toes, so full was she of excitement and
pleasure

“There they are!” exclaimed Wallie;
as they used to be!”

“Where?” said Gerty, © where?”

“Qver opposite, in the great stone house. Here, let's cross
over. It’s muddy; I'll carry you ™

Willie hfted Gerty carefully over the mud, and they stood

all three, I declare, just



TREASURED WRONGS 39

in front of the house. True had not yet come up. It was
he that the children were watching for. Gerty was not the only
child that loved to see the lamps lit .

Tt was now quite dark, so that persons in a light room could not
see anyone out of doors, but Wihe and Gerty had so much
the better chance to look in, It was indeed a fine mansion,
evidently the home of wealth. A clear coal-fue, and a bright
Jamp 1n the centie of the room, shed abroad their cheerful blaze
Rich carpets, deeply tinted curtains, pictures in gilded frames,
and huge mirrors, reflecting the whole on every side, gave Geity
her first impressions of luxurious life. Theie was an awr of
comfort combined with all this elegance, which made it still
more fascinating to the child of poverty and want. A table was
bountifully spread for tea, the cloth of snow-white damasgk, the
shining plate, above all, the home-like hissing tea-kettle, had a
most wmviting look, A gentleman in gay shppers was 1n aun easy-
chair by the fire; a lady in a gay cap was superintending a
servant-girl’s arrangements at the tea-table; and the children of
the household, smiling and happy, were crowded together on
a window-seat, looking out, as we have said

They were, as Willie had desceribed them, sweet, lovely-looking
little creatures, especially a gul, about the same age ag Gerty, the
eldest of the three Her fair hair fell in long ringlets over a neck
as white as snow; she had blue eyes, a cherub face, and a httle,
round, plump figure Gerty’s admiration and rapture were such
that she could find no expression for them, except i jumping
up and down, shouting, laughing, and directing Willie’s notice
first to one thing and then another.

“0, Wille, 1sn’t she a darling? and see what a beautiful fire
—what a splendid lady! And look! look at the father’s shoes!
What is that on the table? 1 guess it's good! There's a g
looking-glass; and O, Willie! an’t they dear little handsome
children?”

In all her exclamations she began and ended wath her praises
of the children. Wille was quite satisfied, Gerty was as much
pleased as he had expected or wished

The next wnstant the servant-girl came and drew down the
window-blinds Gerty then took Willie’s hand again, and they
hastened on once more to overtake True

u Shopddn’t you like to hive in such a house as that, Gerty?”
sud Wiltlie

“Yes, indeed,” said Gerty, “an’t it splendid?”

“I wish I had just such a house,” said Willie “I mean to,
one of these days”
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«Where will you get it?” exclained Geity, much amazed
at so bold a declaration.

«(), I shall work, and grow rich, and buy it.”

“You can’t; it would take a lot o’ money!”

«T know 1t but T can earn a lot, and I will, too The gentle-
man that Tives 1n that grand house was a poor boy when he first
came to Boston; and why can’t one poor boy get rich as well
, as another?”

“How do you suppose he got so much money?”

“T don’t know how ke did; there me a good many ways Some
people think it's all luck, but I guess 1t’s as much smartness
as anything.”

“ Are you smart}”

Willie laughed. “An't I?” said he “If T don’t turn outb
a rich man, one of these days, you may say I an’t”

“T know what I'd do, if I was rich,” saad Gerty.

“What?” asked Wilhe.

“Tirst, I'd buy a great, mee chair for Uncle True, with cushions
all in the inside, and bright floweis on it,—just exactly hike that
one the gentleman was sitting in, and next, I'd have great big
lamps, ever so many all in a bunch, so as to make the room
as lught—as light as 1t could be!”

“Seems to me youre mughty fond of lights, Gerty,” said
Wille.

“Y be,” said the child. “T hate old, dark, black places; I ke
stars, and sunshine, and fires, and Uncle True’s torch-—"

“And I hke bright eyes!” interrupted Willie, “yours look

just hike stars, they shine so to-mght An't we having a good
time?”

“Yes, real ”

And so they went on—Gerty jumping and dancing along
the side-walk, Willie sharing 1n her gaiety and joy, and glo1ying in
the responsibility of entertaiming and at the same time protecting
the wild httle creature They talked much of how they would
spend that future wealth which, in their buoyant hopefulness,
they both fully calculated upon one day possessing, for Geity
had caught Wille’s spirit, and she too meant to work and grow
rich. Willie told Gerty of the many plans he had for surrounding
his mother and grandfather, and even heiself and Uncle Triue,
with every ecomfort and luxury he had ever heard or dreamt of

Wilke had no selfish schemes: the generous boy suggested
nothing for 1:\13 own gratification, 1t was for the 1est he meant to
labour, and in and though them that he looked for hus reward.
Happy children! What do they want of wealth? What of any-

4
LY
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thing material and tangible more than they now possess? They
have what 18 worth moie than riches or fame. They are full of
childhood’s faith and hope They are building those same castles
that so many thousand children have built before,—~that clldren
always will be building, to the end of time Blessings on that
childhood’s delusion, if such it be! Undeceive not the httle
believers, ye wise ones! Check not that God-given hopefulness,
which will, perhaps, 1 its airy flight, lift them in safety over
many a rough spot in life’s road It lasts not long at the best,
then check 1t not, for as 1t dies out the way grows hard

One somice of the hght-heartedness that Willie and Gerty ex-
perienced undoubtedly lay in the disinterestedness of the emotion
which occupied them; for, in the plans they formed, neither
seemed actuated by selfish motives It was a beautiful spirt
of grateful love which each mamfested—a spint m a great
degree natural to both In Willie, however, 1t had been so
fostered by pious tramming, that 1t partook of the nature of a
principle ; while in Gerty 1t was a mere 1mpulse, and, alas! for
poor human nature, when swayed by its own passions alone,
the poor little girl had other less pleasing impulses; and, if
the former needed encouraging and strengthening, so did the
latter require to be uprooted and destroyed.

They had reached the last lamp-post in the street, and now
turned another coiner, but scarcely had they gone a dozen steps
before Gerty stopped short, and, positively refusing to proceed
any farther, pulled hard at Willie’s hand, and tried to induce
him to retrace s steps. “What's the matter, Gerty?” said he.
“ Are you tired?”

“No, O no! but I can’t go any farther.”

“Why not?”

“0, because—because—" and here Gerty lowered her voice,
and, putting her mouth close to Willie’s ear, whispered—* there
15 Nan Grant’s, I see the house! I had foigot Uncle True went
there, and I can’t go—T’'m afraid !”

*Oho!” sajid Wilhe, drawing himself up with dignity, “I should
like to know what you're afraid of when I'm with you® Let her
touch you if she dares! And Uncle True, too!”

Very kindly did Willie plead with the child, tellmg her that
Nan would not be likely to see them, but that perhaps they
should see %er; and that was just what he wanted,—nothing he
shoulc} hike better. Geity’s fears were easily allayed It needed
but little reasoming to assure her of the perfect safety of her
present position, and her fears soon gave place to the desie
to pownt out to Willie her former persecutor. And never had
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anyone a fairer chance to be looked at than Nan at that moment.
She was standing opposite the window, engaged in an animated
dispute with one of her neighbours Her countenance expressed
angry excitement, and, an ill-lookng woman at best, her face
now was so sufficient an index to her character, that no one
could see her thus, and afterwards question her right to the
title of vixen, virago, scold, or anything else that comveys the
same 1dea

“Which 1s she?” said Wallie, “the tall one, swinging the cofice-
pot in her hand?” .

“Yes,” said Gaity, “ that's Nan”

“YWhat’s she downg?”

«(, she’s fighting with Miss Birch; she does most always with
somebody.”

“Come, don't let’s stop; she’s an ugly-looking woman, just as
T knew she was?”

But Gerty lingered Courageous in the knowledge that she
was safe and unseen, she was attentively gazing at Nan, and
her eyes ghstened. Willie, perceiving that Mr Fhint and his
torch were far down the street, left Gerty, and staited lumself,
as an expedient to diaw her on, saying, at the same time, “Come,
Geity, I can’t wait,”

Geity turned, saw that he was going, then, quick as hghtning,
stooped, and picking up a stone, flung 1t at the window. Thee
, was a crash of broken glass, and an exclamation i Nan’s well-
known voice, but Gerty was not there to see the 1esult of her
work The imnstant the stone had left her hand, flying past
Willie, she paused not until she was safe by the side of True

Wilhe did not overtake them until they were nearly home, and
then came runming up, exclaiming, breathlessly, “ Why, Gerty, do
you know what you did?%—You broke the window

Gerty pouted, and declared that was what she meant to do

True and Wilhe were shocked and silent Gerty was silent too
for the rest of the walk; there were clouds on her face, and she
felt unhappy i her little heart Poor child! how much she
needs to learn the truth! God grant that the inward may one
day become as dear to her as now the outward light!
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CHAPTER IX

A NEW FRIEND

“ Father,” said Mrs Sullivan one afternoon, as he was preparing
to go out and to take with him a number of articles which he
wanted for his Satwiday’s work i the church, “why don’t you
get httle Gerty to go with you and carry some of your things?
she’d like to go, I know”

“She’d only be 1n the way,” saxd M. Cooper.

But when he had swung a lantern and an empty coal-hod on
one arm, taken a httle hatchet and a basket of chips in his hand,
and hoisted a small ladder over lis shoulder, he was famn to
acknowledge that there was no accommodation for his hammer
and a large paper of nails

So Mrs Sullivan called Gerty, and asked her to go with Mr.
Cooper, and help bim to carry his tools

Gerty was pleased with the proposal, and taking the hammer
and nails, started off with great alacrity.

When they reached the church, the old sexton took them from
her hands, and telling her she could play about until he went
home, left her and went down nto the vestry-room Gerty was
thus left to her own amusement, and ample amusement she found
it, for some time, to wander among the empty aisles and pews,
and examine closely what, hitherto, she had only viewed from
a corner in the gallery, She was just beginning to grow weary,
however, when the organist, who had entered unperceived, com-
menced playing some low, sweet music; and Gerty, seating her-
self on the pulpit stairs, hstened with great attention. He had
not played long befoie the door opened and a couple of visitors
entered, 1n observing whom Gerty was soon wholly engrossed. One
was an elderly man, dressed like a clergyman, short and spare, with
hair thin and grey, forehead high, and features rather sharp, but,
though a plain man, remaikable for his calm and bemgnant ex-
pression of countenance A young lady, apparently about twenty-
five years of age, was leaning on luis arm. She was attned with
great simplicity, wearmg a dark-brown cloak, and a bonnet of the
same colour, relieved by some light-blue 1ibbon about the face
She was somewhat below the mddle size, but had a pleasing and
well-rounded figure Her features were small and regular, her
complexion clear though rather pale, and her hght-brown har
was most neatly and carefully arranged She never lifted her
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eyes as she walked slowly up the aisle, and the long lashes
nearly swept her check.

The two approached the spot where Gerty sat, but without
perceiving her. “I am glad you like the organ,” said the gentle-
man. “They say it is a supenior instrument, and that Hermann
plays it remarkably well ”

“My opinion 15 not of any value,” said the lady; “for T have
very httle knowledge of music, much as I love 1t But that
gymphony sounds very delightful to me; it 15 a long time since
T have heard such touching strains; or, it may be, it is partly
owing to their striking so sweetly on the solemn quiet of the
church this afternoon”

“T thought you would enjoy it, my dear. I knew Hermann
would be playing; and when I saw how pale you were looking,
it seemed to me the walk would do you good”

“It has done me good The clear cold air was just what I
needed ; but Mrs Elhis was busy, and I could not, you know, go
out alone.”

“T thought I should find Mr. Cooper, the sexton, here,” said
the gentleman “Perhaps he is in the vestry-room ; he 1s always
somewhere about here on Saturday: I think I had better go and
look for him”

Just then Mr. Cooper entered the church, and, seeing the
clergyman, came up, and seemed to request him to accompany
him somewhere, for the gentleman hesitated, pglanced at the
young lady, and then said, “I suppose I ought to go to-day;
but I don’t know——"

Then, turning to the lady, he said, “Emily, Mr. Cooper wants
me to go to Mrs. (lass with him Do you think you would mind
waiting here until I return} She lives in the next street, but
I may be detained, for it's about that matter of the hibrary books
bemg so mischievously defaced, and I am afraid that oldest boy
of hers had something to do with it.”

_ "0, go, by all means,” said Emuly. “Mr Hermann’s playing
18 a great treat to me, and 1 don’t care how long I wait; so I
beg you won’t hurry on my account, Mr. Arnold.”

Thus assured, Mr. Arnold led the lady to a chair beneath the
pulpit, and went away with Mr Cooper

All this time Gerty had been quite unnoticed, and had remained
very quiet on the upper stair, a little secured from sight by the
pulpit  Hardly had the doors closed, however, when the child
began-to descend the stairs. The moment she moved, the lady.
whose seat was very near, started, and exclaimed, “ Who’s that?” ’

Gerty stood quite still, and made no 1eply. Strangely enough,
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the lady did not look up, thongh she must have percerved that
the movement was above her head There was a moment’s pause,
and then Gerty began again to run down the starrs This time
the lady sprung up, and, stretching out her hand, said, as before,
“Who 15 1t%”

“Me,” said-Gerty, looking up 1 the lady’s face; “it’s only
me »

“Will you stop and speak to me?” said the lady .

Ge1rty not only stopped, but came close up to Emily’s chair, irre-
sistibly attracted by the music of the sweetest voice she had ever
heard. The lady placed her hand on Gerty’s head and said, “ Who
are you't”

13 Gerty »

“Gerty whot”

“ Nothing else but Gerty.”

“Have you forgotten your other name?%”

“T haven't got any other name "

“ How came you here?”

“T came with Mr. Cooper, to help hum bring his things.”

* And he’s left you here to wait for him, and I'm left too; so we
must take care of each other, mustn’t we?”

Gerty laughed at this,

“Where were youl—On the stairs?”

[{4 Yes ”» N

“ Suppose you sit down on this step by my chair, and talk with
me a httle while T want to see if we can’t find out what your
other name is. Where do you say you hive?”

“With Uncle True.”—*True}”

“Yes, Mr. True Flint, I live with now He took me home to
hlsulgguse one mght, when Nan Grant put me out on the side-
wa

“ Are you that httle gix]? Then I've heard of you before Mr.
Flint told me all about you”

“Do you know my Uncle True?”

“Yes, very well”

“What's your name?”

“My name 18 Emily Graham.”

3} “O! I know,” said Gerty, springing up and clapping her hands;

I know. You asked him to keep me—I keard um say so; and
you gave me my clothes, and you're beautiful ; and youw're good;
and I love you! O! T love you ever so much!”

As Gerty spoke with a voiwce full of excitement, a strange
look passed over Miss Graham’s face, & most enquiring and restless
look, as if the tones of the voice had vibrated on a chord of
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her memory. She did not speak, bui, passing her arm round ‘.che
chld’s waist, drew her closer to her. As the peeuhar expression
paseed away from her face, and her features .ausumed their usunal
calm composure, Gerty, as she gazed at her with a look of wonder,
exclaimed at last, “ Ave you gong to sleep?”

“No—Why?”

“ Because your eyes are shut.”

“They are always shut, my child.”

“ Always shut ——What for?”

“T am blind, Gerty, I can ree nothing”

“Not see!” said Gerty. “Can’t you sce anything? Can’t you
see me now?”

“No,” saxd Miss Graham

“0O1” exclaimed Gerty, drawing a long breath, “ Pm so glad ”

“ Glad?” said Miss Grabam, in a sad voice.

“0 yes!” said Gerty; “so glad you can’t see me!l—hecause,
now, perhaps, you’ll love me”

“ And shouldn’t I love you 1f I saw you?” said Emily, passing
her hand softly and slowly over the child’s features

“0O no!” answered Gerty, “T’'m so ugly! I’m glad you can’t see
howugly Iam?”

“Put just think, Gerty,” said Emily, in the same sad voice,
“how would you feel 1if you could not see the ight, could not sce
anything 1n the world?”

“(Can’t you see the sun, and the stars, and the sky, and the
church we’re n? Are you in the dark?”

“In the dark all the time; day and mght in the dark.”

Gerty burst into a paroxysm of tears. “O!” exclaimed she, as
soon as she could find voice amid her sobs, “it’s too bad!”

The child’s grief was contagious; and, for the first time for
years, Emily wept bitterly for her blhindness -~

It was for but a few moments, however. Quckly recovering
herself, she tried to compose the child also, saymg, *“Hush!
hush! don’t cry; and don't say it’s too bad! Tm used to it
and am quite happy.”

“ I shouldn’t be happy in the dark; I should Aate to be!” said
Gerty. “I an't glad you're blind, I’m really sorry. I wish you
coul;l 50 me and everything. Can’t your eyes be opened any
way’

“No,” \said Emily, “never, but we won’t talk about that
any more} I want to know what makes you think yourself
80 very ugly”

“Beeauce folks say that T a ol
Joves ugly ch dren 1y m an ugly child, and that nobody
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“Yes, people do,” said Emily, “love ugly children, if they
are good.” -

“But I an’t good,” said Gerty. “I'm really bad!”

“But you can be good,” said Emuly, “and then everybody
will love you.”

“Do you think I can be good?”

“Yes, if you try.”

“T will try.”

“T hope you will,” said Enuly ¢“Mr. Flint thinks a great
deal of his little girl, and she must do all she can to please
him”

She then went on to make enquiries concerning Gerty’s former
way of life, and became so much interested in the recital of
the little gul’s early sorrows that she was unconscious of the
flight of time

Gerty was very communicative Always a httle shy of strangers
at first, she was nevertheless easily won by kind words; and, 1n the
present case, the sweet voice and sympathetic tones of Emily went
straight to her heaait The two were still entertaining each othen,
and, as we have said, unconscious of the lateness of the how,
when Mr. Arnold entered the church hastily, and somewhat
out of breath. As he came up the aisle, when he was yet
some way off, he called to Emily, saying, “Emily, dear, I'm
afraid you thought I had forgotten you I have been gone so
much longer than I intended”

“Have you been gone long?” rephed Emily “I have had com-
pany, you see”

“What, little folks!” sa1d Mr Arnold, good-naturedly “Wheie
did ths little body come from%”

“She came to the church this afternoon with Mr. Cooper. Isn’t
he here for her?”

“Cooper?—No- he went straight home after he left me What's
to be done?”

“Can’t we take her home? Isit far?”

“It 18 two or three streets from here, and directly out of
our way; altogether too far for you to walk?”

“0, no, it won’t tire me, and I should hke to know she
was safe home”

If Emly could but have seen Gerty’s grateful face that moment
she would indeed have felt repaid for almost any amount of
weariness

So they went home with Geity, and Emly kissed her at
the gate. and Gerty was a happy child that night



48 " THE LAMPLIGHTER

CHAPTER X

MENTAL DARKNISS -

As may be supposed, the blind gir] did not forget our little
Qerty. The tones of the child’s voice, the earnestness and pathos
with which she spoke, the confiding and affectionate manner
in which she had clung to her, the sudden clasping of her
hand, and, finally, her vehement outbreak of grief when she
became conscious of Emily’s great musfortune—all these things so
haunted Miss Graham’s recollection, that she dreamt of the cluld
at night, and thought much of her by day. She could not account
to heiself for the interest she felt in the little stranger; but
the 1impulse to see and know more of her was irresistible, and
sending for True she talked a long time with him about the
child.

True was highly gratified by Miss Graham’s account of the
meeting in the church, and of the interest the httle girl had
inspired in one for whom he felt the greatest admiration and
respect Gerty had previously told ham how she had seen Miss
Graham, and had spoken in the most glowmg terms of the
. dear lady who was so kind to her, and brought her home when

Mr. Cooper had forgotten her, but it had not occurred to the

old man that the fancy was mutual.

Emly asked bim if he didn’t intend to send her to school.

“Well, I don’t know,” said he, “she’s a lttle thing, and
an’t much used to bemng with other children. Besides, I don't
exactly like to spare her.”

Emily suggested that it was time she was learning to read
and write, and that the sooner she went among other children
the easier it would be to her.

“Very true, Miss Emily,” saxd Flint “T daiesay you're right,
and if you think she’d better go, Tll ask her, and see what
she says”

“I would,” smd Emily. “I think she might enjoy it, besides

* mproving her very much; and, about her clothes, if there’s

any deficiency, Lll—"

“0O, po, no, Miss Emily!” interrupted True, “there’s no
necessity , she’s very well on’t now, thanks to your kndness®

« Well,"’ said Emily, “if she should have any wants, you must
apply to Jue

.« You know we adopted her jomtly, and I agreed
to do anything I could for her; so you must never hesttate.
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I shall dehght in doing anything for Gerty. I should hke
to have her come and see me some day, if she would like, and
you'll let her?”

“Sartain,” smid True; “she’d be glad to come.”

A few days after, Gerty went with True to see Miss Giaham,
but the housekeeper, whom they met in the hall, told them that
she was 1], and could sec no one, So they went away full of
disappointment and regret.

It proved afterwards that Emily took a severe cold the day she
sat so long in the church, and was suffering with it whon they
called, but, though confined to het room, she would have
been glad to have a visit from Gerty, and was giioved that
Mrs Ellis should have sent them away so abiuptly.

On Saturday evening, when Willie was present, True broached
the subject of Gerty’s gomng to school. Geity horself was very
much displeased with the iden, but 1t met wath Willie’s warm
approbation, and when Gerty leained that Miss Graham also
wished 1t, she consented, though rather i1eluctantly, to begin tho
next week, and tiy how she lhiked 1t. So, on the following
Monday, Gerty accompanied True to one of the primary schools,
was admitted, and her education commenced When Willie eame
home the next Sunday, he rushed into Thiuc’s room, full of
eagerness to hear how Gerty liked going to school, e found her
seated at the table with her spelling-book; and as soon ag he
enter?,dl, she exclaimed—*“0O, Willie! Willie! come and hear me
read !

Her performance could not properly be called reading, She
_had ‘not got beyond the alphabet, and a few syllables which she
had learnt to spell; but Willie hestowed upon her much well-
merited praise, for she had ically heen very diligent. Ile was
astonished to hear that Gerty liked going to school, liked the
teacher and the scholars, and had a fine time at recess, He had
fully expected that she would dishke the whole business, and very
probably go into tantrums about it On the contrary, everything,
thus far, had gone well, and Gerty had never looked go ammated,
and happy as she did this evening,

For two or three weeks all appeared to go on smoothly But
one day when the children were assembled in the school-yard
during recess, Gerty caught sight of True in his working diess,
Just passing down the street, with his ladder and lamp-filler,
Shouting and laughing, she bounded out of the yard, pursued and

overtook him She came * a1 few minutes, seeming much

delighted at the unexper -~ and ran into the yard out

of breath, and full of * A troop of large girls,
(220) ' I 4
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whom Clerty had alicady had some reason o distrnst, had beon
obseiving her, and as soon as she retwned, oue of them called
out—

“Who's that man?”

“That’s my Uncle True,” «aid Gerty.

“Your what{”

“My uncle, Mr. Flint, that T live with.”

“So you belong to hun, do you?” rad the girl, in an inwlent
tone of voice. *“Ila! hia! hat”

“What are you laughing at?” sad Gerty fiercely.

«Ugh! Beforc I would hve with hun!” «aud the girl, © Old
Smutty 1”

The others caught it up, and the laugh and epithet “Old
Smutty ” cuculated frecly in the corner of the yard where Guty
was standing

Gerty was futious, Her eyes glistened, she doubled her hitle
fist, and, without hesitation, came down in battle upon the crowd
But they were too many for hei, and, helpless as <he was with
passion, they drove her out of the yard. She started for home on
a full run, screaming with all her nught.

As she flew along the wide-walk, she biushed 1oughly agamnst a
tall and rather stiff-looking lady, who was walking «lowly 1n the
same direction, with another and a much smaller person leaning
on her arm

“Bless me!” sud the tall lady, who had almost lost her equi-
hibirum fiom her {right and the suddenness of the shock  “ Why,
you horuid little cieature!” As she spoke, she grasped Gerty by
the shoulder, and, before the clnld could break away, succeeded 10
gving her a shght shake. This served to increase Gerty’s anger,
and, her speed gaming in proportion, it was but a few minutes
before she was at home, crouched 1n a corner of Tiue’s room
belund the bed, her face to the wall, and, as usual on such
occastons, covered with both her hands Here she was fice to
ery as loud as she pleased.

But she had not had time to indulge long in her tantrum,
when the gate at the end of the yard closed with a bang, and
footsteps were heard coming towards Mr. Flint’'s door  Gerty’s
attention was arested, for she knew by the sound that 1t was the
step of a stianger who was approaching.. With a strong eftort
she succeeded, after one or two convulsive sobs, m so far
controlling herself as to keep quuet There was a knock at the
door, but Gerty did not reply to it, remaining in her position

concealed behind the bed The knock was not 1epeated, but
the stranger hifted the latch and walked m
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“There doesn’t seem to be anyone at home,” said a female
voice, “what a pty!”

“Tsn’t there? I'm sorry,” rephed another, 1n the sweet musical
tones of Miss Giaham -

“T thought yowd better not come here yourself,” rejoined the
first speaker, who was no other than Mrs Ells, the lady whom
Gerty had so diseoncerted.

“Q, I don’t regiet coming,” saxd Emily. “You can leave me hete
while you go to your sister’s, and very hkely Mi. Flint or the
hittle girl wall come home in the meantime”

“Tt don’t become you, Miss Emily, to be carried round every-
where, and left till called for. You caught a horrid cold, that
you’re hardly well of 1t now, waiting there in the church for the
minister ”

“But, Mrs Ells, 1t's very comfortable here Come, put me in
Mr Flhnt's arm-chair, and I can make myself quite contented”

“Well, at any rate,” saxd Mrs Ells, “T] make up a good fire mn
this stove befoie I go” :

As she spoke, the energetic housekeeper seized the poker, and,
after stirring up the coals, and making free with Tiue’s kindling-
wood, waited long enough to hear the roaring and see the
blaze, and then went away. As soon as Certy knew, by the
swinging of the gate, that Mis Ellis had 1eally departed, she
suspended her effort at self-control, and, with a deep-drawn sigh,
gasped out, “O dear! O dear!”

“Why, Geity!” exclaimed Emly, “1s that you?”

“Yes,” sobbed Gerty

“Come here ”

The child waited no second bidding, but starting up, ran and
buried her face mn the blind gul’s lap, and once more commenced
crymng aloud By this time her whole frame was trembling with
agitation

“Why, Gerty!” said Emily, *what is the matter?”

But Gerty could not reply; and Emily, finding this to be the
case, desisted fiom her enquiries until the lhttle one should be
somewhat composed She lifted Gerty up mnto her lap, laad her
Jiead upon her shoulder, and with her own handkerchief wiped
the tears from her face

Her soothing words and caresses soon quieted the child; and
when she was calm, Emily, instead of 1ecuriing at once to the
cause of her grief, questioned her upon other topics At last,
however, she asked her if she went to school

[ .
I }zavc:‘ been,” said Qerty, raising her head from Emilys
shoulder, “but I won't ever go agamn!”
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“What '—Why not?”

“ Because,” saxd Gerty, “I hate thove gitls; yes, T hate 'em

“Gety,” smd Emaly, “don’t say that: you shouldn’t hate any-
body ”

) “%\’hy shouldn’t I?” said Gerty. .

“Because 1t’s wrong.”

“No, 1t's not wrong; I say it #sn’t}” smd Gerty; “and I do
hate 'em; and I hate Nan Giant! Don’t you hate anybody 1’

“No,” answeired Emly, ¢ I don’t”

“Did anybody ever drown your kitten? Did anybody ever call
your father ‘Old Smutty’?” said Gerty, “If they had, I know
youw’d hate ’em, as I do”

“Gerty,” said Emily, “didn’t you tell me, the other day, that
you weie a naughty child, but that you wished to be good, and
would tiy?”

“Yes,” said Gerty.

“Tf you wish to become good and be forgiven, you must forgne
others”

Gerty said nothing.

“PDo you not wish God to forgive and love you?”

“God, that Iives in heaven—that made the stais?’ said Gerty.

144 ‘ch b

“3V1ll He love me, and let me sometime go to heaven?”

“Yes, 1f you try to be good, and love everybody.”

“ Miss Emily,” said Gerty, after-a moment’s pause, “I can’t do
it, so I s’'pose I can’t go.”

Just at this moment a tear fell upon Gerty’s forehead. She
looked thoughtfully up in Emily’s face, then said—

“PDear Miss Emily, are you going there?”

“T am trying”

“T should like to go with you,” said Gerty, shaking her head,
meditatively.

Still Emuly did not speak. She left the child to the woiking of
her own thoughts

“Miss Emily,” said Gerty, at last, in the lowest whisper, “I
mean to try, but I don’t think I can™

Y, “God bless yov, and help you, my child!” smid Emily, laying

er hand upon Garty’s head .

Wor fifteen minutes, or more, not a word was spoken by either
Geﬁ'py lay perfectly still in Emly's Jap By and by the latter per-
cewved, by the child’s bieathing, that, woin out by the fever and
excitetpent of all she had gone through, she had dropped nto &
quet sleep. When Mrs Elhs returned, Emily pointed to the
sleeping ‘ghﬂd, and asked her to place her on the bed. She did so,

1
L4
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wonderingly ; and then, turning to Emily, exclaimed, “Upon my
word, Miss Emily, that’s the same rude, bawling little creature,
that came so near being the death of us!'” Emily'smiled at the
idea of a child eight years old anmihilating a woman of Mrs,
Elis’s mches, but said nothing.

Why did Emily weep long that night, as she recalled the scene
of the morning? Why did she so beseechingly ask of God His
blessing on the little child? Because she had felt, in many a year
of darkness and bereavement, in many an hour of fearful struggle,
in many a pang of despair, how a temper hike that which Gerty
had tlus day shown might, 1n one moment of its fearful reign,
cast a blight upon a hfetime, and write in fearful lines the
mournful requiem of early joy

CHAPTER XI

AN EARTHLY MESSENGER OF PEACE

The next Sabbath afternoon found Gerty seated on a stool in
front of a pleasant little wood-fire in Emily’s own room Her
large eyes were fixed upon Emily’s face, which always seemed,
in some unaccountable way, to fascinate the little girl, so atten-
tively did she watch the play of the featuies in a countenance,
the charm of which many an older person than Gerty bad felf,
but tried in vain to describe.

She was certainly a strange child All untaught as she was,
she had felt Emily’s entire superionity to any being she had ever
seen before, and, yielding to that behef in her belonging to an
order above humanity, she reposed implicit confidence 1n what
she told her, allowed herself to be guided and influenced by one
who she felt loved her, and sought only her good; and, as she
sat at her feet, and listened to her gentle voice while she gave
her her first lesson upon the distinction between right and wrong,
Emly, though she could not see the little thoughtful face that
was looking up at her, knew, by the earnest attention she had
gained, by the child’s perfect stillness, and, still more, by the
hittle hand which had sought hers, and now held 1t tight, that
one great point was won

(erty had not been to school since the day of her battle with
the great guls. All True’s persuasions had failed, and she would
not go. But Emily understood the clild’s nature so much better
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than True did, and wged upon her g0 much more forcible motives
than the old man had thought of employing, that ske suerccded
where A¢ had faled, and finally obtained Gerly’s promice that
she would go to school the next moimmng. She alo advised her
how to conduct herself towards the scholars whom she so much
dishiked, and gave her some simple directions with regaid o her
behaviom the next day; telling her that, perhaps, Mr. Flint
would go with her, make suitable apologies to the teacher for
her absence, and that, in such case, she would have no further
trouble. .

The neat morning True, much pleased that Geity’ 1epugnance
to the school was at last overcome, went with her, and. enquiting
for the teacher at the door, stated the case to her in his blunt,
honest way, aud then left Gerty m her special charge.

Miss Browne, who was a young woman of good <cnse and good
feclings, saw the matter in the right heht; and taking an oppor-
tumity to speak puvately to the girls who had exeited Geity’s
temper by their 1udeness, made them so ashamed of their con-
duet, that they no longer molested the clnld; and Gerty got
mto no more such difficulties

The winter passed away, and the pleasant, sunny spring days
came, She had been to school steadily all the winter, and had
mpioved as rapidly as most intelligent children do who are first
given the opportumty to learn at an age when, full of ambition,
the mind 15 most fertile and capable of progress She was bright
and happy, and fripped round the house so joyously and hghtly,
that True declared s birdie knew not what 1t was to touch her
heel to the g1ound, but flew about on the tips of her toes.

The old man could not have loved the httle adopted one better
had she been hus own clild, and as he sat by her side on the wide
settle, which, when the warm weather came, was moved outside
the door, and listened patiently and attentively wlile she 1ead
to lnm story after story, they seemed, as indeed they were, most
smitable companions for each other.

Geity’s hife was now as happy and prosperous as it had once
been wretched and miseiable Six months before she had felt
herself all alone, unloved, uncared for Now she had many
friends, and knew what it was to be thought of, provided for,
and caressed All the days in the week weie joyous, but
Saturday and Sunday were marked days with hei, as well as
with Mrs Sullivan, for Saturday brought Willie home to hear
her recite her lessons, walk, laugh, and play with her.

Sunday afternoons Gerty spent with Emily, in Emily’s own
room, listening to her sweet voice, and half-unconsciously im-

\
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bibing a portion of her sweet spirit  Emly preached no sermons,
nor did she weary the child with exhortations and precepts But
long after—when goodness had grown strong within her, and
her first feeble resistance of ewil, her first attempts to keep her
childish resolves, had matured into deeply rooted principles and
confirmed habits of right—she felt, as she looked back into the
past, that on those blessed Sabbaths, sitting at Emily’s knee,
she received mto her heart the first beams of that immortal light
that never could be quenched.

Thus her silent prayer was answeied. God had chosen an
earthly messenger to lead His child into eveilasting peace; a
messenger from whose closed eyes the world’s paths were all
shut out, but who had been so long treading the heavenly road
that 1t was now familiar ground

It was a grievous trial to Gerty, about this time, to learn that
the Grahams were soon going into the country for the summer
But Emily piomised Gerty that she should come and pass a
day with her when the weather was fine; a visit which Geity
enjoyed three months in anticipation, and more than three in
1etrospection.

CBAPTER XII

PROGRESS OF ENOWLEDGE

Ii was one pleasant evening in the latter part of Aprl that
Geity, who had been to see Miss Graham and bid her good-bye,
before her departure for the country, stood at the back part of
the yard, weeping bitterly. She was so full of guef at the parting
with her, the first of those many sad partings Iife is so full of,
that she chd not hear anyone approach, and was unconscious of
anyone’s presence, untll a hand was placed upon each of her
shouldeys » and, as she turned round, she found herself encircled
by‘ ‘Wﬂhe’s aims, and face to face with Willie’s sunny countenance

, Why, Gerty!” smd he, “this 1s no kind of a welcome, when
T've come home to stay with you all the evemng. Mother and
grandfather arc both gone out somewhere, and then, when I come
to look for you, you’re erying so I can’t see your face through
such oceans of tears. Come, come! do leave off}”

“Willie!” sobbed she, *do you know Miss Emily’s gone?”

“(@one where?”

“"Way off, six miles, to stay all summer 1”
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But Willie only laughed. “Six miles!” «aid he; “that’s =
terrible way, certainly!”

“But I can’t sce hier any more !” said Gerty.

“You can sce her next winter,” rejomed Willie.

“Q, but that’s so long,” said the chald.

“What makes you think so much of her?” asked Willie.

“She thinks much of me, she can’t sce me, and she likes me
better than anybody but Uncle True.” .

“T don'’t beheve it; I don’t believe she likes you half so well a<
I do How can she, when she’s blind, and never saw you in her
Iife, and I see you all the time, and love you better than I do
anybody in the world, except my mother?”

“ Do you really, Wilhe?”

“Yes, I do I always think when I come home, ‘Now I'm
gomg to see Gerty’.”

“T shouldn’t think you’d like me so well.”

“Why not?”

“Q, because youie so handsome, and I an’t hand<ome a bit.
T heard Ellen Chase tell Lucretia Davis the other day, that she
thought Gerty Flint was the worst-looking girl in the school ”

“Then she ought to be ashamed of herself,” said Willie. “1
should hate the looks of Zer, or any other girl that said that”

“Q, Willie!” exclaimed Gerty earnestly, “it’s true; as true as
can be.”

“No, it an't true,” said Willie “To be sure, you haven't got
long curls, and a round face, and blue eyes, like Belle Clinton’s,
and nobody’d think of setting you up for a beauty; but when
yow've been running, and have rosy cheeks, and your gieat black
eyes shine, and you laugh so heattily as you do sometimes at
anything funny, I often think you're the brightest-looking girl
I ever saw i my Iife; and I don’t care what other folks think,
as long as I like your looks. I feel just as bad when you cry,
or anything’s the matter with you, as if ’twere myself, and
worse ”

Such professions of affection on Wilhe's pait were fiequent,
and always 1esponded to by a Iike declaration fiom Gerty. Nor
were they mere professions That they loved eack other there
could be no doubt, and, if in the spring the bond between them
was already stiong, autumn-found it cemented by still firmer
hies; for durmg Emily’s absence Willie filled her place, and
his own too; and though Geity did not forget her blind friend,
she passed a most happy summer, and continued to make such
progress in her studies ab school that, when Emily returned to
the aty in Oﬁ_t\ober, she could hardly understand how so much

i3
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had been accomplished in what had seemed to her so shoit a
time.

The following winter, too, was passed most profitably by Gerty.
Miss Graham’s kandly feeling towards her little protégée, far from
baving diminished, seemed to have been increased by time and.
absence, and Gerty’s visits to Emily became more frequent than
ever. Emily had been 1 the habit, the previous winter, of
hearmg her read occasionally, that she might judge of her pro-
ficlency,, now, however, she discovered, on the first trial, that
the httle girl had attamned to a greater degree of excellence 1
_ this accomplishment than 18 common among grown people

Partly with a view to the chuld’s benefit, and partly for her own
gratification, she proposed that Gerty should come every day and
read to her for an hour. It was agreed that when True started
on his lamplighting expeditions he should take Gerty to Miss
Ghaham’s, and call for her on his return. Emily, m her choice
of books, did not confine herself to such as came strictly within
a child’s comprehension But history, biography, and books of
travels were perused by Gerty at an age when most children’s
literary purswits are confined to stories and pictures. The child
seemed 1ndeed to give the preference to this comparatively solid
reading ; and, aided by Emily’s kind explanations and encourage-
ment, she stored up in her hittle brain many an important fac
and much useful information. -

Her especial favowite was a httle work on astronomy, which
puzzled her more than all the rest put together, but which de-
lighted her in the same proportion, for 1t made some things
clear, and all the rest, though a mystery still, was to her a
beautiful mystery, and one which she fully meant sometime
to explore to the uttermost

From the time Gerty was first admitted until she was twelve
years old she continued to attend the public schools, and was
rapudly advanced and promoted, but what she learned with Miss
Graham, and acquired by study with Wille at home, formed
neaily as impoitant a part of her education. -

It was but natural that, under such favourable influences as
Gerty enjoyed, with Emily to advise and direct, and Willie to
aid and encourage, her tellect should rapidly expand and
strengthen But how is it with that little heart of hers, that,
at once warm and affectionate, impulsive, sensitive, and passion-
ate, now throbs with love and gratitude, and now again buins
as vehqmently with the consuming fire that a sense of wrong,
a consciousness of mjury to herself or her friends, would at any
moment enkindle? Has she, in two years of happy childhood,
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learned self-control? Has she also attained to an enlightened
sense of the distinction between right and wiong, truth and
falsehood? In short, has Emily been true to her self-imposed
trust, her high resolve, to soften the heart and nstruct the
soul of the little ignorant one?

Miss Graham had appomnted for herself no easy task when
she undertook to inform the mind and heart of a child utterly
untaught in the ways of virtue. In some important points,
however, she experienced far less difficulty than she had an-
ticipated  For instance, after her first explanation to Geity
of the difference between honesty and dishonesty, the truth and
a he, she never had any cause to complain of the child, whose
whole nature was the very reverse of deceptive, and whom
nothing but extreme fear had ever driven to the meanness of
falsehood. Under almost any circumstances, Gerty would have
been too proud to keep back the truth, even before she became
too virtuous. Emily was convinced, before she had known Gerty

_six months, that she could always depend upon her word; and

nothing could have been a greater encomagement to Miss
Graham’s unselfish effoits than the knowledge that truth, the
root of every holy thing, had thus easily and early been made
to take up 1ts abode in the child But this sensitive, proud
temper of Gerty’s seemed an inborn thing. abuse and tyianny
had not been able to crush it Emily knew that to such a spirit

- even parental control is seldom sufficient. She knew but of one

influence that 1s strong enough, one power that never fails to
quell and subdue earthly pude and passion: the power of
Christian humnlity engrafted into the heart—the humility of
proneiple, of conscience—the only power to which native mide
ever will pay homage.

She knew that a command of almost any kind laid upon Gerty
by herself or Uncle True, would be promptly obeyed; for, 1n
either case, the little girl would know that the order was given
in love, and she would fulfil it m the same sprit; but, to provide
for a}l contingencies, and to make the heart right as well as the
hfe, it was necessary to inspire her with a higher motive than
merely pleasing erther of these friends; and, m teaching her the
spirit of her Divine Master, Emily was making her powerful to
do and to suffer, to bear and to forbear ; when depending on
herself, she would be left to her own guidance alone.

1
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‘CHAPTER XIII

AN ADVENTURE AND A MISFORTUNL

One Saturday evening in December, the third winter of Gerty’s
residence with True, Willie came in with his French books under
h1s a1m, and exclaimed, as he threw the grammar and dictionaiy
upon the table, “ 0, Gerty! before we begin to study, I must tell
you and Uncle Tiue the funniest thing that happened to-day ;
I have been laughing so at home as I was teling mother about
it!”

“T heard you laugh,” said Gerty. “If I had not been so busy,
I should have gone into your mother’s room, to hear what it was
go very dioll. But do tell us?

“T should not be s¢ much amused, if she hadn’t been the very
queerest old woman that ever I saw 1 my hife”

“0Old woman' You haven’t told us about any old woman!”

“But I'm going to,” saxd Willle *“You noticed how everything
was covered with ice this morning I declare, when the sun
shone on that great elm-tree in front of our shop, I thought ]
never saw anything so beautiful in my life. But there, that's
nothing to do with my old woman—only that the side-walky
were just like cverything else—a perfect glare”

“T know it,” interrupted Gerty; “I fell down going to school.”

“Did youl” smd Wilhe “Didn’t you get hurt?”

“No, mdeed. But go on; I want to lhear about your old
woman.’

“T was standing at the shop door about eleven o’clock, looking
out, when I saw the strangest-looking figmie that you ever
imagined coming down the street She looked so ridiculous!
She had on some kind of a black silk or satin gown, made
very scant, and trimmed all round with some brownish-looking
lace—Dlack I suppose it had once been, but it 150t now; then
rhe had a grey cloak, of some sort of silk material that you
certainly would have said came out of the Ark, if it hadn’t been
for o httle cape of o different colour that she wore outwide of
it. Her bonnet was twice as big as anybody else’s, and she
had a figured lace veil thrown over one side that reached nearly
to h?r feet. But her goggles crowned all—such mmense, horrid-
looking things T never saw! She had a work-bag made of black
sitk, \\_uh eces of cloth of all the colours m the rambow sewed
on to i, zigzag; then her pocket-handkerchief was pinned to her
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bag, and o great feather fan—only think, at this sra.on of the
year!—that was pinned on somewhere—by a string, § suppose—
and a bundle-handkerchief, and a newspaper! T can't think of
half the things: but they were all pinned together with great
brass pins, and hung in s body on her left arm. Her dress,
though, warn’t the strangest thing about her.  What made it too
funny was to see her way of walking, she looked quite old nnd
infirm; and it was evident she could hardly keep her footing aa
the ice; and yet she walked with ruch a smirk, such a eon<e-
quential Iittle ar!”

“Some poor, crazy crittur, wasn't shel” asked True,

“Q, no!” said Willie. “Just as she got opporite the shop
door, her feet slipped, and the first thing I knew she fell flat
on the pavement. I rushed out, for I thought the fall might
bave killed the poor httle thing; and M. Bray, and a gentleman
he was waiting upon, followed me. She did appear stuuned,
at first; but we carried her into the shop, and she came to her
senses in & minute or two. Crazy you asked if <he were, Uncle
True? No, not she! She’s as bright as jou are' Ac =oon as
she opened her eyes, and scemed to know what =he was about,
she felt for her work-bag and all its appendages; counted them
up, to see if the number was right, and then nodded her head
very satisfactorily. Mi. Bray poured out a glass of cordial, and
offered 1t to her. By this time she had got her airs and graces
back again  So when he recommended her to swallow the cordial,
she retreated with a little old-fashioned curtsey, and put up both
hands to express her horror at the idea of such a thing. The
gentleman that was standing by smiled, and adwised her to take
1t, telling her it would do her no harm. Upon that, she turned
round, made another curtsey to him, and answered, in a little
cracked voice, ‘Can you assure me, sir, as a gentleman of candour,
that it 1s not an exhilarating potion?” The gentleman could
hardly keep from laughing; but he told lier it was nothing that
would hurt her. ‘Then, said she, ‘I will ventmie to sip the
beverage” She seemed to hke the taste as well as the smell,
for she drank every drop of it, and set the glass down on the
coupter. She now seemed quite restored, and talked of starting
agaip on her walk; but it really was not safe for her to go alone
on the ice, and Mr. Biay asked her where she was going. She
t?]lld lim tl}at she was proceeding to pass the day with somebody
% b : }n\ed in the neighbowhood of the Common. I touched Mr.
Td y i :\1;1[?1,1 a}nd sad, in a low voice, that if he could spare me
. Ig s h1er. He said he shouldw’t want me for an how,

o el{é\ er my arm, and told her I should be happy to wait

| 1



AN ADVENTURE AND A MISFORTUNE 6l

on her. You ought to have Seen her then. If T had been
:pgrown-up man, and she a young lady, she couldn’s have tossed
her head or giggled more  But she took my arm, an.d we started
off. I knew Mr. Bray and the gentleman were Iagghmg to see us,
but T dido’t care; I pitied the old lady, and I did not mean she
ghould get another tumble . .

“Every person we met stared at us; and it’s no wonder they
did, for we must have been a most absurd-looking couple. But
T ought not to laugh at the poor thing, for she needed somebody
to help her along, and I'm sure she wasn’t heavy enough to tne
me out, if she did make the most of heiself. I shouldn't think
her friends would let her go about the streets so, espectally such
walking as it 1s to-day.”

“What's her name?” enquired Gerty “Didn’t you find out?”

“No,” answered Willie; “she wouldn’t tell me. I asked her;
but she only said, in her little cracked voice, that she was the
incognito, and that it was the part of a true and gallant knight
to discover the name of his fair lady. O, I promise you she was
a case! Why, you never heard anyone talk so ndiculously as she
aid' T asked her how old she was Mother said that was very
mmpolite, but it’s the only uncivil thing I did or said, as the old
lady would testify herself, if she were here.”

“How old is she?” said Gerty.

“Sixteen.”

“Why, Willie, what do you mean?”

“That’s what she told me,” returned Wille, “and a tiue and
gallant kmght is bound to believe his fair lady”

“Poor body!” said True—“she’s chuldish 1” -

“No, she isn’t, Uncle True,” said Willie, “you’d think so,
part of the time, to hear her run on with her nonsense, and
then, the next minute, she’d speak as sensibly as anybody, and
say how much obliged she was to me for showing such a spirit of
conformty as to be willing to put myself to so much trouble for
the sake of an old woman like her. Just as we turned into
Beacon Street, we met a whole school of girls, handsome enough
to ki, my old lady called them; and, from the mnstant they came
in mght, she seemed to take 1t for granted I should try to get
away from her, and 1un after some of them But she held on
with a vengeance! Some of them stopped and stared at us—
of course I didn’t care how much they stared, but she seemed
to think T shonld be terribly mortified ; and when we had passed
them all, she comphmented me on my spirit of conformity—her
favounite expression.” )

Here Willie paused, and True clapped him upon the shoulder.
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“ Good boy, Willic!’ ud he,  “You aluaye Jook aut far the old
folks, and that's right. Respeet for the aned is a pond thingg
though yvow gandfather «iye 1ts very much out of fushion”

“T don’t know much about fashion, Uncle True; but I chould
think 1t was a mean =ort of a boy that would «~ an old L}d}) gt
one fall on the ice, and not save her fiom annther Ly seeing her
safe home’

“Wile's always kind to exerybody,” sud Gerty.

“Willie's either a hero,” <aid the boy, “or ¢lie he has got tvo
good fuends—I rather think it's the latter. But enme, Gerty,
Charles the Twelfth is waiting for us, and we mu .t study a. much
as we ean to-night  We may not have another chanee viry soon,
for Mr. Bray isn’t well this evening, he reem= threatened with o
fever, and I promiced to go back to the shop after dinner
to-morrow.”

“Q, I hope Mr. Bray 15 not going to have a fever,” said True
and Gerty.

Willie hoped not, too; but his hopes gave place to his fear,
when he found, on the following day, that his kind master wrs
not able to leave Ins bed, and the docior pronounced his
symptoms alarming.

A typhoid fever set in, which 1n a few days terminated the ife
of the excellent apothecary.

The death of Mr. Bray was so sudden and dreadful o blow 4o
TWillie, that he did not at first realize the important bearing the
event had upon his own fortunes  The shop was closed, the widoy
having determined to dispose of the stock, and remese into the
country ns soon as possible,

Willie was thus left without employment, and deprised of Mr,
Bray’s valuable recommendation and assistance His earmings
dwing the past year had been considerable, and had added
essentially to the comfort of his mother and grandfather. The
thought of being a burden to them, even for a day, was 1ntolei-
able to the independent and energetic spirit of the boy; and
he earnestly set himself to work to obtain another place. He
commenced by applying to the different apothecaries in the eity,
but none of them wanted a youth of his age

He returned home at night disappointed, but not by any means
- discouraged. If he could not obiain employment with an

apothecary, he wounld do something clse

_But he met with no success, and day after day returned home
silent and depressed He dreaded to meet his mother and grand-

father, after every fresh farlme The caie-worn, patient face of

the former turned towards him so hopefully, that he could not
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bear to sadden it by the recital of any new disappointment; and
lus grandfather’s incredulity in the possibihity of his ever having
anything to do agamn was equally tantalizing, so long as he saw
no hope of convincing him to the contrary.

CHAPTER XIV

BRIGHTENING PROSPECTS

This was altogether a new experience to Willie, and one of the
most trying he could have heen called upon to beai. But he
bore 1t, and bore 1t bravely, kept all his worst struggles fiom his
anxious mother and desponding grandfather, and resolved man-
fully to hope agamst hope. Gerty was now lis chief comforter.
He told her all lus troubles, and, young as she was, she was a
wonderful consoler. Always looking on the bright side, always
prophesying better luck to-morrow, she did much towards keeping
up hus hopes and strengthening his resolutions Geity was so
quck, sagacious, and observing, that she knew more than most
children of the varous ways 1n which thmgs are often brought
about, and she sometimes made valuable suggestions to Willie, of
winch he gladly availed himself Among others, she one dgy asked
him 1if he had applied at the agency offices He had never thought
of it—wondered he had nof, but would try the plan the very
next day He did so, and for a time was buoyed up with the
hopes held out to him, but they proved fleeting, and he was now
almost in despair, when s eye fell upon an advertisement 1n a
newspaper which seemed to afford still another chance He
showed the notice to Gerty. It was just the thing He had
ouly to apply, he was the very boy that man wanted,—just
fifteen, smart, capable, and trustworthy, and would like, when
he had leained the business, to go nto partneiship That was
what was required ; and Willie was the very person, she was sure

Gerty was so sangume that Willie presented himself the next
day at the place specified with a more eager countenance than he
had ever yet worn, The gentleman, a sharp-looking man, with
very keen eyes, talked with him some time, asked a great many
questrons, made the boy very uncomfortable by hinting his doubts
about s capabihity and honesty, and, finally, wound up by
declarmg that under the most favourable circumstances, and with
the very best recommendations, he could not think of engaging
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with any young man unless his fiiends were willing to take some
interest 1 the concern, and invest & small amount on lus account.

This, of course, made the place out of the question for Willie,
even 1f he had liked the man; which he did not, for he felt in his
heart that he was a knave, or not many degrees removed from one

Until now, he had never thought of despairing; but when he
went home after this last interview,-it was with such a heavy
heart, that 1t seemed to him utterly impossible to meet his mother,
and so he went directly to True’s room. It was the night before.
Christmas, Tiue had gone out, and Gerty was alone  There was a
bright fire 1n the stove, and the room was dimly hghted by the
last rays of the winter sunset, and by the glare of the coals,
seen through one of the open doors of the stove

Gerty was engaged n preparing a cake for tea—one of the few
branches of the cooking department i which she had acquired
some httle skill. She was just coming fiom the pantry, with a
scoop full of meal 1 her hand, when Wilhe entered at the opposite
door. The manner 1n which he tossed his cap upon the settle, and,
seating Inmself at the table, leaned ns head upon both s hands,
betrayed at once to Gerty the defeat the poor boy had met with
1 this last encounter with ill-fate It was so unlike Willie to come
1n without even speaking—it was such a strange thing to see his
bright young head bowed down with care, and his elastic figure
looking tired and old,—that Gerty knew at once his brave heart
had given way. She laid down the scoop, and, walking softly and
slowly up to him, touched his arm with her hand, and looked up
anxwously mto his face Her sympathetic touch and look were
more than he could bear. He laid his head on the table, and in
a minute more Gerty heard great heavy sobs, each one of which
sank deep mnto her soul. She often cried herself,—it seemed
only natural, but Wille—the laughing, happy, hght-hearted
Willhe—she had never seen Awm cry, she didn’t know he could.
She crept up on the rounds of lus chaiwr, and, putting her aim
round Jus neck, whispered -

“I shouldn’t mnd, Willie, if T didn’t get the place; I don’t
believe 1t’s a good filace”
. “I don’t believe 1t is, erther,” saxd Willie, Iifting up his head;
but what shall T do, I can’t get any place, and I can’t stay here,
doing nothing ” .
:: W,e like to‘have you at home,” sarxd Gerty
It’s pleasant‘gnough to be at home I was always glad enough
to come home when I hived at Mr Bray’s, and was earning some-
thl‘?g, and could fetl as 1f anybody was glad to see me.”
Lerybody 1s gl&g to see you now.”
~

“

\
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“But not as they were then,” said Willie, rather impatiently.
« Mother always looks as if she expected to hear I'd got something
to do; and grandfather, I believe, never thought I should be good
for much ; and now, as I was beginning to earn something and to
be a help to them, I've lost my chance!”

“But that an't your fault, Willie, you conldn’t help Mr. Bray’s
dying. I shouldn’t think Mr Cooper would blame you for not
haring anything to do now.”

“He don’t blame me; but, 1f you were in my place, you'd feel
just as I do, to see im sit m Iis arm-chair, evemngs, and
groan and look up at me, as much as to say—'It’s gou I'm
groaning about’. He thinks this 1s a dreadful world, and that
he’s never seen any good luck 1n 1t himself; so I suppose he
thinks I never shall.”

“ I think you will,” said Gerty. “I think you'll be rich, some
time—and then won't he be astonished?”

%, Gerty! you're a nice child, and think T can do anything.
If ever I am rich, I promise to go shares with you, but,” added
he despondingly, “’tan’t so easy. I used to think 1 could make
money when I grew up; but 1t’s pretty slow business”

Here he was on the point of leaning down upon the table again,
and giving himself up to melancholy; but Gerty caught hold of
his hands  “Come,” said she, “ Willie, don’t think any more about
it. People have troubles always, but they get over ’em; perhaps
next week you'll be 1n a better shop than Mr. Bray’s, and we shall
be as happy as ever. Do you know,” said she, by way of changing
the subject (2 species of tact which childien understand as well
as grown people), “1t’s just two years to-night since I came here?”

“Is it} saud Willie, “Did Uncle True bring you home with
bim the night before Christmas?”

141 '&"es »

_ “Why, that was Santa Claus carrying you to good things,
instead of bringing good things to you, wasn’t it?”

Gerty did not know anything about Santa Claus, that special
friend of children; and Willie, who had only lately read about him
In some book, undertook to tell her what he knew of the veteran -
toy-_dca.ler.

. Finding the interest of the subject had engaged Ins thoughts,
in spite of himself, Gerty returned to her cooking, listening
attentiv 0}&', Lowever, to lus story. When he had finished, she was
Just putting her cake in the oven ; and, as she sat on her knee by
the stove, swinging the handle of the oven-door in her hand, her
eyes twinkled with such a merry look, that Willie exclumed:

“Wha:. i{g}) ou thimkng of, Gerty, that makes you look so sly?”
o 5
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-

“T was thinking that perhaps Santa Claus wonld come for
you to-night, If he comes for folks that need sometlung, T
expect he'll come for you, and cany you to some place where
youll have a chance to grow rich.”

“Very hkely,” said Wilhe, “he’ll clap me into his bag, and
trudge off with me as a present to somebody—some old Creesug,
that will give me a fortune for the asking I do hope he will;
for 1f I don’t get something o do before New Year, I shall
give up in despair.”

True now came in, and interrupted the children’s conversation
by the display of a fine turkey, a Chiistmas present fiom Mr.
Grabam e had also a book for Gerty, a gift from Emily.

“Isn't that queer?” exclaimed Gerty. “'Willie was just sayimng
you were my Santa Claus, Uncle True, and I do beheve you
aie”  As she spoke, she opened the book, and in the frontispicce
was o portratt of that individual. “It looks like him, Wilhe!
I declmie 1t docs!” shouted she; “a fur cap, a pipe, and just
such a 'pleasant face, O! Uncle True, if you only had a sackful
of toys over your shoulder, instead of yow lantern and that
great twmkey, you would be a complete Santa Claus, Haven't
you got anything for Willie, Uncle True?”,

“Yes, I've got o little something; but I'm afraid he won’t
think much on’t. It's only a bit of a note.”

“ A note for me?” enquired Willie. “ Who can it be from1”

“Can’t say,” said True, fumbling in lug great pockets; “only,
just 1ound the corner, I met a man who stopped me to enqune
where Mrs Sullivan Iived. T told Inm she lived just here, and
T'd show Inm the house. When he saw I belonged heie too,
he gave me this hittle serap o’ paper, and asked me to hand it
over, as 1t was direcled, to Master William Sullivan. I s’pose
that’s you, an’t it1”

He now handed Willie the shp of paper; and the boy, taking
True’s lantern mn his hand, and, holding the note up to the light,
1cad aloud-

“R II Clinton would like to sce William Sullivan on Thiursday
morning, between ten and cleven o’clock, at No, 13 —— Wharf.”

Willie looked up in amazement “What does it mean?” sad
he‘,‘ “U don’t know any such person *

I Wnow who he is,” said True ; “why, it’s he as lives in the
great sfone houso in —— gticet,” He's o 1ich man, and that’s
the nu ,}ber of his store—his counting-10om, rather—on ——
Wharf » !

€«
WInX‘c;I\L%E}\f&thm to those pretty children we used to sce in the
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“The yery rame.” -

“What can he want of me?”

“Very likely he wants your services,” suggested True

“Then it’s a place!” cried Gerty; “a real good one, and Santa,
Claus came and brought it. I said he would! O Willie, I am
o pladt”

Willie did not know whether to be glad or not. It was such
A strange message, coming, too, fiom an utter ‘stral'lger. He
could not but hope, as Gerty and True did, that 1t might prove
the dawning of some good f{ortunc; but he had reasons, of which
they were not aware, for believing that no offer from this quarter
eould be available to lum, and therefore made them both promise
to mve no hint of the matter to his mother or Mr. Cooper.

On Thursday, which was the nest day but one, bemng the flay
after Christmas, Willie presented himself at the appointed time
and place. Mr. Chnton, a gentlemanly man, with a friendly
countenance, received him very kindly, asked lum but few
questions, and did not even mention such a thing as a recom-
mendation from his former employer; but, telling him that he
was in want of a young ‘'man to fill the place of jumor clerk 1n
s counting-room, offered him the situation. Willie hesitated;
for, though the offer was most encouraging to his future prospects,
Mr. Clinton made no mention of any salary, and that was a thing
the youth could not dispense with, Seeing that he svas un-
decided, Mr. Clinton said, “Perhaps you do not hike my proposal,
or have alrendy made some other engagement?”

“ No, indeed,” answered Willie, quickly. “You are very kind
to feel so much confidence in a stianger as to be willing to receive
me, nnd your offer is a most unexpected and welcome one; but
I have been in o retail store, where I obtained regular earnings,
which were very impmtant to my mother and grandfather. 1
bad far rather be in a counting-room, like yows, sir, and I think
T ymght leavn to be of use; but I know there are numbers of
hoys, =ons of rich men, who would be glad to be employed by

¥ou, and would ask no compensation for their sorvices, so

that 1 eould not expect any salary, nt least for some years I
ehould, indeed

: ,_be we}l repaid, at the end of that time, by the
knaw, ledge T might pnin of mercantile affnrs ; but, unfortunately,
sir, T can no more afiord 18 than T could aftord to goto college ”

gy »
Ihe gontleman smiled. “ How do you know so much of these
wmnttets, my young friend?”

L34 v, " b4 .
I lve heard, wir, from boys who were ab school with 1ue,
il are now elerks in mercantile houses, that they 1ecerved
0o pay, and I always considered it o perfectly fair arrangement;
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but it was the reason why I felt bound to content myself with
the position T held in an apothecary’s shop, which, though it
was not suited to my taste, enabled me to support myself, and
to relieve my mother, who is a widow, and my grandfather, who
is old and poor.”

“Your grandfather is—"

“Mr Cooper, sexton of Mr. Arnold’s church.”

“Aha'” gaid Mr. Clinton; “T know him.

“What you say, Wilham,” added he, after a moment’s pause,
“is perfectly true. We are not 1 the habit of paying any salary
to our young clerks, and are overrun with applications at that
rate; but I have heard good accounts of you, my boy (I sha'n't
tell you where I had my information, though I see you look
very curious), and, moreover, I hke your countenance, and
beheve you will serve me faathfully. So, if you will tell me
what you received from Mr Bray, I will pay you the same next
year, and after that increase your salary, if I find you deserve it;
and, 1f you please, you shall commence with me on the first of
January.”

Willie thanked Mr Clinton in the fewest possible words, and
hastened away.

The spirits of those mothers who have wept, prayed, and
thanked God for similar glad tidings from much-loved sons may
know how to rejoice and sympatinze with the good little Dirs
Sullivan, when she heard from Willie his joyful news. Mr
Cooper and Gerty also” have their prototypes in many an old
man, whose dim and world-worn eye lights up occasionally with
the hope that, disappointed as he has been himself, he cannot
help cherishing for us gandson; and in many a pioud httle
sister, who now sees her noble brother appreciated by others,
as he has always been by her. Nor, on such an occasion, is the
band of rejoicing ones complete without some such hearty
frend as True to come in unexpectedly, tap the boy on the
shoulder, and exclaim, “Ah' Master Willie, they needn’t have
worrted about you, need they? I've told your giandfather,
more than once, that I was of the ’pinion twould all come out
right at last?

The great mystery of the whole matter was Mr Clinton’s ever
having heard of Wilhe at all. Mrs Sullivan thought over all her
small circle of acquaintances, and suggested a gieat many 1mm
possible ways  But as, with much conjecturimg, they came no
nearer to the truth, they finally concluded to do as Gerty did,
and set it all down to the agency of Santa Claus
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CHAPTER XV

THE MINISTERING ANGEL

1 wonder,” said old Mrs Grumble, as she sat at her window,
«if T should live to be old and mfim ”—{Mrs. Grumble was over
seventy, but as yet suffered from no infirmity but th_at of a very

* jrmtable temper}—*1 wonder if anybody would wait upon me,
and take care of me, as that httle girl does of her grandfather!
No; Tl warrant not! Who can the patient hittle creature be?”

“There, look Belle!” said one young girl to another, as they
walked up the shady side of the street, on thewr way to school,
“there’s the girl that we meet every day with the old man, How
can you say that you don’t think she’s pretty?”

“You always do manage, Katty, to admare people that every-
body else thinks are horrid-looking”

“Horrid-looking!” rephed Kitty, in a provoked tonme; “she’s
anything but korrd-looking! Do notice, now, Belle, when we
meet them, she has the sweetest way of looking up 1 the old

. man’s face, and talking to him. I wonder what is the matter
with him Do see how lus arm shakes!”

The two couples are now close to each other, and they pass in
silence

“ Don't you think she has an interesting face?” said Kitty, as
soon as they weie out of hearing

“She’s got handsome eyes,” answered Belle. “I don’t see any-
thing else that looks interesting about her. I 1wonder if she don’t
hate to have to walk in the street with that old grandfather. I
wouldn’t do it for anything.”

“Why, Belle!” exclaimed Kitty, “how can you talk so? T'm
sure I pity that old man.”

“Lor!” smd Belle, “+what's the use of pitying? If you are
gomg to begn to pity, you'll have to do it all the time

Look?”
—rzmd l'mre Belle touched her companion’s elbow,—“there’s
Eﬂl}’e Sullivan, father’s clerk. I want to stop and speak to
1m

But before she could address a word to him, Willie passed her

with a bow, and a pleasant « Good-morning, Miss Isabel”; and
ere she had recovered from

her surprise and disy t $
some rods down the sheet, P Ppomtment, was

“Why, Belle! do see.” said Kitty, who was looking b
s ack ove
her shoulder, “he's overtaken the ‘old man and thg little (gn'l]
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Look! II¢’s put the old maw's other arm throngh his, and they
are all thiee walking off together.  Jon't that quite a comerdence’”

“Nothing very semarkable,” 1eplied Delle, who seemed a Iittle
annoyed.  “T suppose they ate prreons hels aequamted with
Come, make haste, we shall be late”

Reader! do you wonder who they are—the enl and the oid
man? or, have you already conjectired that they are no other
than Gerty and Tiucman Flint? True 1 no longer the brave,
stiong, stuidy protector of the feeble, lonely little child, The
cases are quite 1overeed  True has had a paralytie stroke,  Iis
strength 13 gone—lus power even to walk alone, He sits ull day
in hus arm-chair, o1 on the old settle, when he is not ont walking
with Gerty ‘The blow came suddenly—struck down the robust
man, and left him feeble as a child. And the hitle stranger, the
orphan girl,who, in her weakuess, her loneliness, and her poverty,
found in lum a father and a mother, she now i3 all the world
to lim-—his staff, Ins stay, his comfort, and his hope During
four or five years that he has cherished the frail blossom, she
has been gaiming strength for the time when Zc¢ should be the
leaning, she the sustaimmng power; and when the time came—
and 1t came full soon—she was ready to respond to the call.
With the simplicity of a child, but o woman’s firmne~s—with
the stature of a clnld, but o woman’s capacity—thie earnestness
of a child, but & woman’s peiseserance—fiom morning till night,
the faithful httle nurse and housckeeper labours untirngly in
the service of her first, her best friend. Ever at lus ide, ever
attending to Ins wants, and yet most wonderfully accomphishing
many things which he never sees her do, she seems, 1ndeed, to
the fond old man, what he once prophesied she would become,—
God’s embodied blessing to his latter jears, making light his
closing days, and cheening even the pathway to the grave.

It had not long been thus. Only about two months previous
to the morning of which we have been speaking had True been
stricken down with this weighty afiliction. He bad been in
failing health, but had still been able to attend to all his duties
and labours, until one day in the month of June, when Gerty
went 1nto hus room, and {found, to her surprise, that he had not
risen, although 1t was much later than Ins usual hour. On going
to the bedside and speaking to him, she pereeised that he lookea
strangely, and had lost the power of replying to her questions.
Bewildered and frightened, she ran to call Mis Sullivan. A
physician was summoned, the case pronounced one of paralysis,
and for a time there seemed reason to fear that it would p{'ove
fatal. He soon, however, began to amend, recovered Ins speech,



THE MINISTERING ANGEL 71

and in a week or two was well enough to walk about, with
Gerty’s assistance. .

The doctor had recommended as much gentle exercise as
possible, and every pleasant morming, before the day grew waim,
Gerty presented heiself bonmeted and equipped for those walks,
which, unknown to hei, excited so much observation.

On the occasion already alluded to, Wilhe accompamed them
as far as the provision shop, which was their destination; and,
having seen Tiue comfortably seated, proceeded to the Whaif,
while Gerty stepped up to the counter. She purchased a bit
of veal suttable for broth, gazed wistfully at some tempting
vegetables, turned away and sighed She held in her hand the
wallet which contained all their money; 1t was growing light,
so she knew 1t was no use to think about the vegetables, and
she sighed

“How much 18 the meat?” asked she of the rosy-cheeked
butcher.

He named the sum. It was very little; so lettle that it almost
seemed to Gerty as if he had seen mto her purse, and her thoughts
too, and knew how glad she would be that it did not cost any
more As he handed her the change, he leaned over the counter,
and asked, in an undertone, what kind of nourishment Mr. Flint
was able to take

“The doctor said any wholesome food,” 1eplied Gerty.

“Don’t you think he’d relish some green peas? I've got some
first-rate ones, and, if you think he'd eat ’em, I should ke to
send you some.”

“Thank you,” saxd Gerty; “he likes green peas”

“Very well! Then I'll send him some beauties;” and he
turned away to wait upon another customer, so quick that Gerty
thought he did not see how the colour came mto her face and
the tears mto her eyes But he did see, and that was the reason
ke turned away so quickly. .

True had an excellent appetite, enjoyed and praised the dinner
exceedingly, and, after eating heartily of it, fell asleep m Ius chair,
. The moment he awoke, Gerty sprung to his side, exclaiming,

Uncle True, here’s Miss Emly!”

“The Lord bless you, my dear young lady!” said Tiue, tryi
to 1ise fiom lus char, P young Y e

“Don’t rise, Mr Flint, T beg you will not,” exclaimed Emily,
whose quick ear perceived the motion. “Please give me a chair,
Gerty, neares to 3Mr Fhnt”

She drew near, took True’s hand, but looked inexpressibly
shocked as she observed how tremulous it had become.

PR
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« Ah, Miss Emily,” said he, “I’'m not the same man as when I
saw you last, the Lord has given me a warnin’, and I sha’n’t be
heie long!”

“Tm sorry I did not know of this,” smad Emily. “I never
.heard of yow illness until to-day. George, my father'’s man,
saw you and Geitiude at a shop this morning. I have been
telling this little girl that she should have sent me a word.

Gerty was standing by True’s chair, smoothing his grey locks,
As Emily mentioned her name, he turned and looked at her. O,
what a look of love he gave her! Gerty never forgot it

“Miss Emily,” said he, “’twas no need for anybody to be
tioubled The Loid provided for me IIis own self. All the
doctors and nurses in the land couldn’t have done half as much
for me as this hittle gal o’ mine Ah! T little thought when 1
brought this little one home, Miss Emily, how the Lord would
lay me low—how those feet of hers would run about in my
service—how her it of a hand would come m the dark nights
to smooth my pillow, and I’d go about daytimes leaning on her
hittle arm. Tiuly God’s ways are not like our ways, noy His
thoughts like our thoughts.”

“Q, Uncle True!” said Gerty, “I don’t do much for you; I
wish I could make you strong again”

“I daiesay you do, my darhi’, but that can't be in this world;
_you’ve given me what's far better than strength o' body. Yes,
Miss Emily,” added he, “1t’s you we have to thank for all the
comfort we enjoy. I loved my little birdie, but I was a foolish
man, and I should ha’ spiled her. You knew better what was
for her good, and mine too You made her what she is now—
one of the lambs of Christ—a handmaiden of the Lord. When
I first got so I could speak, after the shock, and tell what was
in my mind, I was so mightily troubled a-thmkin’ of my sad
. case, and Gerty with nobody to work or do anything for hei,
that I took on bad enough, and said, ‘What shall we do now¥’
Then she whispered 1 my ear, ¢ God will take care of us, Uncle
True! And, 1n my deepest distress, when one night I was full of
anxious thoughts about my child, I said aloud, ‘If I die, who il
take caie of Gerty? The little thing, that I supposed was sound
asleep 1 her bed, laid her head down beside me, and said—* Uncle
True, when I was turned out mto the daik street all alone, and
bad no friends nor any home, my Heavenly Father sent you to
me, and now, if He wants you to come to Him, and 1s not ready
to take me too, He will send somebody else to take care of me
the 1est of the time I stay.”’ After that, Miss Emly, I gave up
worrymn’ any more Her words, and the blessed teachin’s of the
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Holy Book that she reads me every day have sunk deep into my
heart, and I'm at peace” -

When he finished speaking, Gerty, whose face had been hid
agaanst his shoulder, looked up and saxd bravely—“O TUncle
True, I'm sure I can do almost any kind of work.”

“Mr. Flint,” said Emily, “would you be wilhng {0 trust your
child with me? If you should be taken from her, would you feel
as if she were safe in my charge?”

“7ss Emily,” said True, “would I think her safe in angel-
keepin’? I should behieve her in little short o’ that, if she could
have you to watch over her.”

“Q, do not say that,” said Emily, “or I shall be afraid to
undertake so solemn a trust. But, since you approve of the
teaching I have already given her, and are so kind as to think
a great deal better of me than I deserve, I know you will at least
behieve in the sincerity of my wish to be of use to her; and if it
will be any comfort to you to know thatin case of your death I
will gladly take Gerty to my home, see that she is well educated,
and, as long as I live, provide for and take care of hei, you have
my solemn assurance that 1t shall be done, and that to the best
of my alhty I will try to make her happy.”

Gerty’s first impulse was to rush towards Emily, and fling her
arms round her neck; but she was arrested 1 the act, for she
observed that True was weeping hike an infant In an instaunt
his feeble head was resting upon her bosom, and her hand was
wiping away the great tears that had rushed to his eyes

“Ah, Migs Emily!” said the old man, “my time’s about out;
ang, since your walhin’, you'll soon be called to take charge on her.
I haven't forgot how tossed I was in my mind, the day after I
brought her home with me, with thinkin’ that pvaps I wasn’t fit
to undertake the care of such a little thing; and then, Miss
Emily, do you remember you said to me, ‘You have done quite
right; the Lord will bless and reward you’? I've thought many
a time since that you was a true prophet, and now you talk o
dong the same thing yourself: and I, that am just gom’ home to
God, and feel as if I read His ways clearer than ever afore, I tell
you, Miss Emily, that you're doin’ right too; and, if the Lowd
rewards you as He has done me, there'll come a fime when this
céxild \(g\r%ll pay you back in love and care all you ever do for her.—

ety ?

“ Sl’x,e’s not here,” said Emily; “T heard her run into her own
room

“Poor birdie!” smd True, “she doesn’t like to hear o my
leavin’ her. I was gom’ to bid her be a good child to you, but ~
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T think she wil, without biddin', and T ean ray wmy “ny to her
another tine  Cood-bye, my dear young lady "—ior Emily had
msen to go, and George, the man-wervant, was watting ot the
door for her ;(—if I never rre you ngain, remember tht you'se
made an old man so happy that he’s nothing in thin werld Jedt to
wish for; and that you carry with yon a dyin’ man’s boey ble-rin’?

That cvening, when True had already retired to1e-t, and Gerty
had finished reading aloud in her little Bible, True cailrd her 1o
him, and asked het, as he had often done of late, to repeat s
favourtte prayer for the sick.  She knelt at Ins bedddde, and with
a solemn and touching emnestness fulfilled his reque-t,

“ Now, dathn', the prayer for the dyin'”

Geirty trembled. Concentiding all her encrgy and self-com-
mand, however, she began; and, gaining strength as «hie pro-
ceeded, went on to the end Once or twice her voice faltccd,
but with new effort she succeeded, in spite of the great bunches
m her thtoat; and her voice sounded 2o clear and ealm, that
Uncle True’s devoaonul spitit was not once disturbed by the
thought of the g@rl’s sufferings.

She did not rise «t the conclusron of the prager—she eould not
—but remained kne-ling, her head buried in the bed-clothes,  Tor
a few moments there was a «olemn =tillness i the room; then
the old man lnid his hand upon her head.

She looked up.

“You love Miss Emily, don’t you, birdiel”

“Yes, indeed.”

“You'll be a good ¢hild to her when Ym gone?”

“0, Uncle Tiue!” sobbed Certy. “You mustn’t lease met
I can’t ive witheat you!”

“It 18 God’s will to take me, Qerty. And dMiss Enuly ean
go more for you than I could, and soull be very hoppy with

er

“No, I sna’n’t!—I sha'n’t ever be happy again in this wo.ld!
I never was happy until 1 came to you; and now, if you dic, I
wish I could die tool”

& Ygu mustn’t wish that, darhn’, you are young, and must try
to dof good 1 the world, and bide your time T'm an old man,
ant’only a tiouble now?
~“No, no!” smd Qerty, earnestly, “you are not a trouble I
m:s‘h I'd never been so much trouble to you”

So far from that, birdie, God knows yow've long been my
heait’s delight! T feel as if the Lord would call me soon—sooner
than you think for now, and at first yow'll ery, and be sore vexed,
no doubt; but Miss Timly will take you with ler, and she'll tell



A NEW HOME - 75

you blessed thmgs to comfort you; and Williell do everything he
can to help you m”your sorrer, and in tume youll be able to
smile again, At first, and p'r'aps for a long time, Gerty, youll
be n care to Miss Emily, and she'll have to do a deal for you in
the way o school’, clothin’, and so on; and what I want to
tell you is, that Uncle True expects youwll be as good as can
be, and do just what Miss Emly says; and, by and by, maybe,
when yow're bigger and older, yow'll be able to do somethin’ for
her. And when yow're sad and troubled (for everybody is some-
times), then think of Uncle True, and how he used to say,
¢Cheer up, birdie, for 'm of the *pinion *twill all come out right
at last’. There, don’t feel bad about it; go to bed, darlin’, and
to-morrow we'll have a nice walk”

Geity tried to cheer up, for True’s sake, and went to bed. She
dreamed that morning was already come; that she, and Uncle
True, and Willie were takiog a pleasant walk together. And,
while she dreamed the beautiful dream, hittle thinking that her
first friend and she should no longer tread hfe’s paths together,
the messenger came—a gentle, noiseless messenger, and, in the
still night, while the world was asleep, took the soul of good old
True, and carried 1t home to God!

CHAPTER XVI
A NEW HOME

Two months have passed since Trueman Flint's death, and
?erf,fude has for a week been domesticated in Mr. Graham’s
amily.

After Mr. Flint’s death Gertrude went with the Sullivans for
several weeks into the country, where abundance of novelty, of
country fare, healthful exercise, and heartfelt kandness and sym-
pathy, b.rought the colour mto her cheek, and calmness and com-
posure, if not happiness, into her heart

Soon after the Sullivans’ return from ther excursion, the
Grahams 1cmoved to the city, and, as we have said, Gertrude
had now been with them about a week. - '

“Are you still standing at the window, Gertrude? What are
you doing, dear?” asked Miss Graham.

“T'm watching to see the lamps lit, Miss Emaly.”

“But they will not be lit at all The moon will Tise at eight
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o'clock, and light the streets sufficiently for the test of the
night.”

“T don't mean the stiect-lamps” )

“What do you mean, my child?” said Emily, coming towards
the window, and lightly 1esting & hand on cach of Gertiude’s
shoulders.

“T mean the stars, dear Miss Emly. O, how I wish you
could sce them, too!”

“ Are they very bright?}” .

“Q, they are beautiful! and therc are so many! The sky is as
full as 1t can be.”

“How well I remember when I used to stand at this very
window, and look at them as you are doing now! It scems to
me as 1f I saw them this moment, I know so well how they
look.”

“J love the stars—all of them,” said Gertrude; “but my own
star I love the best”

“Wlich do you call yoms?”

“That splendid one there, over the church steeple; it shines
into my room every might, and looks me in the face, Miss
Emily” (and heie Gertrude loweied her voice to a whisper),
“1t seems to me as if that star were Iit on purpose for me I
think Uncle True lights 1t every might I always feel as if he
were smling up there, and saymg, ‘See, Gerty, I'm lighting the
lamp for you’. Dear Uncle True! Miss Emily, do you think
he loves me now?”

“T do indeed, Gertrude; and I think if you make him an ex-
ample, and t1y to live as good and patient a life as he did, that
he will really be a lamp to your feet, and as bright a hght to
your path as if lus face were shimmg down upon you though
the star?”

“I was patient and good when I hived with him; ai least I
almost always was; and I'm good when I'm wath you; but I
don’t like Mrs. Ellis She tries to plague me, and she makes
me cross, and then I get angiy, and don’t know what I do or
say. I did not mean to be impertinent to her to-day, and I
wish T hadn’t slammed the door, but how could I help it, Miss
Enuly, when she told me right before Mr Graham, that I tore
up the last might’s Jowrnal, and I Inow that I did not? It
wis an old paper that she saw me tying your slippeis up in,

and I}czn almost sure that she lit the library file with that

Eecliy tJ nnal herself, but Mr Graham will always thunk I
id 1t ‘

“I havewno doubt, Gertrude, that you have some 1eason to feel
\
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provoked; and I believe you when you say that you were not

to blame for the loss of the newspaper. But you must remember,

my dear, that there 18 no merit 1n being patient and good-tempered

when there 1s nothing to irtate you I want you to learn to

bear even injustice, without losing your self-control. You know

Mrs. Ellis has been here a number of years, and is not used to

young people. She 1s a very faithful woman—very kind and

attentive to me, and very important to my father. It will make -
me unhappy if I have any reason to fear that you and she will

not hve pleasantly together”

“I do not want to make you unhappy; I do not want 10 be a
trouble to anybody,” said Gertrude, with some excitement; “I'll
go away! TIll go where you will never see me again!”

“@ertrude!” saxd Emily, seriously and sadly, and as she spoke
she turned her round, and brought her face to face with herself
—“Gertrude, do you wish to leave your blind friend? Do you
not love mef?”

So touchingly grieved was the expression of the countenance
-that met her gaze, that Gertrude’s proud, hasty spirit was subdued.
She threw her arms round Emily’s neck, and exclaimed, “No!
~dear Miss Emily, I would not leave you for all the world! I
will do just as you wish I will never be angry with Mrs, Elhs
again, for your sake.”

“Not for my sake, Gertrude,” replied Emily, “for your own
sake—for the sake of duty. A few years ago I should not have
expected you to be pleasant and amiable towards anyone who
you felt ill-treated you, but now that you know so well what
18 right—now that you are familiar with the life of that blessed
Master, Who, when He was reviled, reviled not again—now that
you have learned faithfully to fulfil so many important duties,
I had hoped that you had learned, also, to be forbearmg undef
the most frymg circumstances What you are expeilencing now,
being a new trial, you must bring new strength to bear upon 1t;
and I have such confidence 1n you as to believe that, knowing
my wishes, you will try to behave propeily to Mrs. Ellis on all
occasions ”

“I will, Miss Emly. T’ll not answer her back when she’s ugly
to me, 1f T have to bite my lips to keep them together ”

“0, I do not beheve 1t will be so bad as that,” said Emly,

smilimg  “Mrs Ells’s manner is rather rough, but you will get
used to her” e -

Just then a voice v ’ “\i{he entry. “To see s Flunt?
Really! Well, dfuss ~

,  “lss Emily’s room She’s gomg
to entertain cc 1 ¢ , .

a

i
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Gertrude coloured to her temples, for it was Mrs, Ellis’s voice,
and the tone m which she spoke was very derisive

Emuly stepped to the door, and opened it.— Mrs, Ellis.”

“ What say, Emily?”

“Ts there anyone below?” 5

“Yes, a young man wants to see Gertrude—t’s that young
man Sullivan, I believe” ’

“Wilhe!” cried Gertrude, starting forward

“You can go down and see lim, Gertrude,” said Emily.
“Come back here when he’s gone; and Mrs Ells, T wish you
would step in and put my room a little mn order. I think you
will find plenty of pieces for your rag-bag about the caipet—Niss
Randolph always scatters so many when she is engaged with her
dressmaking ”

Mis Ellis made her collection, and then, seating heiself on
a couch at the side of the fireplace, commenced speaking of
Gertrude

“TWhat are you going to do with her, Emily?” said she—*send
her to school?¥” -

“Yes, she will go to Mr. W——"s this winter ”

“Why! Isn’t that a very expensive school for a child like
her ”

“Tt is expensive, certainly, but I wish her to be with the best
teacher I know of, and father makes no objection to the terms
He thinks as I do, that if we undertake to fit her to instruct
others, she must be thoroughly taught herself. I wish to keep
her with me as long as I can, not only because I am fond of the
cluld, but she is delicate and sensitive, and now that she is so
sad about old Mr. Flint’s death, I think we ought to do all we
can to make her happy; don’t you, Mrs Ells?”

“I always calculate to do my duty,” said Mrs Ellis, 1ather
stiffly © “Where 1s she gomg to sleep when we get settled?”

“In the little room at the end of the passage.”

“Then, where shall T keep the linen press?”

# Can’t 16 stand 1n the back entry?” .

“I suppose it must,” said Mrs Ells, flouncing out of the room,
and muttermg to herself “Everything turned topsy-turvy for
the sake of that little upstart!” .

Mrs. Ellis had long had her own way in the management of
all household matters at Mr Graham’s, and had consequently
become rather tyrannical. She was capable, methodical, and
neat, accustomed to a small family, and now for many years
quite unaccustomed to children, Gertrude was m her eyes an
unwariantable intruder—one who must of necessity be continu-

“~
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ally m mischief, continually deranging her most cherished plans.
More than all this, she saw 1n the new mmate a formidable rival
to herself in Miss Graham’s affections; and Mrs. Ellis could not
brook the 1dea of being second 1n the regaid of Emily. Owing
to all these circumstances, Mrs. Ellis was far fiom being favour-
ably disposed towards Gertrude, and Gertrude, in her turn, was
not yet prepared to love Mrs Kllis very cordially.

‘CHAPTER XVII
WHO ARE HAPPY'?

Emily sat alone 1n her room. Willie still detained Gertrude
in the little ibrary below stairs, and Emily, with. the moonlight
now streaming across the chamber, which was none the less dark
to her on that account, was 1ndulging n a long train of medi-
tation Her head rested on her hand; her face, usually so placid,
was sad and melancholy in its expression, and her whole appear-
ance and attitude denoted despondency and grief As thought
pressed upon thought, and past sorrows arose 1 quick succession,
her head giadually sank upon the cushions of the couch where
she sat, and teais slowly trickled through her fingers.

Suddenly a hand was laid softly upon hers She gave a quick
start, as she always did when surprised, for her unusual pre-
ﬁccupatlon of mind had made Gertrude’s spproaching step un-

eard

“Is anything the matter, Miss Emily?” sad Gertiude “Do
you like best to be alone, or may I stay?”

The sympathetic tone, the’ delicacy of the child’s question,
touched Emily She drew her towards her, saying, as she did
80, “ O yes, stay with me,” then observing, as she passed an aim
round the httle girl, that she trembled, and seemed violently
agitated, she added, “But what is the matter with you, Gerty?
What makes you tiemble and sob so%”

At this Gertrude broke forth with, “O Miss Emily! I thought
you were crying when I came in, and I hoped you would let me
c?mt’a’ and cry with you; for I'm so miserable I can’t do anything
else

Calmed herself by the more vehement agitation of the child,
Emly endeavoured to discover the cause of this evidently new
and seveie affliction, It proved to be this. Willie. had been
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to tell her that he was going away, going out of the country;-
as Qertrude expressed it—to the very other end of the world,
to India. Mr. Clinton was interested 1n & mercantile house at
Calcutta, and had offered William the most favomable terms
to go abroad as clerk to the establishment. The prospect thus
afforded was far better than he could hope for by remaining at
home; the salay was, at the very fiist, sufficient to defray all
Ins own expenses, and provide for the wants of those who were
now becoming every year more and more dependent upon him.
The chance, too, of future advanccment was gieat  Though
the young man’s affectionate heait clung fondly to home and
friends, there was no hesitation in his mind as to the course
which both duty and interest prompted. He agreed to the
proposal

“Miss Emily,” said Gertrude, when she had acquainted her
with the news, and become again somewhat calm, “how can
I bear to have Willie go away? He is so kind, and loves me
so much! He was always better than any brother, and, since
Uncle True died, he has done everything mn the world for me
I beheve I could not have borne Uncle True’s death if it bad
not been for Willie; and now, how can I let him go away?”

“It 18 hard, Gertrude,” said Emly, kindly; “but 1t is no doubt
for us advantage ; you must try and think of that.”

“T know 1it,” replied Gertrude “I suppose 1t is, but, Miss
Emily, you do not know how I love Wille! O, I don’t think
you have any idea what friends we are!”

Gertrude had unconsciously touched a chord that vibrated
through Emily’s whole frame Her voice trembled as she
answered, “Z, Geitrude'—not Anow, my child? I know better
than you imagine how dear he must be to you. JZ, too, had—"
Then checking herself, she paused abruptly, and there was a
few moments’ silence, during wluch Emily got up, walked hastily
to the window, pressed her aching head aganst the frosty glass,
and then, returming to Gertrude, said, mn a voice which had
1ecovered its usual calmness, “O Gertiude! i the grief that
oppresses you now, you little 1ealize how much you have to
be thankful for. Think, my dear, what a blessing 1t is that
Willie will be where you can often hear from him, and where
he can have constant news of s friends”

“Yes3 rephed Gerty, “he says he shall write to his mother
and me \very often”

. “Theny t00,” 'smd Emuly, “you ought to rejoice at the good
opwion Mr. Chinton must have of Wilhe; the perfect confidence
he must £ 1,e1 m his uprightness, to place in him so much t1ust.”
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“So it is,” said Gertrude, “I did not think of that.” )

“ And you have lived so happily together,” contmued Emily,
“and will part i such perfect peace O Gertrude! such a
parting as that should not make you sad. Be patient, my
dear cinld; do your duty, and perhaps theie will some Qay be
o happy meeting that will 1epay you for all you suffer in the
separation.”

Emily’s voice trembled as she uttered the last few words
Gertrude’s eyes were fixed upon her with a puzzled expression.
“Miss Emily,” saxd she, “I begin to think that everybody has
frouble.” )

“ Certainly, Gertaude, can you doubt i£?”

“T did not use to think so I fancied that rich people weie all
happy; and, though you are blind, and that 15 a dreadful thing,
I supposed you were used to it; and you always looked so
pleasant and quet, I took 1t for granted nothing ever vexed you
now. And then, Wilhe!—I believed once that nothing could
make lum look sad, but when he hadn’t any place I saw him
really cry, and then, when Uncle True died, and now agan
to-mght, when he was telhng me about going away, he could
hardly speak, he felt so bad. And so, Miss Emuly, since I see
that you and Wilhe have troubles, and that tears will come
though you try to keep them back, I think the world 1s full
of trials, and that everybody gets a share”

“It ¢s the lot of humanity, Gertrude, and we must not expect
1t to be otherwise”

“Then who can be happy, Miss Emily?”

“Those only, my child, who have learned submission; those
who, in the scveiest affiictions, see the hand of a loving Father,
and, obedient to His will, kiss the chastening rod.”

“Tt is very hard, Miss Emmly.” -

“Tt 18 hard, my cluld, and therefore few in this world can
rightly be called happy, but, if, even 1n the midst of our distress,
we can look to God in faith, in love, we may, when the world is
dark around, experience a peace that 1s a foretaste of heaven ”

Gertiude had often found in time and the sootlung influences
of 1eligious farth some alleviation to her trials, but never, until
this mght, did she feel a spirit not of earth, coming foith from
the very chaos of sorrow into which she was plunged, and en-
kmdling within her the flame of a higher and nobler sensation
than she ever yet had cherished

Willie’s departure was sudden, and Mrs Sullivan had only
< week m which to make those arrangements which a mother’s

thoughtfulness deems necessary. Her hands were theiefore full
{4 20) 6
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of woik, and Gerty, whom Emily at once relinquished for the
shoit time previous to the vessel’s sailing, was of great assistance
to her. Willie was very busy during the day, but was always
with them in the evenmmng.

On one occasion he returned home about dusk, and, his mother
and grandfather both being out, he said to Geitiude, “Come,
Clerty, if yourare not afraid of taking cold, come and sit on the
door-step with me as we used to do 1n old times; there will be
no more such warm days as this, and we may never have another
chance to sit there, and watch the moon rise above the old house
at the coiner.”

“0O Wilhe'!” said Gertrude, “do not speak of our never being
together in this old place again! 1 cannot bear the thought;
there 1s not a house i Boston I could ever love as I do this

“Nor I,” rephed Wilhe; “but theie is not one chance in a
hundred, if I should be gone five years, that there would not
be a block of brick stores in this spot, when I come to look
for 1t I wish I did not think so, for I shall have many a
longing after the old home.”

“But what will become of your mother and grandfather, if
this house 1s torn down?’

“Tt 15 not easy to tell, Geirty, what will become of any of us by
that time; but, if there is any necessity for their moving, I hope
T shall be able to provide a better house than this for them ”

“You won't be here, Willie”

“T know 1t, but I shall be always hearing from you, and we
can talk about it by letters, and arrange eveiything. The idea of
any such changes, after all,” added he, “1s what troubles me most
in going away, I think they would miss me and neced me so
much Gertrude, you will take care of them, wont you?”

“11” ga1d Gertrude, in amazement; “such a chuld as T'—what
can I do?”

“If T am gone five or ten years, Gerty, you will not be a child
all that time, and a woman 1s often a better dependence than
a man; especially such a good, brave woman as you will be.
I have not forgotten the beautiful caie you took of Uncle True;
and, whenever I 1magine grandfather or mother old and helpless,
I always think of you, and hope you will be near them; for I-
know, 1f you are, you wiil be a greater help than I could be So
1 ie’zwe them in your care, Gerty, though you ase only a clnld
yet”

“Thank you, Willie,” said Gertrude, “for beheving I shall do
everything T can for them. I ceitainly will, as long as I live
But, Willie, they may be strong and well all the time you are
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gone, and 7, although I am so young, may be sick and die—
nobody knows”

“That is true enough,” said Willie, sadly; “and I may die
myself, but 1t will not do to think of that It seems to me I
never should have courage to go, if I didn’t hope to find you
all well and happy when I come home. You must write to
me every month, for it will be a much gieater task to mother,
and I am sure she will want you to do nealy all the writing;
and, whether my letters come directed to her or you, it will
be all the same, you know. And, Gerty, you must not forget
me, darling, you must love me just as much when I am gone
—won't you?”

“Torget you, Wilhe! I shall always be thinkimg of you, and
loving you the same as ever What else shall I have to do? But
you will be off in a strange country, where everything will be
different, and you will not think half as much of me, I know”

“If you believe that, Gertrude, 1t is because you do not know
You will have friends all around you, and I shall be alone 1n a
foreign land, but every day of life my heart will be with you
and my mother, and 1 shall live here a great deal more than
there.”

On Willie’s thus leaving home, for the first time, to struggle and
strive among men, Mr. Cooper, who could not yet believe that the
boy would be successful in the war wath fortune, gave him many
a caution against mdulging hopes which never would be realized,
andkﬁemmded him again and again that he knew nothing of the
world.

Mrs Sullivan bestowed on her son but hittle parting counsel.
Trusting to the lessons he had been learning fiom his childhood,
she compressed her parental advice 1 a few words, saying, “ZLove
and fear God, Willie, and do not disappoint your mother”

‘We paunse not to dwell upon the last night the youth spent at
his home, his mother’s last evening prayer, her last morning
benediction, the last breakfast they all took together, Geitrude
among the rest, or the final faiewell embrace

And now, in truth, commenced Gertrude’s residence at Mr.
Graham’s, hitherto 1 various ways interrupted. She at once com-
menced attending school, and until the spring laboured diligently
at her studies Her hife was varied by few ncidents, for Emily
never entertained much company, and 1n the winter scarcely any
at all, and Gertrude formed no intimate acquaintances among her
companions With Emly she passed many happy hours, they
took walks, read books, and talked much with each other, and
Miss Graham found that m Gertrude’s observing eyes, and her
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feeling and glowing descriptions of cverything that came within
their gaze, she was herself 1encwing her acquaintance with the
outside world In eriands of charity and mercy, Gertrude was
cither her attendant or her nessenger; and all the dependants of
the family, fiom the cook to the little boy who called at the door
for the fiagments of broken bread, agreed in loving and praising
the child, who, though neither heautiful nor elegantly dre-sed, had
a fairy hghtness of step, a grace of movement and a digmty of
beaning, which impressed them all with the conviction that she
was no beggar in spint, whatever might be her birth or fortune—
and all were in the invariable habit of addrescing her as Aise
Gertrude

Mrs Elhs’s prejudices against her were still strong; but, as Ger-
trude was always civil, and Emily prudently kept them much
apart, no unhappy result had yet ensned.

Mi Graham, seeing her sad and pensive, did not at first take
much notice of her; but, having on several occasions found his
newspaper carefully dried, and his spectacles miraculously 1e-
stored after a vamn search on lus part, he began to think her a
smart girl

She went often to see Mrs Sullivan, and, as the spring
advanced, they began to look for news of Willie. No tidings had
come, however, when the season arrived for the Grahams to
remove into the country for the summer. A letter wntten by
Gertrude to Willie, soon after they were established there, will
give some 1dea of her situation and mode of hfe.

After dwelling at some length upon the disappointment of
not having yet heard from him, and giving an account of the last
visit she had made to his mother before leaving the city, she went
on to say —

“You will think that now, while I am not going to school, I
shall hardly know what to do with my time; but I have plenty to
do The first week after we came here, liowever, I found the
mornings very dull  You know I am always an early nser; but
as 1t does not agree with Miss Emily to keep carly hours I never
see her until eight o'clock, full two hours after I am up and diessed
When we were m Boston I always spent that time studying; but
this spring, Miss Enmly, who noticed that I was growing fast, and
heard Mr Arnold observe how pale I looked, fancied 1t would not”
do for me to spend so much time at my books, and so, when we
came to D——, she planned my study-hows, which are very few,
and ananged that they should take place after breakfast, and in
her own room She also advised me, 1f I could, to sleep later in

the mornmg; but I could not, and was up at my usual time,
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wandering about the garden. One day I was quite surprised to
find Mr Graham at work, for 1t was not hike his winter habits;
but he 1s a queer man He asked me to come and help him
plant onion-seeds, and I rather thuik I did 1t pretty well, for
after that he let me help him plant a number of things, and label
little sticks to put down by the side of them. At last, to my
joy, he offered to give me a piece of ground for a garden, where I
might raise flowers He does not care for flowers, which seems
so strange, he only raises vegetables and trees

“ And so I am to have a garden But I am making a very long
story, Willie, and have not time to say a thousand other things
that T want to O! 1f I could see you, I could tell you in an hour
more than I can write 1n a week! In five minutes I expect to hear
Miss Emily’s bell, and then she will send for me to come and read
to her,

“T long to hear from you, dear Willie, and pray to God morning
and evening to keep you in safety, and soon send tidings of you to
your loving “GerTY.”

CHAYTER XVIII

THE RULING PASBION CONTROLLED

A few weeks after the date of this letter, Gerty learned through
George, who went daily to the city, to attend to the marketing,
that Mrs. Sullivan had left word at the shop of our old
acquaintance, the rosy-cheeked butcher, that she had received a
letter from Willie, and wanted Gerty to come into town and see
1t Emuly was willing to let her go, and a place was secured for
her m the omnibus, and Gertiude set forth on her expedition with
beaming eyes and a full heait She found Mrs Sullivan and Mr.
Cooper well, and rejoicing over the happiest tidings from Wilke,
who, after a long but agreeable voyage, had reached Calcutta in
health and safety. A description of lus new home, his new duties
and employers, filled all the rest of the letter, excepting what was
devpted to affectionate messages and enquiries, a laige share of
which were for Gerty Geitrude stayed and dined with Mrs.
Sullivan, and then hastened to the omnibus She took her seat,
and, as she waited for the coach to start, amused herself with
w&tphmg the passeis-by. It was nealy three o’clock, and she was
beginmng to think she should be the only passenger, when she
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heard o strange voice proceeding from a person whose appronch
she had not percersed  She moved towmds the door, and waw,
standing at the back of the coach, the most singul-looking bemng
she had ever beheld, She was an old lady, small, and considciably
bent with yeais. Geitrude knew, at a glanee, that the same
original mmd must have conceived and executed every article of
the most remarhable toilet she had ever witneweed  But, before
she could observe the detarls of that which was, as & whole, 50
wonderfully grotesque, her whole attention was ariested by the
peculiar behaviour of the old lady.

She had been vainly endeavoung to mount the mconvenient
vehicle, and now, with one foot upon the lower step, was calling
to the driver to come to her assistance.

“Sn,” said she, in measured tones, “is this travelling equipage
under your honowmable charge?”

“What say, marm?—VYes, I'm the driver;” saymg wluch, he
came up to the door, opened 1t, and, without waiting for the
polite 1equest which was on the old lady’s hips, placed his hand
beneath her clbow, and, before she was aware of his intention,
lifted her mto the coach and shut the dooi.

“Bless me!” cjaculated she, as she seated heiself opposite
Gertrude, and began to artange her veill and other drapeies,
“that mdividual is not veised in the art of assisting a lady
without detriment to her habihments. O deai |” added she, “I've
lost my parasol.”

She rose as she spoke, but the sudden starting of the coach
tlnew her off her balance, and she would have fallen, had it not
been for Geitrude, who caught her by the arm and 1eseated hey,
saymg, as she did so, “Do not be alarmed, madam; heie is the
parasol ”

As she spoke she drew mto view the missing aiticle, which,
though nearly the size of an umbrella, was fastened to the old
lady’s xyaist by a green ribbon. And not a parasol only did she
thus bring to Iight, numeious other a1ticles, arranged 1n the same
manner, and connected with the same green string, now met
Gertrudejs astonished eyes—a 1eticule of unusual dimensions and a
great variety of colours, a black lace cap, a laige feather fan, a roll of
fancy paper, and several other aiticles. Before the coach had gone
many steps, she delibeiately placed her feet on the opposite seat,
and proceeded to make herself comfortable In the fust place,
much to Gertiude’s horror, she took out all her teeth, and put
them m her work-bag, then drew off a pair of black silk gloves,
and replaced them by cotton ones, removed her lace veil, and

folded and pinned it to the green string, She next untied her
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bonnet, thiew over it, as a protection from the dust, a laige cotton
handkerchief, and with some difficulty unloosening her fan,
applied herself diligently to the use of 1t, closing her eyes as she
did so, and evidently intending to go to sleep. She piobably did
fall into a dose, for she was very quet, and Gertrude, occupied
with her own thoughts, and with observing some heavy clouds
that were 11sing from the west, foigot to obseive her fellow-
traveller, until she was startled by a hand suddenly laxd upon her
own, and an abiupt exclamation of “ My dear young damsel, do
not those dark shadows betoken adverse weather?”

“7 think it will rain very soon,” replied Gertrade.

“This morn, when I ventured forth,” sohloquized the old lady,
“the sun was bright, the sky serene; even the winged songsters,
as they piped their hymns, proclaimed their patt in the universal
joy: and now, before I can regain my 1etirement, my delicate lace
flounces will prove a sacrifice to the pitiless storm.”

“Doesn’t the coach pass your door?” enquired Gertrude, her
compassion excited by the old lady’s distress

“No, O, no! not within half a mile Does 1t better accommodate
you, my young miss?” )

“No; I have a mile to walk beyond the omnibus office ”

The old lady, moved by a deep sympathy, drew nearer to
Gertrude, saymng, 1n the most doleful accents, “Alas, for the
delicate whiteness of your bonnet-ribbon {”

The coach had by this time reached its destmation, and the
two passengeis alighted. They had walked about a quarter of
a mile, and that at a very slow rate, when the rain commenced
falling, and now Gertrude was called upon to unloose the huge
parasol, and carry it over her companion and herself. In tlus
way they had accomplished nearly as much more of the distance,
when the water began to descend m torrents At this moment
Gertrude heard a step behind them, and, turning, she saw George,
Mr, Graham’s man, running m the direction of the house. He
recognized her at once, and exclaimed, “Miss Gertrude, you'll
be wet through, and Miss Pace, too,” added he, seemng Gerty’s
companion  “Sure, and ye’d better baith hasten to her house,
wheie ye'll be secure ?

So saying, he caught Miss Pace m his arms, and signing to
.Gertrude to follow, 1ushed across the street, and huriymg on to
a cottage pear by, did not stop until he had placed the old lady
m safety beneath her own porch; Gerty at the same instant
gaining 1ts shelter Miss Pace (for such was the old lady’s name)
was so bewildered, that it took her some minutes to recover her
consciousness; in the meantume it was arranged that Gertrude
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should stop where she was for an hour or two, and that George
should call for her with the carriage.

Miss Patty Pace was nol gencially considered a perzon of much
hospitality. She owned the cottage which she oceupred, and
Iived there quite alone, keeping no servants and entertaining no
visitore.  But though, through her travelling propensities and
her regular attendance at chwich, she was well known, Gertrude
was, perhaps, the first visitor that had ever entered her housc;
and she, as we have seen, could scarcely be said to have come by
invitation.

Once come to a distinct conscionsness of her situation, and
Miss Patty Pace conducted herself with all the elegant politeness
for which she was remarkable Suffering though she cvidently
was with a thousand regrets at the trying experience her own
clothes had sustained, she commanded herself sufficiently to
expiess nearly as many fears lest Gertrude had ruined every
article of het diess It was only after many assurances fiom the
latter that her boots weie scarcely wet at all, her ginghbam dress
and cape not likely to be hurt by ramn, and her nice straw bonnet
safe under the scarf she had thrown over it, that Miss Patty could
be prevailed upon so far to forget the duties of a hostess as to
1etire and change her lace flounces for something more smtable
for home wear.

Miss Pace’s room was as remarkable as its owner. Its fuiniture,
Iike her apparel, was made up of the gleanings of every age and
fashion—fiom chairs that undoubtedly came over 1 the “May-
flower?, to feeble attempts at modern pin-cushions, and imitations
of crystallized grass that weie a complete failure Gertrude’s quick
eye was revelling anud these relics of ancient elegance, when the
old lady returned

A neat, though guamt, black dress having taken the place of
the much-valued flounces, she now looked far more ladylike.
She held i her hand a tumbler of pepper and watel, and,
wlile enjoymg the 1efreshment, cairied on a conversation which
at one moment satisfied her visitor she was a woman of sense,
and the next peisuaded her that she was either foohsh o1 insane.

The impression which Gertiude made upon Miss Patty was
more decided Miss Patty was delighted with the young miss,
who, she declared, possessed an intellect that would do honom
to a queen, a figure that was airy as a gazelle, and motions moie
graceful than those of a swan, and when George came for her,
Miss Pace coidially invited her to come again

At the door of her room Gertrude met Bridget, the housemaid,
with a dust-pan, broom, &e. On enquiring what was going on
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there at that unusual hour, she learned, that during her absence
her room, which had since their removal been in some confusion,
owing to Mrs Ellis not having decided what furmture should be
placed there, had been subjected to a thorough spring cleaning.
Alarmed at the idea of Mrs, Ellis baving invaded her premises,
she suiveyed the apartment with a feeling of agitation, which,
as she continued her observations, swelled into a storm of angry
excitement

When Gertrude went from Mrs Sullivan’s to Mr Grabam’s
house in the city, she carried with her, besides a tiunk contain-
mg her wardrobe, an old bandbox, which she stored away on
the shelf of a closet in her chamber.

YWhen the family went into the country, the box went also,
carefully watched and protected by its owner As there was no
closet 1n Gertrude’s new room, she placed it 1 a corner behind
the bed, and the evening before her expedifion to the city had
been engaged in removing a part of its contents. Each article
was endeared to her by the charm of old association  There
was the figure of the Samuel, Uncle True’s first mft, now defaced
by time and accident. There, too, weie his pipes, of common
clay, and dark with smoke and age She had brought away, too,
his Jantern, for she had not forgotten its pleasant hight, the first
that ever fell upon the darkness of het life; nor could she leave
behind an old fur cap, beneath which she had often sought a
kindly smle There were some toys, too, and picture-books,
gifts from Willie, a little basket he had carved for her fiom a nut,
and a few other trifles.

All these things, excepting the lantern and cap, Gertrude
had left upon the mantel-piece, and now, upon entering the
room, her eye at once sought her treasures. They weie gone.
She ran towards the corner where she had left the old box That,
too, was gone. To rush after the retreating housemaid, call her
back, and pour forth a succession of eager enquiries, was but the
work of an instant

Gertinde contrived to obtain from her all the information she
needed The image, the pipes, and the lantern were thrown
among a heap of broken glass and crockery, and, as Bridget
declared, smashed all to nothmg. The cap, pronounced moth-
eaten, had been condemned to the flames, and the other aiticles,
Bridget “belaved she was just afther laving them in the fire-
place”. And all this in strict accordance with Mrs Ellis’s orders.
Gertrude allowed Bridget to depart, unaware of the greatuess
of her loss; then, shutting the door, she threw herself upon the
bed, and gave way to a violent fit of weeping.
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“So this,” thonght she, “was the 1eason why Mrs, Tlis was g0
willing to forward my plans,—and I was foolish enough to hehiove
1t was for my own sake!”

Sherose from the bed as suddenly as she had thrown herelf
down, and started for the door ; then, some new thought sceming
to check her, <he returned agan to the hed-ide, and, with a loud
sob, fell upon her knees, and butied her face in her hand~  Once
or twice she lifted her head, and scemed on the point of g
and going to face her enemy. But each time somecthing came
across her mind and detamed her.  Whatever it might be, it vus
somcthing that had, on the whole, a soothing influence ; for, after
every fresh struggle, she giew calmer, and presently rising, scated
heiself in a chawr by the window, leaned her head on her hand,
and looked out. The window was open, the shower was over, and
the «miles of the refreshed and beautiful earth were reflected
in a glowing 1ainbow, that spanned the castern horizon. A
wonderful composwe stole into Clertrude’s heart, and ere she
had sat there many minutes, she felt “the grace that brings
peace succeed to the passions that produce trouble”.  She had
conquered, she had achieved the gieatest of earth’s victories,
o victory over herself.

The sound of the tea-bell startled her. She hastened to bathe
her face and brush her hair, and then went downstans There
was no one in the dinmg-room but Mis Elhs, Mr. Graham had
been detained in town, and Enuly was suffering with a severe
headache, Consequently, Qertrude took tea alone with Mrs
Elhs The latter was conscious she had done an unkind thing,
and as the injured party gave no evidence of anger o1 1ll-will,
not even mentioning the subject, the ageressor felt more un-
comfortable and mortified than she would have been willing
to allow

This was the fitst instance of complete self-contiol in Gerty,
and the last we shall have occasion to dwell upon. From this
time she continued to experience more and moie the power of
goveinmg herself, and, with each new effort gaiming new stiength,
beecame at last a wonder to those who knew the tempeiament

she had had to contend with. She was now nearly fourteen
years old, and so rapid had been her recent growth that, instead
of being below the usual stature, she was taller than most girls
of her age .

Occasmnal]y, she went to see her friend, Miss Patty Pace, and
always met with a cordial 1eception. Miss Patty seemed to have
a great many friends. Judging fiom the number of people that
she talked about to Gertrude, the latter concluded she must be
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acquainted with everybody in Boston. And it would have been
hard to find anyone whose intercourse extended to a wider arcle.
She was prudent and conscientious, and though always peculiar
in her habits and modes of expression, and so wild in some of
her fancies as to be often thought by strangers a hittle out, she
had secured and continued to1etain the good-will of a great many
Jandly disposed ladies and gentlemen, at whose houses she was
always well received and politely treated.

Miss Patty labowed under one great and absorbing regret, and
frequently expatiated to Gertrude on the subject; 1t was, that
she was without a compamon, “Ah! Miss Gertrude,” she would
sometimes exclaim, seeming for the time quite forgetful of her
age and mfirmities, “I_should do vastly well in this world, if 1
only had a companion;” and here, with a shght toss of the head,
and a little smurking air, she would add, in a whisper, “and you
must know, my dear, T somewhat meditate matrimony.” Then,
seeing Gertrude’s look of smprise and amusement, she would add,

“Tt is true, time 15 inexorable; but I cling to life, Miss Gertrude,
I cling to life, and may marry yet.”

CHAPTER XIX
THE NURSE

Mr. Grabam’s establishment was of the medium order, and
httle calculated to attract notice The garden was certainly
very beautiful, abounding in nch shrubbery, summer-houses,
and arbours covered with grape-vines; but a lugh broad-fence
d it from public view, and the house, standing back from .
the road, was rather old-fashioned and very unobtrusive in
s appearance

The summer was passing away most happily, and Gertrude, in
the constant enjoyment of Emuly’s society, and 1n the conscious-
ness that she was, m various ways, rendering herself useful and
miportant to this excellent friend, was finding 1n every day new

causes of contentment and rejorcing, when a seal wa
s sudden
seb to all her pleasure. ! ® v

Enuly was taken ill w
her first undertaking t
duties, was rudely rep
herself sole nurse, and

ith a fever, and Gertrude, on occasion of
0 enter the sick-room, and share in 1ts
ulsed by Mrs. Ellis, who had constituted
who declared, when the poor girl pleaded
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hard to be admitted, that the fever was catching, and Miss Emly
did not want her theie,—that when she was sick she never
wanted anyone about her but herself.

TFor three or four days Qertrude wandered about the house
inconsolable. On the fifth morning after her banishment from
the room, she saw Mrs Prime going upstairs with some gruel;
and, thrusting mto her hands some rosebuds, which she had just
gathered, she begged her to give them to Emily, and ask if she
might not come in and see her.

But when the cook came down the flowers weie still in her
hand, and, as she threw them on the table, the kind-hearted
woman gave vent to her feelings,

“T would not want to go there, Miss Gertrude; I wouldn't
ensme you but what she’d bite your head off.”

“Wouldn’t Miss Emily take the flowers 1” asked Gertrude.

“Well, she hadn’t no word 1n the matter. Mrs, Ellis flung ’em
outside the door, vowin’ I might as well bring pison into the 100m
with a fever, as them roses. I tried to speak to Miss Emly, but
Mrs Ellis set up such a hush-sh-sh, I s'posed she was goin’ to
sleep, and jest made the best o my way out”

Gertrude sauntered out into the garden She had nothing to
do but think anxiously about Emily, who, she feared, was very
1l  Fmily continued to grow worse, and a fortnight passed away
without Gertrude’s seeing her, or having any other intimation
regarding her health than Mrs., Ellis’s occasional report to DMr.
Graham Once or twice she had ventured to question Mis Ellis,
whose only 1eply was, “Don’t bother me with questions! what
do you know about sickness?”

One afternoon Gertrude was sitting in a large sumamer-house
at the lower end of the garden; her own piece of giound, fragiant
with mignonette and verbena, was close by, and she was busily
engaged 1n tying up, and marking some hittle papers of seeds,
when she was startled by hearing a step close beside her, and
looking up, saw Dr. Jeremy, the family physician, just entermg
the bulding.

“Ah! what ate you doing?” exclaimed the doctor, in a quick,
abrupt manner, pecubar to lim  “Soiting seeds, eh?”

“Yes, sn,” rephed Gerty, looking up and blushing, as she saw
the doctor’s keen black eyes sciutinizing her face

“Where have I seen you before?” asked he, in the same blunt
way

“At Mr, Flint’s ?
“Ah' True Flint’s I remember all about it You're his girl!
Nice girl, too! And poor True, he’s dead! Well, he’s a loss to |



THE NURSE 93

the community? Se this is the hitle nurse T used to see there.
Blesx me} how children do grow!® e ]

HPestor Jeremy,” asked Gertrude, in an carnest voice, ©Ww
yon pleave to tell me how I\Ii_q;s me}y”xs?

“Fmily? she an't wl:lryl w%lg, just now.

4T} you think she'll die .

"Iliw'! No! What should she die for? I won't let her die, if
you'll help me kecp her alise.  Why an’t you in the house, taking
care of her 1V . 9 .

#T wish I might{" exclaimed Gertrude, starting up; TwishI
might 17

“What's to hinder1” . ) .

“Mrs Ellis, sir; she won't let me inj she says Miss Emily
dossn’t want anybody but her.”

“She's nothing to say about it, or Emily either; its my
businest, and I want you, T'd rather have you to take care
of my patients than oll the Mrs Elhses in the world. She
docsn’t know anything about nursing.  So, mind, to-morrow
you're to begin?

“ 03, thank you, doctor 17

“Ton't thank me yet; wait till yow've tried it—it’s hard work
taking care of sick folks, Whose orchard is that?”

s, Bruee's?

%15 that her pear-tree?”

¥ ¥er, £i1.”

“Py George, Mrs Bruce, Tl try your pears for you !”

As e gpole, the doctor, & man some sixty-five years of age,
«tout and active, sprung over a stone wall, which separated them
from the orchard, and, carried along by the impetus the leap had
Fiven him, 1eached the foot of the tree almost at a bound.

As Gertrude, full of nurth, watched the proceeding, she observed
the doetor tumble over <ome obstacle, and only save himself from
fﬂ“it‘f;’ by stretching forth both hands, and sustaining himself
eriinet the huge trunk of the fine old tree, At the same instant,
& had, adormed wath o velvet smoking-cap, was stowly hited
from the Yonp grase, and a vouth, about sixteen or seventeen

Serrs o e rared himeell upon hig elbow, snd stared at the
unlaabed for intender,

Nothing dsunted, the doctor 4
bAoAy

R TR 2t once assumed the offensive,
SYI U ap, by banes”  What do you e there for, trinni
up home ot folka?” ’ s rippng

:‘1 Whe do you eall honest folks, sir}”
el mwil and my
peeptal rphied the 4

1" enquired the youth,
h*t}b friecnd here rawarkably honest
neto, winking ot Gertrude, who, standing
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behind the wall and looking over, was laughing heartily at the
way in which the doctor had got caught.

The young man, ohserving the direction of the latter’s eyes,
tmned and gave a broad state at Gertiude’s merry face.

“Can I do anything for you, sir?” asked he

“Yes, certanly,” rephied the doctor “I came here to help
mysclf to pears, but you are taller than I—perhaps, with the
help of that crooked-handled cane of yours, you can reach that
best branch ?

“ A remarkably honourable and honest errand !” muttered the
young man I shall be happy to be engaged in so good a cause ”

As he spoke, he hfted his cane, and, drawing down the end of
the branch, so that he could 1each it with lus hand, shook it
vigorously The ripe fruit fell on every side; and the doctor,
having filled his pockets, and both his hands, started for the
other side of the wall

“Have you got enough?” asked the youth in a lazy tone of
voice

“Plenty, plenty,” said the doctor

“Glad of 1t,” smid the boy, indolently throwing himself on the
grass, and still staring at Gertrude

“You must be very tired,” said the doctor; “I'm a physician,
and should advise a nap”

“ Are you, indeed?” replied the youth, in the same tone of voice
1 which he had previously spoken, “then I think I'll take your
advice,” saying which he threw himself back upon the grass and
closed his eyes - -

Having emptied lus pockets upon the seat of the summer-
house, and mwited Gertrude to partake, the doctor, still laughing
so immoderately at his boyish feat that he could scarcely eat the
fruit, happenéd to bethink himself of the lateness of the hour.
He looked at Ins watch. “Half-past four! The cars go in ten
minutes Who's going to drive me to the dep6t?”

“I don’t know, sir,” rephied Gertrude

“Where’s George?”

“He’s gone to the meadow to get in some hay, but he left
Wihite Charlie harnessed i the yard, after he drove you up from
the cars.”

::Ah' ?hen you can drive me down to the depdt ”

“I can’t, sir, I don’t know how”

« But you must, I'll show you how. You're not afraid?”

O, no, sir, but Mr. Graham—->?
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Gertrude was naturally courageous; she had never driven
before, but, having no fears, she succeeded admirably.

Dr. Jeremy was true to his promse of mstalling Gertrude 1
Emly’s sick-room. The very nest visit he made to his patient,
ke spoke in terms of the highest praise of Gertrude’s devotion to
her old uncle, and her capability as a nurse, and asked why she
had been expelled from the chamber.

“She is timd,” said Emily, “and 1s afraid of catching the fever.”

“Don’t believe 1t,” sa1d Dr. Jeremy, “’tan’t like her ”

“Do you thimk not?” enquired Emily, earnestly. “MMs.
Ellis—"

“Told a lie,” interrupted the doctor. “Gerty wants to come
and take care of you, and she knows how as well as Mis Ells
any day. You want quiet, and that’s what you can’t have with
that gieat talking woman about. So I'll send her to Jericho
to-day, and bring my hittle Gertrude up here She's a queb
little mouse, and has got a head on her shoulders.”

It is not to be supposed that Gertrude could provide for .
Emily’s wants any better, or even as well, as Mrs. Elis and
Emily, knowing this, took care that the housekeeper should not
be sent to Jericho, for though Dr. Jeremy, a man of stiong
prejudices, did not like her, she was excellent 1n her department,
and could not be dispensed with

So, though Emily, Dr. Jeremy, and Gertrude weie all made
happy, by the free admission of the latter to the sick-room, the
housekeeper was never conscious that anyone knew the wrong
she had done to Gertrnde in keeping her out of sight and giving
a false reason for her continued absence.

There was a watchfulness, a care, a tenderness in Gertrude,
which only the warmest love could have dictated

When Emily awoke at night from a troubled sleep, found a
coohng draught ready at her hps, and knew fiom Mrs. Elhs’s
deep snoring that 1t was not her hand that held it—when she
observed that all day long no troublesome fly was ever permitted
to approach her pillow, her aching head was relieved by hours
of patient bathing, and the little feet that were never weary
were always noiseless—she realized the truth that Dr Jeremy
had brought her a most excellent medicine.

A week or two passed away, and she was well enough to sit up
nearly all the time. A few weeks more, and the doctor began to
1usist upon air and exercise. “ Drive out two or three tumes every
day,” said he

“How can I1” said Emily. “George has so much to do, 1t will
be very imnconvement *
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she always had as a child; so we will acquit her of any coquettich
desire to display an unusually fine head of hair.

Gertrude's eyes have 1etained their old lustie, and do nof now
Jook too large for het face; and 1if her mouth be less classically
formed than the stret rule of heauty wonld commend, one ecan
easily forgive that, in consideration of {wo rows of =mall pearly
feeth, which are as regular and even as a string of beads  Her
neat dress of spotted mush fits close to her throat, and her simple
black mantle does not conceal the roundness of her taper waist

What, then? Is Gertrude a beauty?

By no means. Heis is a face and form about which there would
be a thousand different opinions, and out of the whole number few
would pronounce her beautiful. But there are faces whose ever-
varymg expression one loves to watch—tell-tale faces, that speak
the truth and proclaim the sentiment within; faces that now light
up with mtelligence, now beam with mirth, now sadden at the
tale of sorrow, now burn with a holy indignation for that which
the soul abhors, and now, again, are sanctified by the divine
presence, when the heart turns away from the woild and itself,
and looks upward in the spirit of devotion. Such a face was
Uertrude’s

Whatever charm these attractions might give her—and there
were those who estimated it lghly—it was undoubtedly greatly
enchanced by an utter unconsciousness, on her part, of possessing
any attractions at all. The early mgrafted behef in her own per-
sonal plainness had not yet deserted her; but she no longer felt
the mortification she had formerly laboured under on that account.

As she perceived Miss Graham coming to meet her, she
quickened her pace, and joining her near the door-step, where a
path, turning to the right, led mto the garden, passed her arm
affectionately over Emily’s shoulder, in a manner which the latters
blindness, and Gertrude’s superior height and ability to act as
guide, had of late rendered wusual, and, turming into the walk
which led from the house, said, while she drew the shawl closer
around her blind friend-

“Here I am again, Emily! Have you been alone ever since I
went away?” -

“Yes, dear, most of the time, and have been quite worried to

:cihm},: you were travelling about in Boston this excessively warm
ay.
“It has not hurt me in the least; I only enjoy this cool breeze
f:;lé t‘l,l}e more; it is such a contrast to the heat and dust of the
10y
“But, Gerty,” said Emily, stopping short in their walk, “what
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are you coming away from the house for? You have not been to
tea, my child”

“T know it, Emily; but I don’t want any supper.” )

They walked on for some time, slowly and 1n perfect silence.
At last Emily said—

“Well, Gertrude, have you nothing to tell me?”

“Q, yes, a great deal, but——" -

“But you know 1t will be sad news to me, and so you don’t like
to speak 1t; is it not so?”

«T ought not to have the vanmty, dear Emily, to think 1t would
trouble you very much, but ever since last eveming, when I told
you what Mr. W—- said, and what I had in my mind, and you
seemed to feel so badly at the thought of our beimng separated, I
have felt almost doubtful what 1t was right for me to do.”

“And I, on the other hand, Gertrude, have been reproaching
myself for allowing you to have any knowledge of my feeling m
the matter, lest I should be influencing you agamst your duty, o1,
at least, making 1t harder for you to fulfil I feel that you are
night, Gertiude, and that, instead of opposing, I ought to do
everything I can to forward your plans.”

“Dear Emily!” exclaimed Gertrude, vehemently, “if you
thought so fiom what I told you yesterday, you would be
convinced, had you seen and heard all that I have to-day!”

“Why? Are matters any worse than they were at Mrs
Sullivan’s?”

*Much worse than I described t6 you. I did not then know my-
self all that Mrs Sullivan had to contend with, but I have been
at their house nearly all the time since I left home this morning
(for Mr W—— did not detan me five minutes), and 1t really does
not seem to me safe for such a timd, delicate woman as Mrs
Sullivan to be alone with Mr Cooper, now that his mind is in such
a dreadful state”

“But do you think you can do any good, Gertrude?” ‘

“T know I can, dear Emily, I can manage him much better
than .she can, and at the same time do more for his comfort and
happiness He 1s Iike a child now, and full of whims When he
can possibly be indulged, Mrs Sullivan will please him at any
amount of mconvenience, and even danger, to herself; not only
because hq 18 her father, and she feels 1t her duty, but I actually
think she is afraid of him, he 1s so nritable and violent  She tells
me he often takes 1t mto s head to do the strangest things—
such as gomng out late at night, when 1t would be perfectly unsafe;

and sleeping with his window wide open, though his room 1s on the
lower floor.”

-,
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“Poor woman |” exclaimed mily. “ What does she do in such
cases ¥’

“T can tell you, Emily, for I saw an instance of it to-day
When I first went 1n this morning, he was preparing to make
a coal-fire in the grate, notwithstanding the heat!”

“ And Mrs. Sulhvan?” said Emily.

“YWas sitting on the lower stair in the front entry, crying.”

“Poor thing!” murmuied Emly.

“She could do nothing with him,” continued Gertrude, “and
had given up in despair.”

“She ought to have a strong woman, or a man, to take care of
him.”

“That is what she dreads more than anything. She says it
would kill her to see him unkindly treated, as he would be sme
to be by a stranger; and, besides, I can see that she shrinks from
the 1dea of having anyone in the house to whom she is unac-
customed. She is exceedingly neat and particular in all her
arrangements, and declaies she would sooner admit a wild beast
nto her family than an Insh girl.”

“ Her new house has not been a source of much pleasure to her
yet, has 1t%”

*Q, no! She was saying to-day how strange it seemed, when
she had been looking forwaid so long to the comfort of a new and
well-built tenement, that, just as she had moved 1n and got every-
thing furnished to her mind, she should have this great trial come
upon her.”

“Tt seems strange to me,” said Emily, “ that she did not sooner
perceive 1ts approach. I noticed when I went with you to the
house in E—— Street, the failure in the old man’s intellect.”

“I had observed 1t for a long time,” remarked Gertrude, “but
never spoke of 1t to her, and I do not think she was in the least
aware of it, until about the time of their removal, when the
breaking-up of old associations had a sad effect upon poor Mr.
Cooper.”

“Don’t you think, Gertiude, that the pulling down of the
church, and his consequent loss of employment, were a great
inyury to his mind?”

“I am sure of it, he altered very much after that, and never
seemed so happy, even wlile they were in the house in E—-
Street; and when the owneis of that land gave Mrs Sullivan
notice that she would be obliged to leave, the old sexton’s mind
gave way entirely.” -

:: Sad tl}mg 1” saxd Emly. “How old is he, Gertrude?”

I don’t know exactly, but I beheve he is very old; I re-
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" member Mrs. Sullivan telling me, some time ago, that he was
near .eighty.”

“Is l%e go old as that? Then I am not surprised’ that these
changes have made him childish ”

“Q, no! Melancholy as 1t is, 1t 18 no more than we may any
of us come to, if we live to hus age; and as he seems, for the most
part, full as contented and happy as I have ever seen him appear,
I do not lament 1t so much on his own account as on Mrs
Sullivan’s But I do, Emly, feel dreadfully anxious about Aer”

“Does 1t seem to be so very hard for her to bear up under 1t?”

“T think 1t would not be if she were well; but there is some-
thing the matter with her, and I fear it 1s more serious than she
allows, for she looks very pale, and has, I know, had several
alarming Ul turns lately.” X

“THas she consulted a physician?”

“No; she doesn’t wish for one, and insists upon it she shall
soon be better; but I do not feel sme that she will, especially
as she takes no care of herself, and that 1s one great reason for
my wishing to be 1 town as soon as possible. I am anxious to
have Dr. Jeremy see her, and I think T can bring 1t about without
her knowing that he comes on her account I'Il have 2 severe
cold myself, if T can’t manage 1t in any other way”

“You speak confidently of being m town, Gertrude; so I
suppose it 1s all arranged”

“0, I have not told you, have I, about my visit to Mr. W—-=1*
Dear, good man, how grateful I ought to be to lim! He has
promised me the situation”

“T had no doubt he would, from what you told me he said to
you at Mrs. Bruce’s ”

“You hadnt, really! Why, Emily, I was almost afraid to
mention 16 to him T couldn’t beheve he would have sufficient
confidence mn me, but he was so kind! I hardly dare tell you
what”he said about my capacity to teach, you will think me so
vain,

“You need not tell me, my darling; I know from his own lips
how highly he appreciates your abilit ; you could not tell me

anything so flattering as what he told me himgelf”

“Dear Uncle True always wanted me to be a teacher; 1t was
the height of his amhtion.

H 1d be pl , )
dear Emily}” e would be pleased, wouldn’t he,

“He would, no doubt, have been
assistant 1n a school Itke Mr, W—s
but he would think, as I do,
You expect to be occupied 1n

poud enough to see you

I am not sure, however,
that you are undertaking too much.
the school the greater part of every
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mornmg, and yet you propose to establish yourself as nurse to
Mrs Sullivan, and gumidian to her poor old father. My dear
child, you are not used to so much care, and I shall be con-
stantly troubled for you, lest your own health and strength give
way ”

“Q, dear Emily, there is no occasion for any anxicty on my
account! I am well and strong, and fully capable of all that I
have planned for myself. My only dread 1s 1 the thought of
leaving you. and the only fem I have is, that you will miss me
and perhaps feel as 1f —"

“T know what you would say, Gertrude You nced not fear
that, I am sure of your affection. I am confident you love me
next to your duty, and I would not for the world that you should
give me the preference I only wish, my dear, that for the present
you had not thought of entering the school You imight then
have gone to Mrs Sullivan’s, stayed as long as you were needed,
and perhaps found, by the time we are ready to start on our
southern tour, that your services could be quite dispensed with,
in which case you could accompany us on a journey which I am
sure your health will by that time requre”

“But, dear Emly, how could T do that? I could not propose
myself as a wisitor to Mrs Sulhvan, however useful I might in-
tend to be to her, nor could I speak of nursing to a woman who
will not acknowledge that she 15 ill T thought of all that, and
it seemed to me impossible, with all the delicacy and tact in the
world, to bring it about; for I have been with you so long that
Mrs. Sullivan, I have no doubt, thinks me entirely unfitted for
her primitive way of life. It was only when Mr W-—— spoke
of lus wanting an assistant, and, as I imagined, hinted that he
should like to employ me 1n that capacity, that the present plan
occurred to me I knew, if T told Mrs Sullivan that I was en-
gaged to teach there, and that you were not coming to town
at all, but were soon gomng South, and represented to her that
I wanted a boarding-place for the winter, she would not only
be loth to refuse me a home with her, but would insist that I
should go nowhere else ”

“And 1t proved as you expected ?”

“Exactly, and she showed so much pleasure at the thought of
my being wyth her, that T realized still more how much she needed
someone

:: She will Fyave & treasure m you, Gertrude *

She looked] so happy when I came away to-night, and spoke
so hopefully of \the comfort 1t would be during the winter to have
me with her, tha\t I felt repaid for any sacrifice 1t has been to me.
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But when T came home, and saw you, and thought of your going
so far away, and of the length of time 1t might be hefore I should
live with you again, I felt as f—"

Gertrude could say no more. She laid her head on Emly’s
shoulder, and wept.

Emily soothed her with the greatest tenderness.

“Te have been very happy together, Gerty,” said she, “and
I shall miss you sadly. But I never loved you half so well as
I do now, at the very time that we must part; for I see in the
sacrifice you are making of yourself one of the noblest traits
of character o woman can possess Your leaving us at this tume,
and renouncing, without a murmur, the southern tour from which
you expected so much pleasure, proves that my Gerty 1s the
brave, good girl I always hoped and prayed she might become.”

As Emily finished speaking, they reached a cormer of the
garden, and were met by a servant-girl, who announced that Mis.
Erulc;e and her son were in the parlour, and had asked for them

oth.

“1 will retmn to the house with Katy,” said Emly, “and
you can go in at the side-door, and reach your own room without
being seen. I will excuse you to Mrs. Bruce for the present; and

when you have bathed your eyes, and feel composed, you can
come in.”

—————————————— -
-

CHAPTER XXI

FRUSTRATED PLANS

When Gertrude ente:red the room half an hour afterwards,
there was no evidence in her appearance of any unusual distress
of mind Mrs. Bruce nodded to her good-naturedly from a corner

of the sofa  Mr. Bruce rose and offered hus chair, at the same
time M. Graham pownted to a vacant window-seat near him, and
saad, kindly:

“Here 18 a place for you, Gertrude ”

4 Declining, however, the civilities of ‘both gentlemen, she with-
ﬁew to an ottoman which stood near an open glass-door, where
she was almost immediately joined by Mr. Bruee, who, seating

himself 1 an indolent attitude unon the w i
er row of
steps which led from the wind%w to s e o

the
conversation with her. garden, cox_nmenced

Mr Bruce—the same gentleman wh
0, some years before, took
afternoon naps 1 the grass—had recently returned from E’urope,
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and, glorying in a moustache, and the possession of & handsome
property, now viewed himself with more complaceney than ever.

“So you've been in Boston all day, Miss Flint}”

“Yes, nearly all day.”

“Didn’t you find 1t distressingly warm?”

“Somewhat so.”

“I tiied to go in to attend to some business that mother was
anxious about, and even went down to the depdt; but T had to
give 1t up.”

“Were you overpowered by the heat?”

[ I was »

“How unfoitunate!” 1emarked Gertrude, in a half-compassion-
ate, half-nonical tone of voice

Mr. Bruce looked up, to judge, if possible, from her counte-
nance, whether she were serious or not; but, theie being little
Light 1n the room, he could not decide the question in hus mind,
and therefore replied:

“I dishke the heat, Miss Gertrude, and why should I expose
myself to 1t unnecessarily?”

“Q0, I beg pardon; I thought you spoke of important business”

“Only some affair of my mother’s. Nothing I felt any interest
1n, and she took the state of the weather for an excuse If T had
known that you were in the cars, as T have since heard, I should
certainly have persevered, in order to have the pleasure of walking
down Washington Street with you.”

“T did not go down Washington Street”

“But you would have done so with a suitable escort,” suggested
the young man

“If I had gone out of my way for the sake of accompanying my
escort, the escort would have been a very doubtful advantage,”
said Gertiude, laughing

“How very practical you aie, Miss Gertrude! Do you mean to
say that, when you go to the city, you always have a settled plan
¢t operations, and never swerve from your course?”

“By no means I trust I am not difficult to influence when
thevo "1y o sufficient motive.”

:{“‘\e young man bit Ins hp

Vell, then, to ask a serious question—wheie were you this
m<‘)‘rn1\ n g'l ”»

“%‘;ﬁwhat hour?”

“Og m—past seven.” .

“Tg 1 i)v way to Boston, in the cars.”

Then, a]] t"wsmb}e‘l—so early! Why, I thought you went at ten.
\e time I was watching by the garden wall to get a

1
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odemorning, you were half & dozen-miles away.

?‘fv?scﬁ ;th?iyn%%osv:s}md tl%étshour so; I mght have spent 1t in
slc‘e‘sping.” - 35 2 areat Tty

“Xﬁg z{x‘é?x’k:allfs a.ng{lourpmore here this everang! How came
you to keep me waiting s0 long?”

“U-—When’l”m e

49 —£0-n1 X

“}v\}g;nx?:é awa?egof doing so. I certainly did not take your
visit to myself.” i}

My visit certarnly was not meant for anyone else

“Ben,” said Mr Grabam, approaching 1athe§r abruptly, “are
you fond of gardening? I thought I heard you just now speaking
of roses.”

“Ves, sir; Miss Flnt and I were having quite a discussion
wpon flowers—roses especially ”

Gertrude, availing herself of Mr. Graham's approach, tred to
make her escape and join the ladies ab the sofa; but Mr. Bruce
gaw her intenbion, and frustrated it by placing lumself n the
way, so that she could not pass him without positive rudeness,
Mr. Graham continued—“1 propose placing & small fountan in
the vicinity of Miss Flint’s flower-gaiden; won’t you walk down

with me, and give your opinion of my plan?”
“ Tan't it too daik, sn, to—"
“No, no, not at all; there 1s ample light for our purpose, This

way, if you please;” and Mr. Bruce was compelled to follow where
Mr Graham led. '

Geitrude now related to Mrs Bruce the results of some shop-
ping which she had undertaken on her account. The gentlemen,
soou reburning, took seats near the sofa, and the conversation
became general

“JMr. Graham,” smd Mrs. Bruce, “I have been questioning

Emwily about your visit to the South; and, from the route which
she tells me you propose taking,

o I think it will be a charmmg
“I hope s0; it will be an excollent thing for Emily, and
Gertrude has never trav : i % of
plenstre. for by elled at all, I anticipate a great deal of

“Ah? then

“Of conrs
ehance
her ™

“T will be delightinl n . ]
&till fixed on Gertfude‘? for you,” continued Mrs Bruce, ber eyes

you are to be of the party, Miss Flint?”
e, _answered Mr, Graham, without giving Gertrude a

to speak for berself, % we couldn’t get along at all without
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“T did eapeet to go with Mr. and Mis: Graliam,” answered
Gertiude, “and looked forwad to the journry with the gieatest
cagerness; but I have just decided that 1anust remamn in Bovton
this winier.”

“What are you talking about, Gerfrude?” ashed M, Grabam,
“This is all news to me”

“ And to 1ne, tao, sir, or I chould have mformed you of it before.
I suppose you expeeted me to accompany you, and T should have
told you before of the circumstances that now make it imposible;
but they are of quite 1ceent ocenrrence ”

“Put we ean't give you up, Gertrude; you must go with
us in spite of cireumstances”

“Y fear T shall not be able,” said Gertrude, rmiling.  “ You're
very kind, sir, to wish it”

“IVish it '—T tell you 1 insist upon it.  You are under my cate,
child, and T have a right to say what you shall do ™

Mrs Bruce, perceiving that a family storm was brewing, wi-ely
ro,e to go. Mr Graham suspended his wrath until =he and
her son had taken leave, but, as soon as the door was cloved upon
them, burst forth with real anger.

“Now, tell me what all this means Here I make all my
arrangements, on purpose 1o be able to give up this winter to
tiavelhng—and that, not so much on my own account a« to
give pleasuie to both of you, and, just as everything is settled,
and we are almost on the point of startmg, Gertrude announces
that she has concluded not to go. Now, I should like to know
her 1easons”

Enuly undertook to explain Gertrude’s motives, and ended by
expressing her own apptobation of her coutse  As soon as she
had finished, Mi. Graham, who had listened very impatiently,
buist forth with redoubled indignation.

“So Gerty prefers the Sullivans to us, and you secm to en-
courage her 1 1t! I should hke to know what they hase ever
done for her, compared with what I have done!”

“They have been friends of hers for yeas, and now that
they are 1n great distiess, she does not feel as if she could leave
them, and I confess I do not wonder at hier decision.”

“T must say I do She prefers to make a slave of heraelf in
Mr..W———’s school, and a still geater slave in Mrs Sullisan’s
family, nstead of staying with us, where she has always been
treated like one of my own family.” )

“0O, Mr. Graham!'” said Geitrude, carnestly, “it is not a

gm:tg’r of preference or choice, except as I feel it to be a
uty.
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# And what makes it a duty? Just because you used to live
in the same house with them, you think you must forfeit
your own interests to take cae of them when sick! I can’t
say that I see how their claim compares with mine. Haven't
T given you the best of educations, and spared no expense erther
for your improvement or your happiness?” .

«T did not think, sir,” answered Gertrude, humbly, and yet
with quiet digmty, “of counting up the favours I had received,
and measurmg my conduct accordingly. In that case, my obliga-
tions to you are immense, and you would certanly have the
greatest claim upon my services.”

“PFather,” said Emily, “ I thought the object, in giving Gertrude
a good education, was to make her independent of all the world,
and not simply dependent upon us”

“Tmly,” saxd Mr Graham, “I tell you 1t is a matter of feeling
—you don’t seem to look upon the thing mn the hight I do; but
you are both against me, and I won’t talk any more about it”

So saymng, Mr Graham took a lamp, went to his study, and was
seen no more that night.

CHAPTER XXII
SELFISHNESS

During the long hours of a +wakeful and restless night,
Gertrude had ample time to review her situation and cncum-
stances. At first her only emotion was one of grief and distress,
such as a child might feel on being reproved, but that gradually
ﬁubmded, as other and bitter thoughts rose up n her mind.

What right,” thought she, “has Mr. Graham to treat me thus—
to tell me 1 shall go with them on this journey, and speak as
if my other friends were ciphers in his estimation, and ought to be
m my own? Does he consider that my freedor 1s to be the
price of my education? Emly does not think so, Emily, who
loves and needs me a thousand times more than M. Graham,
thmks I have acted nghtly. And my solemn promise to Willie;
1s that to be held for notlung? No,” thought she, “1t would be
tyranny 1n Mr, Graham to insist upon my remaimng with them,
and I am glad T have resolved to break away from such thraldom
Besides, I was educated to teach, and Mr. W—— says 1t 1s
mnportant to c?mmence at once, while my studies are fresh mn
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my mind. Perhaps, if I yielded now, and stayed here hving
in luxmy, I should continue to do so until I lost the power
of regaining my independence.”

So much said pride; and Gertrude’s heart, naturally proud, and
only kept in check by strict and conscientious self-control, listened
awhile to such suggestions. But milder thoughts soon took the
place of these excited and angry feelings.

“Perhaps,” said she to herself, “it 18, after all, pure kindness to
me that prompted Mr. Graham’s inteifeience. It is impossible
for him to know how strong my motives are, how deep I consider
my obligations to the Sullivans, and how much I am needed
by them at this time. I had no idea, cither, that it was such an
understood thing that I was to be of the party to the South. I do
not wonder at his being somewhat annoyed He probably feels,
too, as if I had bLeen under his guardianship so long that he
has almost a nght to decide upon my conduct. And he kas been
very indulgent to me—and I a stranger with no claimg! Of
I hate to have lnm think me so ungrateful!

“Shall I then decide to give up my teaching, go to the South,
and leave dear Mrs Sullivan to suffer while I am away? No,
that is impossible. I will never be such a traitor to my own
heart, and my sense of right, sorry as I shall be to offend Mr.
Graham.”

Having thus resolved to brave the tempest that she well knew
she must encounter, and committed ber cause to Him who judgeth”
righteously, Gertrude tried to compose herself to sleep, but found
1t impossible to obtan any untroubled 1est She at length,
theiefore, gave up the attempt, and, nsing, seated herself at
the window, where, watching the approach of dawn, she found, in
quet self-communing, the strength and courage which, she felt,
would be requisite to cairy her calmly and firmly through the
following day—a day destined to witness her sad sepauation from
Emily, and her farewell to Mr. Graham, which would probably be
of a stall more distressing character,

Gertrude’s heart almost failed her when she stood half an hour
before bicakfast-time, with the handle of the dining-room door mn
her hand, summoning all her eneigics for another meeting with
the formidable opposer of her plans  She paused but o moment,
however, then opened the door and went in. Mr Graham was
where she expected to see him, sitting in Ins arm-chair, and on
the breakfast-table by lus sido lay the mormng paper. Tt had
been Gertrude's habit, for a year or two, to read that paper aloud
to the old gentleman at this same hour, and 1t was for that very
purpose she had now come.
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ranced towards him with her usual ¢ good-morning ™.
%11% asi&uta.tion was returned 1 & purposely constrained vome:
She seated herself, and leaned forward to take the newspaper;
but he placed his hand upon it, and prevented her. ; .,

«T do not wish to have you read, or do anything else for me,
he said, “until I know whether you have concludeg to treat me
with the respect I have a right to demand from you.” )

«] certainly never intended to treat you otherwise than with
respect, Mr Graham” . o

«When girls or boys set themselves up in opposition .to thqse
older and wiser than themselves, they manifest the greatest dis-
respect they are capable of, but I am willing to f’orgwe the past,
if you assure me, as I think you will, after a night’s reflection, that
you have returned $o a right sense of your duty.”

«Y cannot say, sir, that I have changed my wiews with regard to
what that duty 1s.” ) .

“Do you mean to tell me,” asked Mr Graham, rising from his
chair, and speaking in a tone which made Gerty’s heart quake,
“do you mean to tell me that you have any idea of persisting
in your folly?”

“Ts 1t folly, sir, to do right?”

“Right' There is a great difference of opinion between you
and me as to what right 1s in this case.”

“But, Mr. Graham, I think if you knew all the circumstances,
you would not blame my conduct T have told Emily the reasons
that mfuenced me, and she——"

“Don't quote Emily to me!” interrupted Mr. Graham. “I don’t
doubt she'd give her head to anybody that asked for 1t; but I
hope I know a little better what 13 due to myself; and I tell
you plainly, Miss Gertrude Flint, without any more words 1n
the matter, that 1f you leave my house, as you propose domng,
you leave it with my displeasure; and that, you may find one of

these days, it 15 no light thing to have-incurred,—unnecessarily,
too,” he muttered, “as you are domg?

i‘I am very sorry to displease you, Mr. Graham, but—->"

. “No, yow're not sorry ; 1f you were, you would not walk straight
in the face of my wishes,” smd Mr Graham. “But I have said
egough about a matter which is not worthy of so much notice
You can go or stay as yon please. I wish you to undeistand
however, that, in the :

former case, I utterly withdraw m -
tion and aswistance from you Yo 4 Tt s

trust to strangers” u must take care of yourself, or
allgi A

“Mr, Qraham.” said Gertrude Wi s -
P = roudly, “it
a mamtenanco for myself.” Prouctly, 1t Is My desire to earn
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“ A heroic resolve' said Mr. Graham, contempiuously, *and
pronounced with a dignity I hope you will be able to mamtan.
Am I to consider, then, that your mind is made up?”

“Tt is, sir,” smad Gertrude.

“ And you got”

“Tmust I believe 1t to be my duty, and am therefore willing
o sacrifice my own comfoit, and, what I assure you I value
far more, your friendship.”

Mr, Giaham did not seem to take the least notice of the latter
part of her remark, and before she had finiched speaking drownerd
her voice in the violent ringing of the table-bell

Tt was answeied by Katy with the breakfast: and Emily and
Mrs Elhs commg in at the samc moment, the meal was com-
menced m unusual silence and constramt—for Emily had heard
the loud tones of her father’s voice, and was filled with anxiety
and alarm, wlnle Mrs Ellis plainly saw that somcthing unpleasant
had oceurred

When Mr. Graham had fimshed eating a hearty breakfast, he
turned to Mis Ellis, and formally mwvited her to accompany him-
self and Emily on then journey to the South

Mrs Ellis, who had never before heard any intimation that
such a tour was contemplated, accepted the invitation with
pleasure; wlile Emily Ind her agitated face behind her tea-cup.

Breakfast over, Emily hastily sought her room, where she was
jomed by Gertrude

In answering Emily’s enquiries as to the scene which had taken
place, Gertrude forbore to repeat Mr. Graham’s bitter and wound-
ing remarks, for she saw, from her kind friend’s pained and anxious
countenance, how deeply she participated in her own sense of
wrong. and musapprehension. She told hei, however, that it
was now well understood by Mr. Graham that she was to leave,
and, as his sentiments towards her were far from kindly, she
thought it best to go at once. Emily san the i1easonableness
of the proposal, assented to it, and agreed to accompany her to
town that very afternoon,

The remainder of the day, therefore, was spent by Gertrude in
packing, and other preparations; while Emily sat by, counselling
and advismg the future conduct of her adopted darhing, and
lamenting the necessity for their separation.

“O! if you could only write to me, deax Emily, during your
long absence, what a comfort 1t would be!” exclaimed Gertrude

“With Mrs Ellis's assistance; my dear,” rephied Emly, T will
send you such news as'I can of our movements; but, though you
may not be able to hear much from me, you will be ever 1n my

\
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: d my beloved child:
ts. and I shall never forget to commen
tuh;oa%;l p;:g’cection and care cI>f Om?b W)}m will be to her a better.
d friend than I-can be. ]
co%gglrlg rleaa{,:/l'mg the house, Gertrude d§0\1lght Mrf l(i‘(ra}l?)llrlx;s osrtlu}(llg;
i hat he would take a friendly leave of fIer; I
lbr;ﬂl;ggeihtn £::hat she had come to bid him “good-bye 7 he’mdxs-
tinctly repeated those simple Wordii , and, turmng lus back upon
took up the tongs to mend his fire '
herS’o (2‘316 “I')eut away,D with a tear in her eye and s:adness n ‘het-
heart, for until now Mr Graham had been & good friend to her.

CHAPTER XXIII

A FRIEND IN AFFLICTION

Passing over Gertrude’s parting with Emuly, her cordial re-
ception by Mrs. Sullivan, and her commencement of school.
duties, we will look m upon her, and record the events of a
day in November, about two months after she left Mr. Graham’s.

Rising with the sun, she made her neat toilet in-a room so cold,
that before 1t was completed her hands were half benumbed; nor-
did she, 1n spite of the chilhng atmosphere, omit, ere she com-
menced the labours of the day, to supphcate Heaven's blessing
upon them. Then, noiselessly entering the adjomning apartment,
where Mrs, Sullivan was still sleeping, she hit a fire—the materials
,for which had been carefully prepared the mght before—in a
small grate; and, descendmng the stairs with the same light
footstep, performed a similar service at the cooking-stove, which
stood 1 a comfortable room where, now that the weather was

cold, thq family took thewr meals The table wag set, and the-
preparations for breakfast nearly completed, when Mrs Sullivan.
* entered, pale, thin,

and feeble in h
in o large shawl er appearance, and wrapped.
}m&:;tmde,”dsmd she, “why will you let me sleep so late, while
7, u Ny
this weekp! fnd ab work? T believe it has happened so every day

“For the very best reason in the worl ta
all the early part of the rld, auntie; because I sleep-

> ght, and am wide awake at davbr k,
and with you it is just i i { reat
tho bt Just the veverse Besides, I like to get ready

‘L‘I&s Sx,xyllivan smiled at her cheerfulness
ow,” said Gertrude, playfully, as she drew a comfortable
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chair close to the fire, “I want you to sit down here and watch
the tea-kettle boil, while I run and see if Mr. Cooper is ready to
let me tie up his cue.”

She went, and presently returning with the old man, she placed
a chair for lim, and having waited, as for a child, while he seated
himself, and then pinned a napkin about his throat, she proceeded
to place the breakfast on the table.

Breakfast over, theie were dishes to wash, rooms to be put in
order, dinner to be decided on and partially prepared, and all
this Gertrude accomplished, chiefly thiough her own labour,
before she went to rearrange her dress, previous to her departure
for the school, where she had now been some weeks installed as
assistant teacher. A quaiter before mne she started off to school,
taking Mr Cooper with her, and leaving him at the new church
they were building near the one he had formerly been sexton
of, in charge of Miller, one of the workmen.

Of Gertrude’s school-duties we shall say nothing save that she
was found by Mr. W—— fully competent to the performance of
- them, and that she met with those trials and discouragements
only to which all teacheis are more or less subjected, from the
idleness, obstinacy, or stupidity of their pupils On this day,
however, she was, from various causes, detamned to a later hour
than usual, and the clock struck two at the very moment that
she was ringing Dr. Jeremy’s door-bell The girl who opened
the door knew Gertrude by sight, having often seen her at her
master’s house, and, tellng her that, though the doctor was
just going to dinner, she thought he would see her, asked her
mto the office where he stood, with his back at the fire, eating
an apple, as 1t was his invanable custom to do before dinner.

He laid 1t down, however, and advancing to meet Gertrude,
held out both his hands “ Gertrude Flint, I declare!” exclaimed
he. “Why, Pm glad to see you. Why haven’t you been here
before, 1 should like to know?”

Gertrude explained that she was living with friends, one of
whom was very old, the other an invalid; and that so much of
her time was occupied 1n school that she had no opportunity for
vistting

“Poor excuse!” said the doctor. “But, now we've got you
here, we sha’n’t let you go very soon!” and going to the foot of
the staircase, he called m a loud tone of voice, “Mrs Jeny!
come! come down to dinner as quick as you can, and put on
your best cap—we've got company.—Poor soul!” added he, in a
lower tone, addressing imself to Gertrude, and snuling good-
naturedly, “she cant hurry, can she, Gertyl—she’s fat.”
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Gertrude now protested against stayimg to dinner, dqclaring she
must hasten home, and announcing Mrs. Sullivan’s illness, and
the object of her wisit. - -

« An hour can’t make much difference in such a case,” insisted
the doctor. “Vou must stay and dine with me, and then Tl go
wheiever you wigh, and take you with me 1 the buggy.”

Gertiude hesitated ; the sky had clouded over, and a few flakes
of snow were falling; she should have an uncomfortable walk;
and, moreover, it would be better for her to accompany the doctor,
as the street in which she lived was principally composed of new .
houses, not yet numbered, and he might, if he were alone, have
some difficulty 1n finding the right tenement

At this stage of her reflechions, Mrs Jeremy entered. Fat she
certawnly was, very uncommonly fat, and flushed, too, with her
unwonted haste, and the excitement of anticipating the company
of a stranger Shé kissed Gertrude in the kindest manner, and
then, looking round and seeing that there was no one else present,
exclaimed, glancing reproachfully at the doctor—

“Why, Dr Jerry '—an’t you ashamed of yourself? I never will
believe you again; you made me think there was some greab
stranger here”

“And pray, Mrs. Jerry, who's & greater stranger in this house
than Gerty Fhint?” )

“Sure enough!” smid Mrs Jeremy, “Gertrude 75 a stranger,
and DPve got a scolding in store for her on that very aeccount;
but, you know, Dr. Jerry, I shouldn’t have put on my lilac-and-
pink for Gertrude to see  But come, Gerty,” continued that lady,
“dinner’s ready ; take off your cloak and bonnet; the doctor has
got & great deal to say, and has been wanting dreadfully to see
you.

They had been sitting some minutes without a word having
been spoken, beyond the usual ciwlities of the table, when the
doctor, suddenly laymng down ls knife and fork, commenced
Jaughing, and laughed till the tears came into his eyes. Gertrude
looked at him enquiringly, and Mrs Jeremy said, *There, Ger-
tiude'—for one whole week he had just such a langhwng-fit, two
or thiee trmes a day, and, I confess, I don’s understand now what
could have happened between him and Mr. Graham that was so
very funny.”-

“Come, wife,” said the doctor, checking himself 1 lus merri-
ment, “don’t you forestall my communication I want to tell
the story myself. I don't suppose,” continued he, turning to-
wards Gertrude, “ you'se hived five years at Mr Graham's with-

out ﬁn;lig‘)g)out what a cantankerous, obstinate old hulk he 151”
8
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“Doctor!” said Mrs. Jeremy, reprovingly.

“I dow't care for winking or head-shaking, wife; I speak my
mind, and that's the conclusion 've come to with 1egard to
Graham, and Gertrude, here, has done the same, I haven’t a
particle of doubt, only she’s a good gir], and won't say so.”

“T never saw anything that looked like it,” said Mrs, Jeremy,
“and I've seen as much of him as most folks. I meet Ium m the
stieet almost every day, and he looks as smiling as a basket of
chips, and makes a beautiful bow.”

“T dare say,” said the doctor; “Geitrude and I know what
gentlemanly manners he has when one does not walk n the very
teeth of his opmnions—eh, Geitrude?—Dbut when one does—"

“In ‘talking politics, for instance,” suggested Mrs Jeremy.
“It's your differences with hun on politics that have set you
agamst him so”

“No, 1t 15n’t,” replied the doctor. “A man may get angry talking
politics, and be a pretty good-natured man, too, in the mamn, but
that 1sn’t the sort of thing I have reference to atall  It's Graham’s
wanting to lay down the law to everybody that comes within ten
miles of him that I can’t endure I thought he’d improved of late
years; he had a serious lesson enough in that sad affair of poor
Philip Amory’s ; but, fact, I believe he’s been trying the old game
agam Ha! ha! ha!” shouted the good doctor, leamng forward,
and giving Gertiude a light tap on the shoulder—*“wasn’t I glad
when I found he’d met at last with a reasonable opposition '—and
that, too, where he least expected 1t'”

Gertrude looked her astomshment at his evident knowledge of
the musunderstanding between herself and Mr Giaham; and in
answer to that look, he continued, “ You wonder where I picked
up my iwnformation It was partly from Giaham himself; and
what diverts me 15 to think how hard the old chap tried to hude
s defeat”

“Dr. Jeremy,” mterposed Gertrude, “I hope you don’t
think—-"

“No, my dea1, I dow’t think you a p1ofessed pugilst, but 1
consider you a gul of sense—one who knows what’s right—and
will do what’s right, 1n spite of Mr Graham, or anybody else.”

It was by this time begianming to snow fast, and Gertrude’s
anxiety to return home 1 good season bemng very manifest to her
kind host and hostess, they urged no further delay, and, after she
had given many a promnse to repeat her visit on the earliest oppor-
tunmity, she drove away with the doctor.
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CHAPTER XXIV
CARES MULTIPLIED

“T have been thinking,” saxd Gertinde, as she drew near home,
“how we will manage, doctor, 50 as not to alarm Mrs, Sullivan.”

“What's going to alarm her?” asked the doctor. )

“You, 1f she knows at once that you are a physician. I think

- I had better introduce you as a friend who brought me home 1n
the storm”

“QO1 50 we are going to act a little farce, are we? I'm ready.
What shall T say first?”

“T leave that to a wiser head than mine, doctor, and trust
entirely to your own discretion to obtain some knowledge of her
symptoms, and only gradually disclose to her that you are a
physician ?

“Ah, yes; pretend to be only an individual of an enquiring
mind T think I can manage 1it.”

They went in. As they opened the door, Mrs Sullivan rose
from her chair with a troubled countenance, and hardly waited.

+ for the introduction to Geitrude’s fizend before she turned to
hgr and asked with some anxiety if Mr. Cooper were not with
them !

“No,” replied Gertrude “Hasn’t he come home?”

Upon Mrs. Sullivan’s saying that she had not seen him since
morning, (ertrude mformed her, with a composure she was far
from feeling, that Mr, Miller had undertaken the caire of him, and
could, undoubtedly, acecount for his absence. She would seek him
at once.

“0, I'm so sorry,” said Mrs Sullivan, “that you should have to
go out again in such a storm; but I feel very anxious”

“There’s no need to be; I think he’s safe i the church But

Tll go for lum at once, you know I never mind the weather”
* “Then take my great shawl, dear ” And Mrs Sullivan went to
the entry-closet for her shawl, giving Gertrude an opportumity
to beg of Dr Jeremy that he would await her return; for she
knew that any unusual agitation of mind would often oceasion an
attack of faintness m Mis. Sullivan, and was afraid to have her
left alone.

1t was already growing dark. Gertrude hastened along the wet
footpath, exposed to the blinding storm, and after passing through
several streets, gained the chwich. She went mto the building,
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and met Miller coming from the gallery. IHe looked surprised nt
seeing her, and asked if Mr, Cooper had not retmined home. She
answered 1n the negative, and he then informed her that he had
not been able to persuade the old man to go home at dinnei-time,
and that ho had therefore taken him to hiy own house; he had
supposed, however, that long before this hour one of the children
would have accompanied him to Mre Sullivan’s.

As it now seemed probable that he was otill at Mr. Miller's,
QGertrude took the dircction, and proceeded thither at once. After
another uncomfortable walk, and some difliculty in finding the
1ight place, she reached her destination. She knocked at the
door, but there was no response, and after waiting a moment, <he
opened it and went in - A band of «tartled cluldren disper=ed at
the sight of a stianger, and ensconced themeelves in corners; and
Mrs Miller, in dismay at the untidy appearance of her kitchen,
hastily pushed back a clothes-horse against the wall, thereby
disclosing to view the very person Gertrude had come to scek,
who, in his usual desponding attitude, sat cowering over the fire
But before she could advance to speak to hum, her whole attention
was arrested by another and most unexpected sight. Placed
against the side of the room, dircctly opposite the door, was n
narrow bed, in which some person scemed to be sleeping  Hardly,
however, had Gerty presented herself in the doorway before the
figure suddenly 1aised 1itself, gazed fixedly at her, hfted a band as
if to ward off her approach, and uitered a pieicing shriek!

The voice and countenance were not to be mistaken, and
Gertrude, pale and trembling, felt something like a revival of her
old dread, as she beheld the well-known features of Nan Grant.

“@o away! go away!” cried Nan, as Gertrude, after a moment’s
hesitation, advanced nto the room  Again Geirtrude paused, for
the wildness of Nan’s eyes and her excitement were such, that she
feared to excite her furthei.

Mrs Miller now came forward and interfered “Why, Aunt
Nancy!” said she, “what is the matter? This 1s Miss Flint, one
of the best young ladies in the land.”

“No, tan’t?” said Nan fiercely. “I know better”

Mis Miller now drew Gertrude aside, into the shadow of the
clothes-hoise, and conversed with her in an undeitone  Gertiude
was wnformed that Mis Miller was a niece of Ben Grant's, but had
seen nothing of him or lus wife for ycars, until a few days
previous, Nan had come theie in a state of the greatest desti-
tution, and threatened with the fever under which she was now
}(nbommg “I could not 1efuse her a shelter,” smd Mrs Miller;

but, as you see, I have no accommodation for her; and it’s not
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only bad for me to have her sick here in the kitchen, bu, what
with the noise of the clhildren, and all the other discomforts, I'm
afraid the poor old thing will die.” o

“Have you a room that you could spare above-stairs?” asked
Gertrude. .

“Why, Jane,” answered Mrs. Miller, “offered to give up her
room to poor Aunt Nancy. I didn’t feel, though, as 1f we could
afford to keep another fire a-going, and so I thought we’d put up
a bed here for a day or two, and just see how she got along. But
she’s looked pretty bad to-day.”

“She ought to be kept quiet,” said Gertrude; “and, if you will
have a fire in Jane's room at my expense, and do what you can to
make her comfortable, T'll try and send a physician here to see
her” Mrs. Miller was beginning to express the warmest grati-
tude, but Gertrude interrupted her with saying, “Don’t thank
me, Mrs. Miller; Nancy is not a stranger to me; I have known
her before, and, perhaps, feel more imterest in her than you do
yourself.”

Mrs. Miller looked surprised; but Gertrude, whose time was
limited, could not stop to enter 1nto a further explanation,
Anxious, however, if possible,to speak to Nan, and assure her of
her friendly 1ntentions, she went boldly up to the side of the bed,
in spite of the wild and glaring eyes which were fixed steadily
upon her. -

“Nan,” said she, “do you know me?”

“Yes! yes!” replied Nan, 1n a half-whisper, speaking quickly,
and catching her breath; “what have you come for?”

“To do you good, I hope.”

But Nan still looked incredulous, and in the same undertone,
and with the same nervous accent, enquired, “Have you seen
QGerty? Wheie 15 she?”

“She is well,” answered Gertrude, astonished, however, at the
question, for she had supposed herself recognized.

“IWhat did she say about me?”

“She says that she forgives and pities you, and is in hopes to
do something to help you and make you well ”

“Did she?” said the sick woman “Then you won’t kill me?”

“Xill you'—No, indeed. We are in hopes to make you com-
fortable and cure you?”

Mrs Miller, who had been prepmmg a cup of tea, now drew
near with 1t in her hand.  Gertrude took it and offéred 1t to Nan,

. Who drank ecagerly of 1t, staring at her, however, in the mean-
trme, over tl_xc edge of the cup  When she had fimished, she threw
herself heavily upon the pillow, and began muttering some indis-
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tinct sentences, the only distinguishable word being the name of
her son Stephen. Finding the cunient of her thonghts thus
apparently diverted, Gertiude, now feelmg in haste to retwn and
1elieve Dr. Jeremy, moved a hittle fiom the bedside, saying, as she
did so, “ Good-bye; I will come and see you again ”

“You won’t hurt me?” exclaimed Nan, stairting up once more.

“Q, no. I will bring you something you will Iike”

“ Don’t bring Gerty here with you! I don’t want to see her.”

“T will come alone,” rephed Gertrude.

Nan now lay down, and did not speak agamn while Gertrude
remained m the house, though she watched her steadily until she
was outside the door. Mr Cooper made no objection to accom-
panying his young guide, and they reached home in safety.

Dr. Jeremy, seated at the side of the giate, had the contented
appearance of one who 1s quite at home He had been talking
with Mis Sullivan about the people of a country town where they
had both passed some time in their childhood, and the timid
woman had come to feel so much at her ease in the society of the
entertaining physician, that, although he had, in his unguaided
discourse, accidentally disclosed his profession, ghe allowed him to
question her upon the state of her health, without any of the
alarm she had nervously fancied she should feel at the sight of a
doctor By the time Gertrude returned, he had made himself well
acquamted with the case, and was prepared, on Mrs Sullivan’s
leaving the room for 2 moment, to report to Gertrude his opmion.

“Gertrude,” said he, as soon as the door was shut, “that’s a
very sick woman”

“Do you think so, Dr. Jeremy?” saxd Gertrude, much alarmed.

“T do,” replied he, thoughtfully. “TI wish to mercy I had seen
her s1x months ago”

“Why, doctor! Do you date her illness so far back as that?”

“Yes, and much further She has borne up under the gradual
progiess of a disease which is now, I fear, beyond medical aid.”

“Dr Jeremy,” said Gertrude, 1n tones of great distress, “you
do not mean to tell me that auntie 1s going to die, and leave me
and her poor old father, and without ever seeing Willie again, too?
O, I had hoped 1t was not nearly so bad as that!”

“Do not be alaimed, Gertrude,” saxd the doctor, kindly. “I
did not mean to frighten you—she may hive some time yet I
can judge better of her case m a day o1 two  But 1t 15 absolutely
unsafe for you to be here alone with these two friends of yours—
to say nothing of 1ts overtasking your strength Has not Mrs

Sullivan the means to keep a nurse, or even a domestic? She
tells me she has no one”
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“Yes, indeed,” answered Gerty; “her son supplies her wants
most generously. I know that she never draws neatly the whole
of the amount he is anxious she should expend” )

“Then you must speak to her about getting someone to assist
you at once; fo1, if you do not, 7 shall”

“T imtend to do it,” said Geritrude. “I have scen the necessity
for some time past; but she has such a dread of stiangers, that
[ hated to propose it.”

“Nonsense,” saxd the doctor; “that’s only imagination in her ;
she would soon get used to being waited upon”

Mrs. Sullivan now 1eturned, and Gertrude, giving an account
of her unexpected rencounter with Nan Grant, begged Dr Jeremy,
who knew the particulars of her own early hfe, and had frequently
heard of Nan, to go the next day and sce her

“Tl go and see her to-might,” answered the doctor, “if the
case require ib, and to-morrow I shall look in to ieport how
she is, and hear the rest of what Mis Sullivan was telling
me about her wakeful nights. But, Gertrude, do you go, child,
and change yowm wet shoes and stockings I shall have you
on my hands next?

Mrs. Sullivan was dehghted with Dr. Jeremy, and when he
was gone, eagerly sounded his praise  “So different,” said she,
“from common doctors; so sociable and friendly! Why, I felt,
Gertrude, as if T could talk to lim about my sickness as ficely
as I could to you”

Gertrude readily joined in the praises bestowed upon her
much-valued friend. After the evening meal was over, and
Mr Cooper, much wearied with the fatigues of the day, had
been persuaded to retue to iest, while Mrs Sullivan, comfort-
ably reclining on the sofa, was enjoying what she always termed
her happiest hour, Gertrude broached the suhject 1ecommended
by Dr. Jeremy. Contiary to her expectations, Mrs Sullivan
no longer objected to the proposal of mtioducing a domestic
into the fammly. Gertrude suggested Jane Miller as a gitl 1e-
markably well suited to their wants, and it was agreed that
she should be applied for on the following morning
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CHAPTER XXV
THE VISION

Tt was a fortunate thing for Gertrude that the vacation time
at Mr. W—" school was approaching, and she would thus be
more at leisure to attend to her multiplied cares.  She contidercd
herself favouted, too, m obtaining the «crvices of Jane, who
willmgly consented to come and help Gertrude, and under her
tuition, Jane, who was neat and capable, was able, after a {c\v
days, to relieve Mrs Sullivan of nearly all her houschold duties,
and so far provide for many of her personal wants ns to leave
Gertrude at liberty to pay frequent wisits to the sick-room of
Nan, whose fever, having reached its height, rendered her ¢laim
for aid at present the most imperative, L ]

We need hardly say that, in Gertrude's still vivid recollection
of her former sufferings under the rule of Nan, there remained
nothing of bitteiness or a spint of revenge, if she meditated
upon the course she should pursue towards her once hated
tyrant, it was only to consider how she could best serve and
comfort her.

Therefore night after night found her watching by the bedside
of the sick woman, who, though still delirious, lind entirely lost
the fear and cdiead she had at first felt at her presence Nan
talked much of little Gerty—sometimes in a way that led Gertrude
1o beheve herself recognized, but more frequently as if the cluld
were supposed to be absent; and it was not until a long time
after that Gertrude was led to adopt the correct supposition,
which was, that she had been mistaken for her mother, whom
she much resembled, and who, though tended in her last sickness
by Nan heiself, the fevered, diseased, and conscience-stiicken
sufferer believed had come back to claun her cluld at her hands

One night—it was the last of Nan’s hfe—Gertrude, who had
scarcely left heir during the previous day, and was still maintain-
mg her watch, heard her own name mingled with those of others
n a few rapid sentences. She approached the bed and hstened
mtently, for she was always in hopes, during these partly incoherent
ravings, to gam some information concerning her own early life.
Her name was not 1epeated, however, and for some time Nan’s
voice was mdistinet Then, suddenly starting up and addiessmg
herself to some 1maginary person, she shouted aloud, “Stephiel
Stephie! give me back the watch, and tell me what you did
with the rings?—They will ask—those folks'—and what shall
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One Sabbath afternoon, a few weeks after Mr. Coopet’s death,
found Gertrude with an open letter in her hand. It had that
day been 1cccived, and Mrs, Sullivan, as she lay stictched upon
her couch, had been histening for the third time to the reading
of its contents. The bright hopes expressed by her son, and the
gay tone in which he wiote, all unconscious, as he yet was, of
the cloud of sourow that was gathering for him, formed so
stuking a contrast to her own 1cflections, that she lay with
her cyes closed, and oppiessed with an unwonted degree of
sadness ; while Geirtiude, as she glanced at the passage in which
Willie dilated upon the “joy of once more clasping in his arms
the dear hittle mother whom he so longed to see again” and
then tmined her gaze upon the wasted form and faded cheek
of that mother, felt an indescribable chill at her heart Dr.
Jeremy'’s fist fears weie all confirmed, and, her disease still
further aggravated by the anxiety and agitation which attended
Ler father's sickness and death, Mis, Sullivan was rapidly passing
away.

Whether she were herself aware that this was the case, Gertrude
had not yet been able to determine, and Gertrude, as she sui-
veyed her placid countenance, was almost mchned to believe that
she was yet deceiving heiself with the expectation of 1ecovery.

All doubt on this point was soon removed, for, after remaining
o short time engaged 1n deep thought, Mrs Sullivan opened her
eyes, and said, in a calm, distinct voice—

* Gertrude, I shall never see Willie agan.”

Gertrude made no reply

“T wish to write, and tell him so myself,” she continued; “or,
rather, if you will wiite for me, as you have done so many times
already, I should like to tell you what to say; and I feel that no
time is to be lost, for I am failing fast, and may not long have
strength to do it Will you commence a letter to-day?”

“Certainly, auntie, 1if you think 1t best” ’

“I do, Gerty What you wrote by the last mail was chiefly
concerning my father’s sickness and death; and there was notlung
mentioned which would be likely to alarm him on my account
was there?” . '

“Nothing at all.”

“Then 1t 15 quite time he should be forewarned, poor boy!
I do not need Dr Jeremy to tell me that I am dymg”

“Did ke tell you s0%” asked Gertrude, as she went to her deslk,
an‘c‘l began to arrange her wiiting materzals.

No, Geity! he was too prudent for that; but 7 told him, and
he did not contradict me You have known 1t some time, have
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* of Willie, and long for his presence in this trying hour’i It cannot :
“be o sin—that which is 5o natural 1” TN
» “T do not know, Gerty; perhaps it is not; and, if 1t be, T trust,
before T go hence, I shall be blessed with a spmb of perfect sub- .
mission; that will atone for the occasional murmuring “of 4,
*"mother’s heart! It is sinful, indeed, in me, Qertrude, to mdulge
. the least repining, blessed as T am in the love and care of one Who*
. 1s dear to me as a daughter!” T
* Qertride took her Bible, and opening it at the , Gospel of, St
Mark hei eye fell at once upon the account of our Saviour’sagony
“in the _Garden of Gethsemane, This she read, and-as she'finished -
*'ghe perceived that Mrs, Sullivan had fallen asleep.. ~When, after-
2 /8 little While, she awoke, she told Gertrude thatishe, had had
-beautiful dream ahout her son: Wilke. | It seemed to have made
her“perfectly hs:ppy, and. from this time until.Her death; av}mh
*took place -about_ - month® a{terwards, Mrs. Sullivan’s mmd re~
. mafeed 4 o state, -of _perfect remgna‘mon and tranquﬂhty. &As
o 3%0 said, the last parig had lost its bittetness.. .In the lebter Whmh
% f e-dictated to Willicy she' expressed her perfect trust in-the’ good-
~ness and wisdom 'of Promdence, and’ exhorted him-to, chisrish’ the
% savie submxsswe 16ve for. the All-mse. - She'remitided him: ‘of the
m::tlvilyhlessons *shé. b Jatight-him, the’ pisty, and self-Gommand:
% which she hag incilented, and'nade. it hetdvine traver that-her.
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influence might be increased, i1ather than diminished, and her
presence felt to be a continual reality.

After Gertrude had folded the letter, which she supposed com-
pleted, and left the house to attend to those duties in school which
she still continued regularly to perform, Mrs, Sullivan reopened
the nearly covered sheet, and, with her own feeble and trembling
hand, recounted the disinterested, patient, loving devotion of
Gertrude “So long,” said she, “my son, as you cherish in
-your heart the memory of your grandfather and mother, cease not
to bestow all the gratitude of which that heart 18 capable upon one
whose praises my hand 1s too feeble to portray ”

So slow and gradual was the dechine of Mrs Sullivan, that her
death at last came as an unexpected blow to Gertrude, who,
though she saw the ravages of the disease, could not reahize that
a termmmation must come to thewr work

In the dead hours of the night, with no one to sustain and
encourage her but the frightened and trembling Jane, did she
watch the depaiting spirit of her much-loved friend “Are you
afraid to see me die, Gertrude?” asked Mrs Sullivan, about an
hour befoie her death On Gertrude’s answering that she was
not—*“Then turn me a httle towards you,” said she, “that your
face, my darling, may be the last to me of earth”

It was done, and with her hand locked fast in Gertrude’s, and a
look that spoke of the deepest affection, she expired.

CHAPTER XXVI
MORE CHANGES

Not until her work of love was thus ended, did Gertrude
become conscious that the long continuance of her labours by
might and day had worn upon her frame, and utterly exhausted
her strength - But, after strugghng with disquieting symptoms for
several days, she rallied ; and, though still pale and worn by care
and anxiety, was able to resume her classes at school, and
make arrangements for providing herself with another home.

Mrs Jeremy was at first disposed to feel hurt and wounded _
by Gertrude’s refusal to come to them without delay, and consider
herself established for any length of time that she chose to remain ;
and the doctor himself was so peremptory, with his “Come, -
Gertrude, come right home with us—don’ say a word!” that
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she was afraid lest, 1n her weak state of health, she should
be actually carried off, without a chance to 1emonstrate

All her reasoning upon general principles proved nsufficient to
convince the warm-hearted couple “It was all nonsense about
independent positton She would be perfectly independent with
them, and her company would be such a pleasure that she need
feel no hesitation in accepting thewr offer, and might be sure
she would herself be conferring a favour, mnstead of being the
party obliged.”

“My friend,” said Gertrude, “I hope you will not condemn
n me a motive which has, I confess, strengthened my firmness
this matter. I should be unwilling to mention it, if I did not
know that you are so far acquainted with the state of affairs
between Mr Graham and myself as to understand, and in some
degiee sympathize with, my feelings. You know that he was
opposed to my leaving them, and hinted that I should never be able
to support myself, but should be driven to a hfe of dependence;
and since the salary which I receive from Mr W—— is sufficient
for all my wants, I am anxious to be so sitnated on Mr Graham’s
retuin, that he will perceive that my assurance that I could earn
my own hiving was not without foundation ”

“So Graham thought that, without his sustaimning power,
igu 'x:zould soon come to beggary—did he? That's just hke
im!” ’

“0, no, no'” replied Gertrude, “I did not say that, but
I seemed to Inm a mere child, and he did not realize that
giving me an education, he had, as 1t were, paid my expenses
in advance”

“I understand,” said the doctor “He thought you would
be glad to come back to them; just like him'”

“Well now,” said Mrs Jeremy, “I don’t believe he thought any
such thing He was provoked, and didn’t mund what he said
Ten to one he will never think of 1t agan, and 1t seems- to
né(,i, 16 15 only a kind of pride 1n Gertrude to care anything about
1
_ “I don’t know that, wife,” said the doctor “If it 4s pnde,
it’s an honourable pride, that I hke, and I am not sure but, if
1 were i Gertrude’s place, I should feel just as she does, so
I sha’n’t urge her to do any other ways than she proposes She
doesn't need to be told that, 1 case of any sickness or trouble,
our doors are always open to her”

“No, indeed,” said Mis Jeremy, “and, if you feel set about 1t,
Gerty, I am sure T shall want you to do whatever pleases you
best, but one thing T do insist on, and that 15, that you leave this
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house this very day, go home with me, and stay until you get
recruited ”

Gertiude, gladly consenting to a short visit, compromised
the matter by accompanymg them without delay.

Mrs. Ainold had o widowed sister, who was 1n the habit of
adding to her moderate income by receiving into her famly, as
boarders, a few young ladies who came to the city for purposes
of education Gertrude did not know this lady personally, but
had heard her warmly maised; and she indulged the hope that,
thiough her friend the clergyman’s wife, she might obtain with
her an agreeable and not too eapensive residence. In this she
was not disappointed. Mrs. Warren had fortunately vacant, at
this time, a lmge and cheerful front chamber, and, Mrs. Arnold
having recommended Gertrnde i the warmest manner, swtable
terms were agreed upon, and the room immediately placed at
her disposal

On entering the dining-room the first evening after Gerty took
up her 1esidence at Mis Warren’s, she expected to meet omly
strangers at the tea-table, but was agreeably disappointed at the
sight of Fanny Bruce, who, left in Boston while her mother and
biother were spending the winter in travelling, had now been
several weeks an mmate of Mrs. Warren’s house.

Fanny Bruce was a gul of good disposition and warm heart, but
she had been much neglected by her mother, whose chief pride
was in her son, the same Ben of whom we have previously spoken.
She had often been left behind 1n some boaiding-house, while her
pleasure-loving mother and indolent brother passed their time
1n journeying, and had not always been so fortunately situated as
at present A sense of loneliness, a want of sympathy i any of her
pursuits, had been a source of great unhappiness to the poor clnld,
who laboured under the pamnful consciousness that but little n-
terest was felt by anyone in her mmprovement or happiness.

QGertrude had not been long at Mrs. Warren’s before she observed
that Fanny oceupied an isolated position m the family Her appa-
rent loneliness could not fail to excite the compassion of one who
was heiself suffering from recent sorrow and beireavement; and,
although the quet and piivacy of her own room were, at this tume,
grateful to Gertrnde’s feelings, pity for poor Fanny mduced her to
mvite her frequently to come and sit with her, and she often
so far forgot her own griefs as to exert herself in providing
entertamment for her young visitor, who, on her part, considered
it privilege enough to share Gertrude’s retirement, read her books,
and feel confident of her friendship Dwing the month of March,
which was unusually stormy, Fanny spent almost every evening

~
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with Gertrude; and she, who at first felt that she was making
a sacrifice of her own comfort and ease by giving another such
constant access to her apartment, came, at last, to 1ealize the force
of Uncle True’s prophecy, that, in her efforts for the happiness
of others, she would at last find her own, for Fanny’s lively, and
often amusing, conversation drew Gertrude from the contempla-
tion of her tiials, and the interest and affection she awakened
saved her from the painful consciousness of her solitary situation

Amil arrived, and still no further news from Emly Ger-
trude’s heart ached with a vain longing once more to pour out
her griefs on the bosom of that dear friend, and find 1 her
consolation, encouragement, and support. For some time Ger-
trude wrote regularly, but of late she had not known where
to direct her letters, and since Mrs. Sullivan’s death there had
been no communication between her and the travellers. She
was sitting at her window one evening, thinking of that group
of friends whom she had loved with a daughter’s and a sister’s
love, and who were now separated from her by distance, or
death, when she was sunmoned below-stairs to see Mr. Arnold
and lis daughter Anne

After the usual civilities and enquiries, Miss Arnold turned
to Gertrude, and said, “Of course you have heard the news,
Gertrude?”

“No,” replied Gertrude; “I have heard nothing special.”

“What!” exclaimed Mr. Arnold, “have you not heard of Mr
Graham’s marriage?”

Gertrude started up mn surprise. “Do you really mean so, Mr.
Arnold? Mr. Graham married! When?! To whom?”

“To the widow Holbiook, a sister-in-law of Mr. Clinton’s, she
has been staying at Havana with a party from the North, and
the Giahams met her there”

“But, Gertrude,” asked Mr Arnold, “how does it happen you
have not heard of 1% It is 1n all the newspapers—*Married 1
New Orleans, J. H, Graham, Esq., of Boston, to Mrs. Somebody
o1 other Holbrook?”

“I have not seen a newspaper for a day or two,” rephed
Gertrude,

‘f And M_iss Graham’s blindness, I suppose, prevents her
writing,” said Anne; “but I should have thought Mr. Graham
would have sent wedding comphments ”

« Gertrude made no reply, and Miss Arnold continued laughingly,
I suppose hus bride engrosses all his attention ”

“Do you know anything of this Mrs. Holbrook?” asked
Gertrude,
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“Not much,” answered Mr. Arnold. “I have seen her occa-
sionally at M. Clinton’s. She is a handsome, showy woman,
fond of soctety, I should thinl.”

“T have seen her very often,” said Anne.  “She 15 & coarse, noisy,
dashing person—just the one to make Miss Emily misetable.”

Gertrude looked distressed, and Mr. Arnold glanced repiovingly
at his daughter.

“ Anne,” saxd he, “are you sure you speak advisedly?”

“Belle Clinton 15 my authority, father. I only judge from
what T used to hear her say at school about her Aunt Bella, as
she always used to call her”

“Did Isabel 1epresent her aunt so unfavourably?”

“Not intentionally,” replied Anne; “she meant the greatest
praise, but I never liked anything she told us about her.”

“WWe will not condemn her until we can decide upon acquaint-
ance,” saud Mr. Arnold mildly; “perhaps she will prove the very
reverse of what you suppose her.”

“Can you tell me anything concerning Emily?” asked Gertrude,
“and whether Mr, Grabam is soon to return?”

“T have seen only the notice in the papers,” said Miss Arnold.
“When did you hear fiom them yourself%”

Gertrude mentioned the date of her letter from Mrs Ellig, the
account she had given of a gay party from the Noith, and sug-
gested the probability that the present Mrs Graham was the
widow she had deseribed

“The same, undoubtedly,” said Mr. Arnold

At this junctwe Dr. and Mrs. Jeremy entered. The former
held 1 his bhand a sealed lettei, directed to Gertrude, i the
handwriting of Mr. Graham, and, as he handed it to her, he
rubbed his hands, and, looking at Anne Ainold, exclaimed, “ Now,
Miss Anne, we shall hear all about these famous nuptials!”

Finding her wisitors thus eager to learn the contents of her
letter, Geirtrude bioke the seal, and hastily perused 1ts contents.

The envelope contained two or three pages closely wiitten by
Mrs Ells, and also a somewhat lenghty note from Mr, Graham.
Surprised as Gertrude was at any communication from one who
had parted from her in anger, her strongest desire was to hear
particularly from Emily, and she therefore gave the preference
to the housckeeper’s document, that being most likely to contain
the desired information. It ran as follows.—

. “New York, 81st March, 1852.

DEAR GERTRUDE,—As there weie plenty of Boston folks at
the wedding, I dare say you have heard before this of Mr.
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A postseript contained the following :—

“1 need not teil my darling Gertrnde how much I have misced
ler, and longed to have her with me again; how I have thought
of her by might and day, and prayed God to strengthen and fit
her for her wmany trials and labours  The letter written somm
after Mr. Cooper’s death is the Jast that has reached me, and
T do not know whether Mis. Sullivan iy still living  Wiite to
me at once, my dear cld, if you cannot come to wg  Father
will tell you of our plang and ask jou to accompany ns ta
Ewope, my heart will be hght if I can take my dear Gerty
with e, but not if she leave any other duty belund. T trust
to you, my love, to decide aright. You have héard of father’s
marrage It 15 a great change for us all, but will, T trust,
result 1 happiness  Mis Graham has two meces, who are with
ns at the hotel. They aie to be of our party to go abroad, and
are, I understand, very beautiful girls, especially Belle Clinton,
whom you have seen in Boston some yems ago. Mrs Ellis is
vary tired of writing, and I must close with assuring my dearest
Gertrude of the devoted affection of

“Eyiny Granma?®

It was with great curiosity that Gertinde unfolded Mr.
Graham’s epstle It ran thus:—

“Miss GertrubDt Frint,—I am married, and intend to go
abioad on the 28th of April, my daughter will accompany us,
and, as Mis Elhs dreads the sea, I am mduced to propose that
you join us at New York, and attend the party, as a companion
to Emily. I have not forgotten the mngratitude with which you
once slighted a similar offer on my part, and nothing would
compel me to give you another opportunity to mamfest such
a sprrit but a desire to promote the happiness of Emily, and
a sincere wish to be of service to a young person who has
been 1n my family so long that I feel a friendly interest in
providing for her. I thus put it in your power, by complying
with our wishes, to do away from my mind the recollection of
your past behaviour; and, if you choose to 1etuin to us, I shall
enable you to maintain the place and appearance of a lady. As
we sail the last of the month, it 15 important you should be
here 1n the course of a fortmght; and if you will write and name
the day, T will myself meet you at the boat Mis, Ellis being
anxious to return to Boston, I hope you will come as soon as
possible  As you will be obhged to incur expenses, I enclofe
a sum of money sufficient to cover them, If you have contracted
debts, let me know to what amount, and I will see that all 1s
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made ’nght before you leave Trusting to your being now come
to a sense of your duty, I am 1eady to subscribe myself your
friend

’ “J H. GragaM.”

Gertrude was sitting near a lamp, whose light fell directly upoh
her face, which, as she glanced over Mr Graham’s note, flushed
crimson with wounded pride Dr. Jeremy, who was watching her
countenance, observed that she changed colour, and during the
few minutes that Mr and Miss Arnold stayed to hear the news,

{he gave an occasional glance of defiance at the letter, and as soon
as they were gone, begged to be made acquainted with its con-
tents, assuring Gertrude that if she did not let him know what
Ciaham said, he should believe 1t a thousand times more insulting
than it really was

“He writes,” sud Gertiude, “to mvite me to accompany them
to Europe”

“Indeed!” said Dr Jeremy, with a low whistle, “and he
thinks you'll be silly enough to pack up and start off at a minute’s
notice !”

“Why, Gerty,” said Mrs. Jeremy, “yowll hike to go, shanm’t
you, dear? It will be delightful!”

“ Delhightful +—nonsense, Mrs Jerry,” exclaimed the doctor.
“What 1s there delightful, I want to know, 1 travelling about
with an arrogant old tyrant, his blind daughter, upstart, dashy
wife, and her two fine-lady nieces? A pretty position Gertrude
would be in, a slave to the whims of all that company!”

*“Why, Dr. Jerry,” mterrupted his wife, “you forget Emily!”

“Emily'—to be sure, she’s an angel, and never would impose
upon anybody, least of all her own pet; but she’ll have to play
second fiddle herself, and I’'m mustaken if she doesn’t find 1t pretty
hard to defend her rights and mantam a comfortable position in
her father’s enlarged family circle.”

“So much the more need, then,” said Gertrude, “that some-
one should be enlisted in her interests, to ward off the approach
of every annoyance ”

1 “t]())o you mean, then, to put yourself in the breach?” asked the

octor.

. “1 mean to accept Mr Graham's invitation,” replied Gertrude,
and joui Emily at once, but I trust the harmony that seems

to subsist between her and her new connections will continue

und}sturbed, so that I shall have no occasion to take up arms
on ler

on account, and on my own I do not entertam a single
r

“Then you really think you shall go?” said Mrs. J eremy.
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“I do,” said Gertrude; “nothing but my duty to Mrs Sullivan
-and her father led me to thmk of leaving Emly, That duty is

at an end, and now that T can be of use to her, and she wishes
me back, I cannot hesitate o moment. T see very plaiuly, from
M, Elhe's letter, that Enuly is not happy, and nothing which
I can do to make her s0 must be negleeted,  Only think, Mrs,
Jeremy, what a friend she has been fo me!”

“T know it,” said Mrs Jeremy, “and I daie say you will enjoy
the journcy, in spite of all the scarecrows the doctor sets up to
fughten you; but still, I declare, it does scem a sacrifice for
you to leave your beautiful room, and all your comforts, for
such an uncertain sort of hic as one has travelling with a large
paty”

“Sacrifice!” interrupted the doctor, “it’s the greatest sacrifice
that ever I heard of

“No, doctor,” said Gertrude warmly, “nothing that I do
for Zmly's sake can be called a sacrifice, it is my greatest
pleasure ”

“Qerty always finds her pleasure in doing what is right”
remarked Mis Jeremy.

“0, no,” smd Qertrude, “my wishes often lead me astray,
but not i this case. I must go to her; I cannot think of
domng otherwise.”

“T wish I thought,” muttered Dr. Jeremy, “that the sacrifice
you make would be half appreciated. But there’s Giaham, Tl
venture to say, thinking it will be the greatest favour m the
world to take you back agam. I wonder what would have
induced poor Phihp Amory to go back.” Then, in a louder toue,
he enquired, “Has he made any apology in his letter for past
unkindness?”

“I do not think he considered any to be needed,” replied
Gertrude.

Mis Jeremy now intercsted herself in the details of Gertrude’s
arrangements, offered an attic room for the storage of her
furniture, gave up to her a dressmaker whom she had engaged
for herself, and before she left a plan was laid on, by followng
which Gertrude would be enabled to start for New York=n less
than o week.

In Joss than a fortmight from the time of her departure, Mrs.
Ellis rét\urncd to Boston, and brought news of the safe conclusion
of Gertmge’s journey, A letter, 1cceived a week after, by Mrs
Jeremy, announced that they should sal in a few days She
was, theiefore, surprised, when a second epistle was put into
her hands, da}e\d the day succeeding that on which she supposed

\
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Mr. Graham’s party to have left the country. It was as
follows: “ New Yorl, dprid 29th
“My pEAR Mns., JEREMY,—As yesterday was the day on
which we expected to sail for Europe, you will be somewhat
astomished to hear that we are yet in New York, and stll more
so to learn that the foreign tour is now indefinitely postponed.
Only two days since Mr Graham was seized with his old com-
plaint, the gout, and the attack proved so violent as seiiously
to threaten his life. Although to-day somewhat reheved, and
considered by his physician out of immediate danger, he remains
a geat sufferer, and a sea voyage is pronounced impracticable
for months to come His great anxiety 1s to be at home; and,
as soon as it is possmble for him to bear the journey, we shall
all hasten to the house in D-——. I enclose a note for Mrs Ells.
It contains various directions which Emily is desirous she should
receive, and as we did not know how to address her, I have
sent it to you, trusting to your kindness to see 1t forwarded.
Mrs Graham and her nieces, who have been anticipating much
pleasure from going abroad, are, of course, greatly disappointed
at the entire change in their plans for the summer. It is par-
ticularly trying to Miss Clinton, as her father has been absent
more than a year, and she was hoping to meet him in Paris.
“It 1s impossible that erther Emly or myself should personally
regret a journey of which we felt only dread, and, were it not for
My Ghabam’s illness being the cause of its postponement, we
should both, I think, find it hard not to realize a degree of selfish
satisfaction in the prospect of returning to the dear old place
in D——, where we hope to be established in the course of the
next month. I say we, for neither Mr. Graham nor Enmuly will

hear of my leaving them again.
“T am yours, very sincerely,
“GERTRUDE FLINT.”

_ CHAPTER XXVII
JEALOUSY

Mr. Graham'’s country house boasted a fine old-fashioned entry,

‘Wiﬂ.l a door at either end, both of which usually stood open
during the warm weather,

g ) admitting a cool current of air, and
rendering the neighbourhood of the front entrance a favourite
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reart far the famdly. Hore, on s plea-nt June momieg, Trgled
Clinton, and lr consin, Kitty By, bad innde thegp sbver come
fortuble,  Tusbel had dirvwn g o v Ghade cdon 0 the donps
sill, en eoneed hersedf in it and was praang ddly dows the read,
She wae n bewntsful g, G aud fnely forae J, with o dfieate
complexion, (dear, blue cvoy nnd nek, Bzl flowing cwde The
cane Yovely ehild, whom Gestrude had gassd npon with saplis,
a9, leaning againd the windaw of hee fathes’s Low o che watehod
old Trae winle he it his Lonp had vipened inte an rcqu My lovely
woman,  Her nneommon heautty, meded and o nhweed by ol the
advnntages of dres which okill eould zugee d o money provide,
mde her universally ndmired, flattered, and ecare wd,

Al an ealy age deprived of her mother, avd b ft fur vame yoars
almost wholly to the eare of sorvanty, ahie roon larned to ap-
preciate, at more than thewr true svalne, the ontwird ntiretion:
<he po~essed 3 and her aunt, under whoro tutelage she had been
stnee she left tehool, was hittle cdenlated to countorart in her thic
andue selfeadnurntion. She was Jooking sastly well, na she sa
there, attived i a blue cashmere morning-dress, richly ctandorol
and flowiug open n front, for the purpue e of displ aying an equally
rich flounced cambrie petticoat, It can <rarcely be wondrred
at that she was her-elf pleaced and «<atisfied with an eutward
appearance that conld not fail to please and satisly the mo-y
severe entie,

On o low seat at her feet sat Kitty Ray, n eomplets eontract
to her cousin 1 looks, manners, and many points of character,
Kitty was one of thowe whom the world usually calle a «weet
little creature, lively, playful, and affectionate.  She wa< a pretty
girl, always bright and enimated, mirthful and happy: fond
of her cousin Belle, and sometimes influenced by her, though
often, on the other land, enlicting with all her force an the
opposite side of some contested question  Unlike DBells, she
was seldom well dressed, for, though possessed of ample means,
rhe was very careless  On the present oceasion, her dark silk
wrapper was half concealed by w crimeon flannel sack, which
she held tightly around her, declaring that 1t was a dreadiul
chilly morning, and that she was half-frozen to death,

“T wonder who those people are comng up the road,” snid
Belle; “I've been watching them for some time”

Kitty stood up, and looked in the direction to which Belle
pointed  After observing the couple who were approaching her
& mimute or two, she exclaimed: “Why, that's Gertrude Tlint!
I wonder where she’s been? and who can that be with her? I
didn’t know there was a beau to be had about here.”

s
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# Tean 1 said Belle suceringly. .

"Kud why not & bray, Cousin Belle? T'm sure he lonks like
ooe,” . “ .

[ nonldn’t pive much for any of her beaux!” fmd‘BeHe i

enidnt youl® said Kitty, “Vowd hefter wait until you
pen wha they are: you near-sighted people shiouldn't decide in
sl w hwrer. 1 ean tell you that hie's a gentlewan you wounldn't
atgeat to walking with yourself; it's Mr. Bruce, the one we met
in New Drleans®

“1 don't behese it exclaimed Belle, starting up. )

“You will soon have n chance to see for yourself, for he is
coming home with her”

# {fe 76 What ean be be walking with her for?”

“Tqg shew hic tuste, perhaps. T am sure he could not find
tune pgroable company.”

“You and I don’t agree about that,” replied Belle. “X don't
wee oy lnng very ngrecable about her”

“Peeise you are determined not to, Belle. Lverybody elee
think, her Churming, and e, Bruce is opening the gate for her
a« politely w9 af shie were o queen, T like ham for that”

1 real” maid Delle, *“She’s got on that white cape bonnet
of hievs, and that tliecked gingham diees! T wonder what Mr,
Brues thinks of her, and he such a eritic in regard to ladies'
{ir{‘: "

Gertrude and her companion now drew near the honse. The
{ermer looked up, sax the young ladies in the doorway, and
smtfod pleasantly at Kitty, who was making strange grimaces,
wund piving sygmficant glances over Belle’s ehoulder; bub Mr,
ek, whe seemed much engaged by the society he was already
enjoymg, did not oleerve ather of them; and they distinetly
Prard him g3y, av be honded Gertrude n cmall pureel he had
oo ennvng for her, I beliese T won’t come in; it's such
w bure to have to talk to drangers, Do you work 1n the garden,
wmurniors, i sumwer(®

“Xey" rephied Gertrude, “there is nothing left of my garden

bt he memory of o)
“Why, Mies Gertrude,” s2id the young man, T hope these newe-
e aner hasen’t mterfored with—" Here, olrerving the diree-
it of Gertrude’s eyes, be 1aived hic own, caw Belle and Kitty
rtandien opponite to him, and, rompellid now to recommize and
e ko wath thon, went forvand fo shke handa,

M Bruee hwew parfectly well that the nivees of the pusent
Mrs Griam voe the same gith b bad net at the Senth, and
votsy nevertheles, andufcient aboud rencwing s sequuntance.
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His vanity, however, was not proof against the evident pleasure
they both manifested at seeing Inm again; and he was in a few
minutes engaged in an ammated conversation with them, while
Gertrude quetly enteied the house, and went upstans to Emuly’s
1oom. Thither Mrs. Ellis presently came with complamnts of the
many thmgs she had to attend to, and, in order to help her,
Gertrude offered to take the stalles off some strawberries for her.
Mrs Ells was only too thankful for Gertrude’s help, and
seating heiself in the dining-room, Gerty commenced her task.
In the meanwinle, Belle and Kitty were doing their best to
entertain Mr. Bruce, who, sitting on the door-steps, and leaning
back against a pillar of the prazza, from tune to time cast lus
eyes down the entry and up the staircase, in hopes of Geitrude’s
reappearance; but, despairing of 1t at last, he was on the point
of taking his departure, when lus sister Fanny came in at the
gate, and was rushing past the assembled trio and into the house.
Her brother, however, caught her, and before he let her go,
whispered something m her ear,
“Who is that wild Indian?” asked Kitty Ray, as Fanny ran
across the entiy and disappeared.
“ A sister of mine,” answered Ben in a nonchalant manner.
“Ts she?” said Kitty; “I have seen her here several times, and
never took any notice of het. What a pretty girl she is!”
“Do you think so?” said Ben *Sorry I can’t agree with you.
I think she’s a fright”
Fanny now reappeared, and stopping a moment on her way up-
staus, called out, “ She says she can’t come; she’s busy
“IWho$” asked Kitty, mm her turn catching Fanny and detain-
ing her
“Miss Flint”
Mr. Bruce coloured slightly, and Belle observed it
“Where are you going, Fanny?” asked her brother.
. ‘;UPstairs Miss Flint saxd T might go up and bnng down the
irds
She 1an off, and soon came back again with a cage in her hand,
containing the httle monias sent by Willie from Calcutta
“Put them down on the door-step, Fanny,” said Ben, “so that
we can see them better.”
“I'm afraxd youll frighten them,” replied Fanny.
“No, we won't,” said Ben, “we are disposed to be very
friendly to Miss Gertiude’s birds. Where did she get them, do
you know, Fanny?”

“Mr Snllivan sent them to her from India He 1s a particular
friend of hers” -
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“o you know his Christian name?” asked Belle.

“«] suppose 1t's Wilham,” said Fanny. “ Miss Emly calls the
birds hittle Willies ” . .

«Belle!” exclamed Kitty, « that's your William Sullivant”

«T don’t know what you mean, Kitty,” sud Belle tartly “JMr
Sullivan 1s a jumor paitner of my father’s, but I have not seen
Jim for years” . -

«Except m your dreams, Belle,” suggested Kitty “You for-

et ”
s Belle now looked angry, and took no pains to conceal the fact.
Mr Biuce felt awkward and annoyed, and soon went away,
leaving the two cousins to settle their difficulty as they best
could As soon as he had gone, Belle folded up her woik and
walked upstairs to her room with great digmity, while Katty
stayed behind to laugh over the matter, and improve her oppoi-
tumty to make friends with Fanny Biuce She called Fanny
to sit beside her, put her arm round her waist, and commenced
talking about Gertrude, and the origin and extent of the inti-
macy which seemed to exist between her and the Bruce famuly

Fanny, who was always communicative, willingly informed her
of the circumstances which had attached her so strongly to a
fizend who was some years her senior.

“And your brother,” said Kitty; “he has known her some
time, hasn’t he?”

“Yes, indeed, I suppose s0,” answered Fanny carelessly.

“What did he whisper to you when you came up the steps?”

“Q, he bade me ask Miss Gertrude if she wasn’t coming back
;clo see him agamn; and tell her he was tired to death waiting for

er’
« Kitty pouted and looked vexed “I want to know,” said she,
if Miss Flint has been in the habit of receiving company here,
anc‘iobfelng treate}(ll like an equal®” '

) course she has” answered Fanny, with spuit, “wh
shouldn’t she? She’s the most perfect ﬁdy I evgr se’uv, amg
gxot]ll]er”says she has beautiful manners, and I must take pattern

y her -

Fanny now joined Gertrude, and Kitty stretched herself on the
entry sofa and fell asleep She was awakened by her aunt, who
returned from the city a short time before dinner, and finding her
f\‘sleep m her morming wrapper, shook her by the armn and said,

Kitty, wake up and go dress for dnner.”

It was Katty’s policy, after grving offence to her cousin® Belle, to
appear utterly unconscious of the existence of any unkind feelings ;
-and though Belle often manifested some degree of sulkiness, shé
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was too dependent upon Kitty'’s society to retain that dispasition
long They were soon, therefore, chatting together as usual

“Pelle,” said Kitty, as she stood arranging her bair at the glass,
“do you remember & gul we used to meet every morning on our
way to school, walking with a paralytic old man?”

“ YC% n

“Do you know, I think it was Gertrude Flint. She has altered
very much ; but the features are still the same, and there certainly
never was hut one such pair of eyes?

“I have no doubt she is the same person,” said Belle.

“Did you think of 1t before?”

“Yes, as soon as Fanny spoke of her knowing Willie Sulhvan”

“Why, Belle! Why didn’t you speak of 1t1”

“Y don’t feel so much interest in lLer as you and some others
do.’l

“What otheis?”

“Why, Mr. Bruce; don’t you see he is half in love with her?”

“No, I don’t see any such thing, he has known her for a long
time, and of cowse he feels a respect for a girl that the Grahams
make so much of But I don’t believe he'd think of being 1n lote
with a poor gnl like her, with no family connections to boast of.”

“Perhaps he didn’t thinl: of being ”

“Well, he wouldn’t be. She 1sn’t the sort of percon that would
smit lim. He would want a wife that was very lively and fond
of company, and know how to make a show with moncy.”

“A mrl, for mstance, like Kitty Ray.”

“How ndiculous, Belle! just as if people couldn’t talk without
thinkil?g of themselves all the time! What do I care about Ben
Bruce?’

“J don’t know that you care anything about him, but I
wouldn’t pull all the hair out of my head about it, as you secm
to be domg There’s the dinner-bell, and you'll be late, as usual.”

CHAPTER XXVIII
THE DISAPPOINTED WOOLR

Twilight of this same day found Gertrude and Emly seated at
a window which commanded a delightful western view. Gertrude
had been describing to her blind friend the gorgeous picture pre-
sented to her vision by the masses of rich and brilliantly panted
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cloud ; but now the glory had faded away, save long strip of
gold which skirted the hoiizon, and the stars as they came ouf,
one by one, scemed to look 1n at the chamber window with a
smile of recognition. )

In the parlgur below there was company from the city, and the
sound of muth and laughter came up on the evenmg breeze; so
mellowed, however, by distance, that 1t contrasted with the peace
of the quiet room, without disturbing it

They were nterrupted by Katy, whom Mrs Graham sent to
announce & new visitor— Mrs. Bruce—who had enquired for
Emily.

“Ibsupposo I must go down,” said Emily; “youlll come too,
Gertrude” .

“No, I believe not, unless she asked for me Did she, Katy?”

“Mrs Graham was only afther mintioning Miss Emily,” said
Katy.

“ '}illcn T will stay here,” said Gertrude; and Emily, finding it
to be her wish, went without her.

There was soon another loud 1ing at the door-bell, and this time
Gertrnde's presence was particularly 1equested, to see Dr. and
Mis Jeremy.

When she entered the parlour, she found a great number of
guests assembled, and every seat in the room occupied As she
came 1n alone and unexpected by the greater part of the company,
all eyes weie turned upon her. Contrary to the expectation of
Belle and Kitty, who were watching her with curiosity, she mani-
fested merther embarrassment nor awkwardness, but glancing
leisurely at the various groups until she recogmzed Mis Jeremy,
crossed the large saloon with characteristic grace, and as much
ease and self-possession as if she were the only person present.
After grecting that lady with her usual warmth and cordahty,
she turned to speak to the doctor; but he was sitting next Fanny
Bruee, 1 the window seat, and was half concealed by the cm tain,
Before he could 1ise and come forward, Mrs Bruce nodded pleas-
antly from the opposite corner, and Gertrude went to shake
hands with her. Mr. Bruce, who formed one mn a gay circle

of young ladies and gentlemen collected in that part of the room,
now rose und offered his chair, saying.

“Miss Gertrude, do take this seat ”

“Thank you,” said Gertrude, “but I sec my friend the doctor
on the other side of the room, he expects me to come and speak
to him—so don’t let me disturb you.”

Doctor Jeremy now came half-way acioss the room to meet
her. and, taking her by both hands, led her mto the recess formed
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by the window, and placed her in his own scat, next to Fanny
Bruce. To the astomishment of all who knew him, Ben Druce
brought his own chair, and placed it for the doctor opposite to
Gertrude

A moment after Kitty Ray missed Ben from the room, and
immediately espied him standing on the piazza, and leaning
through the open window to talk with Gertrude, Dr. Jeremy,
and Fanny. The conversation soon became very lively; there
scemed to be a war of wits going on; the doctor especially
_laughed very loud, and Gertrude and Fanny often joming in
the meny peal Kitty endured it as long as she could, and then
ran boldly across to join the party, and hear what they were
having 50 much fun about

But 1t was all an enigma to Kitty. Dr. Jeremy was talking
with Mr. Bruce concerning something which had happened many
years ago; theie was a great deal about a fool’s cap, with a long
tassel, and taking afternoon naps in the grass. The doctor was
making queer allusions to some old pear-tree, and traps set for
thieves, and kept reminding Gertrude of circumstances which
attended thewr first acquaintance with each other and with Mr
Bruce

Kitty was beginning to feel that, as she was unimtiated in
all they were talking about, she had placed herself 1n the position
of an intruder, and was thercupon looking a little embarrassed
and ill at ease, when Gertrude touched her arm, and kindly
making room for her next.herself, motioned to her to sit down,
saying, as she did so, “Dr Jeremy is speaking of the time when
he (or he and 7, as he chooses to have it) went fruit-stealing 1n
Mrs B”ruce’s orchard, and were unexpectedly discovered by Mr.
Bruce.

“You mean, my dear,” interrupted the doctor, “that Mr. Bruce
was discovered by us  Why, 1t’s my opmnion he would have
slept until this time if I hadn’t given him such a thorough
waking-up.” -

“My first acquaintance with you was certainly the greatest
awakening of my life,” said Ben, speaking as if to the doctor, but
looking meaningly at Gertrude “That was not the only nap
it cost me. How sorry I am, Miss Gertrude, that you've given.
up working in the garden, as you used to!” -

Kitty now addressed some remark to Mr Bruce on the subject
of gardening, and Gertrude, turning to Dr Jeremy, continued in
earnest conversation with him, until Mrs Jeremy rose to go,
when, approaching the window, she said:

“Dr. Jerry, have you given Gertrude her letter?”

-
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-« Qoodness me!” exclaimed the doctor, “I came near forgefting
16” Then feeling 1 his pocket, he drew foith an ewdeptly
foreign document, the envelope hiterally covered with varlous
coloured post-office stamps ~ “See here, Gerty, genuine Calcutta ;
no mistake.” ,

Gertrude took the letter, and, as she thanked the doctor, her
cointenance expressed pleasure at receiving it—a pleasure, how-
ever, tempered by sadness, for she had heard from Willie but
once since he learned of his mother’s death, and that letter had
been such an outpouring of grief, that the sight of his handwiiting
almost pained her, as she anticipated something like a 1epetition
of the outburst

Mr Bruce, who kept his eyes upon her, and half expected to
see her change colour, and look disconcerted, on the letter bemg
handed to her in the presence of so many witnesses, was reassured
by the composure with which she took it, and held it openly
in her hand, while she bade the doctor and his wife good-evening.
She followed them to the door, and was then retreating to her
own apartment, when she was met at the foot of the stawrs by
Mr Bruce, who asked 1f her letter was of such importance that
she must deny the company the pleasure of her society m order
to study 1its”contents. _

“It is from a friend of whose welfare I am anxious to hear,”
said Gertrude gravely. “Please excuse me to your mother, if
she enquires for me”

“QOh, Miss Gertrude ” said Mr. Bruce, “1t’s no use coming here
to see you, you are so frequently invisible What part of the
day 15 one most hikely to find you disengaged?”

“Hardly any part,” saxd Gertrude. “I am always very busy;
but good-might, Mr. Bruce. Don't let me detain you from the
other young ladies,” and Gertrude ran upstairs, leaving Mr Bruce
uncertain whether to be vexed with himself or her.

Contrary to Gerty’s expectations, her letter from William
Sullivan proved very soothing to the grief she had felt on his
account. She was much relieved to find that he now wrote
a calmer stram; that he had taken to heart his mother’s last
entreaty and prayer for a submissive disposition on his part,
and that, although deeply afflicted, he was schooling himself to
patience and resignation  But he did not, 1 this letter, dwell

long upon his own sufferings under bereavement

The three closely written pages were almost wholly devoted
to fervent and ear

nest expressions of gratitude to Gertrude for

the active kindness'and love which had cheered and comforted
the last days of his much-regretted friends. He prayed that
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Heasen would bless her, and reward her disinterested and sclf-
denying efforts, and closed with saying:

“Yon are all there 15 left to me, Gertrude, I1 I loved yon
before, my heart is now bound to you by ties stronger than
those of carth; my hopes, my labours, my prayers, are all for
you God gant that we may 9ome day meet again!”

For an liowm after she had finished 1eading, Gertrude sat lost
i meditation, her thoughts went back to her home at Uncle
True’s, and the days when she and Withe pasced so many happy
howis in close companionship, little dieaming of the long separa-
tion so soon to ensue. She rehearsed in her mir © 1 the «ue-
ceceding events which had brought her mto her present position,
and was only startled at last from the reverie she was indulging
in by the voices of Mrs Graham’s visitors, who were now taking
leave

Mrs. Bruce and her son lingered a little, until the carriages had
driven off with those of the guests who were to return to the city,
and, as they were making their farewells on the doorstep, directly
beneath Gertinde’s window, she heard Mrs Graham say:

“Remember, Mr. Bruce, we dine at two; and Miss Fanny, we
shall hope to sce you also. I presume you will join the walking
party ”

This, then, was an arrangemeut which was to bring Mr Bruce
there to dinner, at no very distant period; and Gertrude’s re-
flections, forsaking the past, began to centre upon the present

Mr. Bruce’s attentions to her had that day been marked, and
the professions of admiration he had contrived to whisper in
her car had been still more so  Both these attentions and this
adnuration were unsought and undesired ; nerither were they in
any degiec flattering to the high-minded girl, who was superior
to coquetry, and whose self-respect was even wounded by the
confident and assured manner in which Mr. Bruce made lis
advances

His carnestness and perseverance had begun to annoy the
object of lus admiration before she left Mr., Graham’s in the
autumn, and she was glad soon after to hear that he had ac-
companied his mother to Washington, as 1t ensured her agamnst
meeting him again for months to come

On the day succeeding the one of which we have been speaking,
Mr Graham returned fiom the city about noon. Joinng the
young ladies in the entry, he unfolded his newspaper, and, handing
1t to Katty, asked her to read the news

“ What shall I read?” said Kitty. -

“The leading article, if you please ?



THE DISAPPOINTED WOOER 143

itty turned the paper inside and ouf, looked hastily up and
do?ntgts pages, andptlla)en declared her mability to find it M.r.
Graham stared at her with astonishment, and then pointed in
silence to the wished-for article She began, but had scarc_ely
read a sentence before Mr Graham stopped her, saying im-
patiently . .

«Don’t read so fast—I can’t hear a single word!”

She novw fell mto the other extreme, and drawled so jntolerably
that her auditor mterrupted her again

“VWhere's Gertiude?” he asked. “She's the only girl T ever
saw that did know anything Won’t you call her, Kitty?”

Kitty went to call Gertrude, and told her for what she was
wanted  Gertrude was astomshed, but, obedient to his summons,
she presented herself, and commenced with the ship-news, and
without asking any questions, turned to vaiious items of intelh-
gence, taking them 1in the order which she knew Mr. Graham
preferred.

The old gentleman, leaming back 1n his easy-chair, looked
amazingly contented and satisfied, and when Belle and Kitty
had gone off to their room, he remarked:

¥This seems like old times, doesn’t 1t, Gertrude?”

He now closed his eyes, and Gertrude was soon made aware,
by Ius deep breathing, that he had fallen asleep.

Secing that, as he sat, it would be impossible for her to pass
without waking him, she laid down the paper, and was preparimg
to draw some work from her pocket, when she observed a shadow
n the doorway, and, looking up, saw the very peison whom she
had yesterday resolved to avoid.

Mr. Bruce was staring 1n her face, with an indolent air of ease
and confidence, which she always found very offensive He had
in one hand & bunch of roses, which he held up to her admiring
gaze.

“Very beautiful?” said Gertrude, as she glanced at the little
branches, covered with a luxurious growth of moss rose-buds,
both pink and white

She spoke 1m a low voice, fearing to awaken Mr. Graham., Mr.
Bruce, therefore, softening lus to a whisper, 1emaiked, “I thought
they were pretty when I gathered them, but they suffer from the
comparigson, Miss Gertrude;” and he gave a meaning look at the
roses m her cheeks, - °

Geitrude, to whom this was a stale compliment, took no notice
of 1t, but, rising, advanced to make her exit by the front door,

s:s[;yxung,” “I will send the Jadies woid that you are here, Mr.
ce.
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“0, pray don’t!” smid he, putting himself in her way. “It
would be cinel; I haven’t the slightest wish to see them”

He so effectually prevented her, that she was unwillingly com-
pelled to 1esume her seat and her work.

Mr. Bruce looked lus triumph, and took advantage of it.

- ¥ Miss Gertrude,” said he, “will you oblige me by wearing these
flowers in your hair to-day?” .

“T do not wear gay flowers,” replied Geitrude, without hfting
her eyes fiom her work.

Supposing tlis to be on account of her mourning, he selected
the white buds from the rest, and, presenting them to her, begged

_that for Lis sake she would display them i contrast with her
dark silken brads

“T am much obliged to you,” said Gertiude; “I never saw
more beautiful roses, but I am not accustomed to be so much
dressed, and beg to be excused.”

“Then you won’t take my flowers?”

“Certainly 1 will, with pleasure,” said she, nsing, “if you will
let me get a glass of water, and place them in the parlour.”

“T did not cut my floweis, and bring them heie, for the benefit
of the whole houschold,” smad Ben “If you won’t wemx them,
Miss Gertrude, I will offer them to somebody that will”

This be thought would alarm her, for his vanity was such that
he attributed her behaviour wholly to coguetry.

“T will pumsh hei,” thought he, as he tied the roses together
again, and ananged them for presentation to Katty, who, he knew,
would be flattered to receive them

A short silence ensued, and then Gertrude exclaimed, “Ah!
here is an old friend coming to see us! Please let me pass, Mr
Biuce” >

The gate at the end of the yard swung to as she spoke, and
Ben beheld approaching the person whom Gertiude wished to go
and mect

“Don’t be 1n such a hurry to leave me!” said he  “That Little
cione, whose coming seems to give you so much satisfaction, can’t
get here this half-hour, at the rate she 1s travelling ”

“She is an old fuend,” rephed Geitrude; “I must go and
welcome hei ” Her countenance expressed s0 much eainestness
that Mi. Biuce was ashamed to pesist i his incivility, and,
rising, permitted her to pass Miss Patty Pace—for she 1t was
who was tollmg up the yard—seemed oveijoyed at seeing Ger-
trude, and the moment she recogmized her commenced waving
a huge feather fan. As she drew near, Miss Patty took her by
both hands, and stood talking with her some minutes before
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with measuied, mincing steps to Mrs. Graham, and slopping in
fiont of her, made o low cuitesy.

“Ilow do you do, ma'am?” said Mis. Graham, half inclining to
behieve that Gertiude was playing off a Joke upon her,

“This, I presume, 18 the mistiess,” said Miss Patty,

Mis Giaham acknowledged her elaim to that title.

“A lady of presence!” said Miss Patty to Gertrude, in an
audible whisper  Then, tuining towards Belle, who was slirinking
into the shadow of a cuttain, she approached her, held up both
hands in astomshment, and exelaimed, “ Miss Tsabella, as I stiil
enjoy existence! and radmnt, too, as the mormng! Bless my
heart! how your youthful charms have expanded!”

Belle had recogmzed Miss Pace the moment she entered the
room, but, with foolish pride, was ashamed to acknowledge
the acquamtance of so eccentric an individual, and would have
still feigned 1gnorance, but Kitty now came forwaid, exclauning,
“Why, Miss Pace, where did you come fiom?”

“Miss Catharina,” said Miss Pace, taking her hands, “then you
Fnew me!  Blessings on your memory of an old friend!”

“Certainly, I knew you in a minute. You'ie not so easily for-
gotten, I assure you. Belle, don’t you remember Miss Pace!
It’s at yom house I’ve always seen her.”

*Q, is it she?” said Belle, with a poor attempt to conceal the
fact that she had any previous knowledge of a peison who had
been a fiequent visitor at her father’s house, and was held m
esteem by both her parents

“1 apprchend,” said Miss Patty to Kitty, in the same loud
whisper, “that she caines a proud hemrt "—Then, without having
appeaied to notice the gentlemen, who were dircetly belind her, she
added, “Spaiks, I sce, Miss Catharma—young sparks! Whose?
Yours, or heis?”

Kitty laughed, for she saw that the young men heard her, and
were much amused, and replied, without hesitation, O, mine.
Miss Patty, mine, both of ’em!”

At the table, Gertiude, seated next to Emily, whose wants she
always made her cate, and with Miss Patty on the other side,
had no time o1 attention to bestow on anyone else; mudh to
the chagiin of M1 Bruce, who was anxious she should obserie
lus assiduous devotion to Kitty, whose hair was adorned with
the moss rose-buds, and her face with smiles,

Belle was also made happy by the marked admiration of her
young officer, and no one felt any disposition to mterfere with
either of the well-satisfied guls Occasionally, however, some
remark made by Miss Pace irresistibly attracted the attention
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everyone ab the table, and extorted either the laughter 1t
igas 1nrty;3nded to excite, or a mith which, though perhaps -
timed, 1t was mmpossible to repress .

Mr. Graham trIe)ated Miss Patty with the most marked polite-

ness and attention, and Mrs Graham, who was possessed of geat
suavity of manners when she chose to exercise it, and who loved
dearly to be amused, spared no pamns to bring out the old lady’s
sonversational powers )
- After dinner the gentlemen soon followed the ladies into the
wide entry, the refreshing coolness of which nvited everyone to
loiter there durmg the heat of the day Miss Patty and Fanny
Bruce compelled the unwilling Gertrude to join the group there
assembled , and Mrs Graham, who was never disposed to forego
her afternoon nap, was the only member of the family who
absented herself.

So universal was the interest Miss Patty excited, that all private
dialogue was suspended, and close attention given to whatever
topic the old lady was discussing.

Belle maintained & shghtly scornful expression of countenance,
and tried with partial success to divert Lieutenant Osborne’s
thoughts 1nto another channel, but Kitty was so delighted
with Miss Pace’s orginality, that she made no attempt at any
exclusive conversation, and, with Mr. Bruce sitting beside her and
joining in her amusement, looked more than contented

After a while the conversation turned on politeness, and Maiss
Pace took up the word and said—

“Politeness! Ah! alovely but rare virtue; perceptibly de-
veloped, however, 1 the manners of my friend Gertrude, which
I hesitate not to affirm would well become a princess”

Belle curled her lip and smiled disdamnfully. “Lieutenant
Osborne,” said she, “don’t you think Miss Devereux has beauti-
ful manners?”

“Very fine,” replied the lieutenant, “the style in which
shﬁ recelves company on her reception-day 1s elegance itself.”
Nobvl?'?g are you speaking of?” enquired Kitty; “Mrs Harry

“Miss Devereux we were remarking upon,” sai Cw
Mrs Noble 15 akso very stylish”  © © said Belle; “but

“I think she 15” said Mr Bruce “Do
B you hear, Fanny?
N;\{jegave found a model for you —you must 1mitate Mrs,
“I don’t know anythim ”
g about Mrs Noble,” retorted T 3
“T'd rather mmitate Miss Fly 18 ie,” sai “how
dall T Tearn mos, nt  Miss G?rtrude,’ said she, “how
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“Do you remember,” asked Gertrude, speaking low, and giving
Fanny a look full of meaning, * what your music-master told you
about learning to play with expression? 1 should give you the
same 1ule for improvement in politenees.”

Fanny blushed decply.

“What is that?” said Mr, Graham. “Tet us know, Tanny,
what is G'e»trude’s rule for politeness}”

“She only raid,” answered Fanny, “that it was the same my
music-master gave me Jast winter.”

“And what did &e say?” enquired her brother, with a tone
of interest

“T asked Mr. Hermann,” smd Fanny, “how should T leamn
to play with expression, and he said, ‘You must cultivate your
heart, Miss Bruce’”

This new direction for the-attainment of a great accomplishment
was received with countenances that indicated as great a variety
of sentiment as there was difference of character among Fanny’s
audience. Emily’s face evidenced how fully she coincided in the
opinion thus unintentionally made public, and Miss Patty unhesi-
tatingly expressed her approbation.

“Miss Gertrude’s remark is undeniably a verity,” said she
“The only politeness which is trustworthy is the spontancous
offering of the heart. Perhaps this goodly company of masters
and misses would condescend to give ear to an old woman’s tale
of a rare instance of true politeness, and the fitting reward
it met”

All professed a strong desire to hear Miss Patty’s story, and she
began—

“On a winter’s day, some years ago, an old woman, of many
forbles and besetting weaknesses, but with a keen eye and her
shaie of worldly wisdom—Miss Patty Pace by name—started,
by special invitation, for the house of one worshipful Squire
Clinton, the honoured parent of Miss Isabella. Every tall tree
in our good city was spangled with frost-work, more glittering far
than gems that sparkle in Golconda’s mine, and the side-walks
were a snare to the feet of the old and the unwary.

“T lost my equilibrium and fell. Two gallant gentlemen hfted
and carried me to a neighbouring apothecary’s emporium, restored
my scattered wits, and revived me with a fragrant cordial. I went
on my way with many a misgiving, however, and scarcely should
I have reached my destination with bones unbroken, had 1t not
been for a kmght with a rosy countenance, who overtook me
placed my old arm within his own more strong and youthful one,
and protected my steps to the very end of my journey. No slight
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courage either, my young misses, did my noble escort neegl to
carry him through what he had undertaken Paint to your ima-
ginations a youth, fresh and beautiful as a sunbeam, straight as
an arrow—a peifect Apollo, ndeed—linked to the hittle bent body
of poor Miss Patty Pace. But he went on unmoved, and, in
spite of many a captivating glance and smile from long rows of
beautiful young maidens whom we met, and many & snecr fiom
youths of Jus own age, he sustained my feeble form with as much
care as 1f I had been an empress, and accommodated lus buoyant
step to the slow movement which my infiimities compelled Alh!
what a spirt of conformity he mamifested '—my knight of the rosy
countenance! Could you have seen him, Miss Catharima, or you,
Miss Frances, your palpitating hearts would have taken flight for
ever, He was a paragon, indeed

“Whither lus own way tended I cannot say, for he moved
in conformity to mine, and left me not until I was safe at the
abode of Mistress Clinton I hardly think he coveted my old
heart, but I sometimes beheve it followed him, for tiuly he 1s
still a frequent subject of my meditations”

“Ah! then that was ns reward /” exclaimed Kutty.

% Not so, Miss Kitty; guess again ?

“T can think of nothing so deswradle, Miss Patty.”

“His fortune wn life, Miss Catharina—that was his reward,

it may be that he cannot yet estumate the full amount of lus
recompense.”

“How so'” exclaimed Fanny.

“I will briefly narrate the rest Mistress Clinton encouraged
me always to converse much in her presence. I told my story,
and enlarged upon the merits of my noble youth, and his wonder-
ful spint of conformity. The squire, a gentleman who estimates
good breeding, was present, with his ears open; and when I re-
commended my knight, with all the eloquence I could command
he was amused, mterested, pleased He promsed to see the boy,
and dlq so,'the noble features spake for themselves, and gmneci
bim a situation as clerk, from which he bas since advanced 1 the
ranks, until now he occupies the position of partner and con-

gd(i\?g:fl}l agentin a crelzldmable and wealthy house Miss Isabella
rejoice m t e iy
Wilham Sclliven ny heart to hear the latest tidings from M.

“He is well, T believe,”
to the contrary ”

“0, Gertrude knows,” said F “ Qe k
Mr Shlhon 0800w, telllyou%}my‘ Gertrude knows all about

All turned and looked at Gertrude, who, with face flushed and

said Isabella sulluly. “I know nothing

(.
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eyes glistening with the interest she felt in Miss Patty’s narrative,
stood leaning upon Emily’s chair, Miss Patty now appealed to
her, much surprised, however, at her having any knowledge of her
much-admired and well-remembered young escort

Gertrude gave her a brief account of the wonder and curiosity
which Willie and his friends had felt conceining the original
author of his good fortune; and the old lady was so enfertained
and debghted at heanng of the various conjectures and doubts
which arose on the reception of Mr. Clinton’s unexpected sum-
mons, and of the matter being finally attitbuted to the agency
of Santa Claus, that her laugh was nearly as loud, and quite
as heart-felt, as that of the gay party near the doorstep, whom
Kitty and Fanny had excited to unusual merriment.

CHAPTER XXX
VANITY

And now days and ecven weeks passed on, and no marked
event took place in Mr Graham’s household The weather
hecame intensely warm, and no more walks and drives were
planned. The heutenant left the neighbouring city, which was
at this season nearly deserted by the friends of Mrs Graham and
har nieces, and Isabel, who could neither endure with patience
excessive heat nor want of society, grew more writatle and fretful
than ever 4

To Kitty, however, these summer days were fraught with in-
terest. Mi. Biuce 1emained in the neighbourhood, visited con-
stantly at the house, and exercised & marked infiluence upon her
outward demeanour and her mward happiness, which weie
changeable and fluctuating as his attentions were freely bestowed
or altogether suspended Actmng as he did almost wholly with
reference to Gertrude, 1t was only 1n her presence, o1 under such
circumstances that he was sure it would 1each her cars, that he
manifested a marked interest m Kitty; and his behaviour was,
therefore, 1 the highest degree unequal, leading the warm-hearted
Kitty to believe one moment that he felt for her almost the
tendgrness of a lover, and the next to suffer under the appre-
hension of having unconsciously wounded or offended him by her
carcless galety or conversation

. Gertrude, whose eyes were soon opened to the existing state of

S
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things, was filled with regret and apprehension on account of
Kitty, for whose peace and welfare she felt a tender and
aftectionate concern

Gertrude avarled herself of every opportunmity to acquamnt Ben
with the truth, that he could ot possibly render hmself more
odious 1 her eyes than by the use of such mean attempts to
mortify her, bub attiibuting her warmth to the very feeling of
jealousy which he deswred to excite, the selfish young man
pasevered in his course of folly and wickedness As he only
proffered his attentions, and made no offer of Iis heart and band,
Gertrude did not m the least trust his professions towards Aer-
self, considering them merely as mtended, if possible, to move
her from her firm and consistent course of behaviour, 1 order
to gratify his self-love. But she saw plainly that, however hight
and vam his motives might be m her own case, they were still
more so with reference to Kitty, and she was deeply grieved at
the evnident unconsciousness of this fact which the simple gl
constantly exhibited.

For, strangely enough, Kitty having quite forgotten that she
had a few weeks back looked upon Gertrude as a rival, now
chose her for her bosom friend and confidant. If she saw
Gertrude walking m the garden, or sitting alone in her room,
she would approach, throw her arm around her, lean against her
shoulder, and talk on her favourte topic She would relate,
with a mixture of smplicity and folly, the comphmentary
speeches and polite attentions of Mr Bruce She would ask if
Gertrude really supposed he meant all he said, and add, that of
course she didn’t behieve he did—t was all nonsense., And if
Geitiude embraced the opportumty to avow the same opinion,
zi).in(tlt declare that it was best not to trust all his hgh-flown
. Hattenes, poor Katty’s face would fall, and she would proceed

to give her reasons for sometumes thinking he was sincere, he
had such o truthful, easnest way of speaking ,

t was no use to throw out hints, or try to establish safe-
guads. Kutty was completely mfatuated. At last Mr Bruce
thought proper to try Gertrude’s firmness by offering to lier

acceptance a rich ring, Not a ht
o tanco & rich g a httle surprised at his presumption,

thout hesitation or
oy st 1 o th ceremony, and the next

er of Katty, who was eager
account of 1ts presentation, ’ et fo gve an

“And did you accept 1t1”
of astonishment, that Ktty
ledgment of having done
tenance, that she agreed

asked Gertiude, with such a look
observed 1t and evaded an acknow-

so by saying, with a blushing coun-
to wear it a little while
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“I wouldn’t,” saxd Gertrude
“Why not?”
“ Because, in the fiist place, I do not thmk it 1s 1 good taste
to 1ecelve 11ch gifts from gentlemen, and then, again, if strangers
notice it, you may be subjected to unpleasanb remarks.”
“What would you do with 1t7” asked Katty
“J should give 1t back ”
Katty looked very undecided, but on reflection, concluded to
offer 1t to Mr Bruce, and tell hiim what Gertrude said She did
so, and that gentleman, little appreciating Gertrude’s motives,
and beheving her ‘only desirous of making difficulty between
him and XKitty, jumped at the conclusion that her heart was
won at last, and that lus triumph would now be complete He
was disappointed, therefore, when, on his next meeting with her,
she treated him, as she had mvariably done of late, with cool
civihity, indeed, 1t seemed to um that she was more insensible
than ever to his attractions, and, hastily quitting the house, he
sought his old haunt under the pear-tiee, and gave himself up
to the consideration of a weighty question
“Shall I,” thought he, “conclude to marry this poor girl?
Shall I, who am master of a handsome fortune, forego the
prospect they afford me of making a brilhant alliance, and con-
descend to share my wealth and station in society with this
adopted child of the Grahams, who, m spite of her poverty,
will not grant me a smile even? If she were one atom less
charming, I would disappoint her after all! I wonder how I
ever got in love with her;—DI'm sure I don’t know She isn’t
handsome, at least, mother thinks she isn’t, and so does Belle
-Chnton But then, again, Ineutenant Osborne noticed her the
minute she came mto the room; and there’s Fan 1aves about
_her beauty. I don’t know what I think myself, I believe she’s
bewitched me, so that I'm not capable of judging; but, if 1t
150t beauty, 1t is because 1t’s something more than mere good
looks

For a few days after he airived at a resolve on this pomnt, he
had no opportunity to address a word to Gertrude, who was now
doubly anxious to avoid him, and spent nearly the whole day
above-staus, except when, at Emily’s request, she accompanied
her for & short time into the parlour, and even then she took
pains, under some pretext or other, to remain close by the side
of her blind friend

About this time Mrs Graham and Mrs Bruce, with their
famihes, received cards for a levee to be held at the house of
an acquaintance nearly five miles distant. It was on the
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occasion of the marriage of a schoolmate of Isabel’s, and both
~ she and Kitty were desiious to be present

The prospect of a gay assembly, and an opportumty for dis-
play, 1evived Isabel's drooping spirits and eneigy. Hei rich
evening diesses were brought out for the selection of the™most
suttable and becoming; and as she stood before her mnro, and
tied on first one wreath and then another, and looked so beauts-
ful in each that it was difficult to make a choice, Kitty, who
stood by, eagerly endeavouring to win her attention, and ob-
tam her advice concerning the style and colour most desirable
for herself, gave up 1n despair, and ran off to consult Gertrude.

She found her reading m her own 10om, but, on Kitty’s
abrupt entrance, she laid down her book.

“Gertrude,” said Kitty, “what shall I wear this evening?
T've been tiying to get Belle to tell me, but she never will speak
a word, o1 hear what I ask her, when she’s thinking about her
own dress”

*YVho advises ker?’ asked Gertrude.

“Q, nobody, she always decides for herself, but then she has
so much taste. So do tell me, Gertrude, what had T better wear
to-might ¥’ . -

“Tm the last person you should ask, Kitty, I never wen
to a fashionable party m my life”

“That doesn’t make any difference IT'm sure if you did go,
youw'd look better than any of us, and I'm not afraid to trust
10 your opmion, for I never in my life saw you wear anything
that dwdn’t look genteel—even your gingham mormng-gown
has a sort of stylish ai.”

“Stop, stop; Kitty? You are going, too far; you must keep
within bounds, 1f you want me to believe yow.”

“Well, then,” said Kitty, “to say nothing of yourself—who
furnishes Miss Emily’s wardrobe? ~Who selects her dresses?”

“T have done so lately, but—"

“I thought so!” interrupted Kitty “I knew poor Miss
Emily was indebted to you for always looking so mnice and so
beautiful ”

“No, mdeed, Kitty, you are mistaken, I have never seen
Emily better dressed than she was the first time I met her; and
Ler beauty 1s not borrowed from art—it is all her own.”

“No, mdeed ! “That 15 what I Iike”

“But your dress?” said Gertrude.

“0, yes! T had almost forgotten what I came for,” sad

Kitty “What shall 1t be, then—thick or thin, pink, blue, or
white?”

2
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“What has Isabel decided upon?”

“Blue—a rich blue silk; that is her favowite colour al-
ways, but it doesn’t become me.”

“No, I should think not,” said Geitrude; “but come, Kitty,
we will go to your room and see the dresses, and I will give
my opinion,”

Katty’s wardrobe having been inspected, and Gertrude hav-
ing expressed her prefeience for a thin, flowing material, a
delhicate white crape was fixed upon. And now there was a new
difficulty; among all her headdiesses none pioved satis-
factory—all were moie or less defaced, and none of them to be
compared with a new and exquisite wreath which Isabel was
arranging among her curls

“T cannot wear any of them,” said Kitty, “they look so
mean by the side of Isabel’s; but, O!” exclaimed she, glanc-
ing at a box which lay on the dressing-table, “these are just
what I should like! O, Isabel, where did you get these beauti.
ful carnations?” and she took up some flowers, which weie,
indeed, a rare imitation of natwe, and, displaymg them to
Gertrude, added that they were just what she wanted.

“Q, Kitty;” said Isabel angnly, turning anay fiom the glass,
and observing what her cousmn had in her hand, “don’t touch
my flowers! You will spoil them!” and, snatching them from
hei, she replaced them i the box—an action which Gertrude
witnessed with astonishment, not wnmmngled with indignation

“EKitty,” saxd she, “I will arrange a wreath of natural flowers
for you”

“Will you, Gertrude?” sa.d the disappointed Kitty. “O, that
will be dehightful! I should like 1t of all things!”

Tiue to her promse, Gertrude prepared a headdress for Kitty,
and so tastefully did she mingle the choicest productions of the
garden that, when Isabel saw her cousin arrayed under a more
careful and affectionate superintendence than she often enjoyed,
she felt, notwithstanding her own proud consciousness of superior
beauty, a sharp pang of jealousy of Kitdy, and dishike to Gertrude



CHAPTER XXXI
THE REJECTED

Emly was not well this evening, and after Mrs Graham and
her meces had gone downstairs to await Mr Graham’s pleasure
and Mrs Bruce’s armival, Gertrude returned to Emily, whom

— she had left only a short time before, and found her suffering
more than usual from what she termed her troublesome head.
After they had departed Gertrude sat some time longer, when,
finding Emily had gone to sleep, quietly rising, and arranging
everything for the mght, according to Emily’s well-known
wishes, she closed the door gently behind her, sought a book
1 her own room, and entering the vacant parlour, went to the
open glass doors, placed herself near them, and, leaning her
head upon her hand, became absorbed in meditation

She had not long sat thus when she heard a footstep in the
room, and, turmng, saw Mr. Bruce beside her She started,
and exclaimed, “Mr Bruce! 1s 1t possible? T thought you had
gone to the wedding”

“No, there were greater attractions for me at home Could
you beheve, Miss Gertiude, I should find any pleasure i a
party which did not nclude yourself?”

“I certainly should not have the vamty to suppose the reverse,”
replied Gertrude ”

“T wish you had a little more vanity, Miss Gertrude. Perhaps
then you would sometimes believe what I say ”

“I am glad you have the candour to acknowledge, Mr. Bruce,
that, without that requisite, one would find 1t 1mpossible to put
faith m your fair speeches.”

“I acknowledge no such thing I only say to you what any
other girl but yourself would be willing enough to believe But
how shall I persuade you to converse freely with me, and no
longer shun my society?”

“By addiessing me with simple truthfulness, and sparing me
those words and attentions which I have endeavoured to convince
you are unacceptable to me and unworthy of yourselt ” -

“But I have a meaning, Gertrude, a deep meaning I have
been trymng for several days to find an opportumty to tell you
of my resolve, and you must hsten to me now,” for he saw her
change colour and look anxious and uneasy. “You must give
me an answer at once, and one that will, I trust, be favowmable
to my wishes You like plain speaking, and I will be plan
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enough. My relatives and fiiends may talk and wonder as much
as they please at my choosing a wife who has neither money nor
fammly to boast of ; but I have determined to defy them all, and
offer, without hesitation, to share my prospects with you. As
to the world, I don’t see but that you can hold your head as
Ingh as anybody, Gertrude; so, if you've no objection to make,
we'll play at cross puiposes no longer, and consider the thing
settled,” and he endeavoured to take her hand.

But Gertrude drew back ; the colour flushed her chiecks, and her
eyes glistened as she fixed them upon his face with an expression
of astonishment and pride that could not be mstaken

The calm, penetrating look of those dark eyes spoke volumes,
and Mr Bruce replhed to their enquuing gaze in these words:
“I hope you are not displeased at my frankness ”

“With your frankness,” said Gertrude calmly, “no; that is a
thing that never displeases me. But what have I unconsciously
done to inspire you with so much confidence that, while you
defend yourself for defying the wishes of your friends, you
hardly give me a voice 1n the matter §”

“ Nothing,” said Bruce, in an apologizing tone; “but I thought
you had labouted under the impression that I was disposed to
trifle with your affections, and had therefore kept aloof and
maintained a distance towards me which you would not have
done had you known how much I was in carnest; but, beheve
me, I only admned you the more for behaving with so much
digmty, and if I have presumed upon your favow, you must
forgive me?”

The expression of wounded piide vanished from Gertrude’s
face “He knows no better,” thought she, “I should mty s
vamty and ignoiance, and sympathize in his disappointment,”
and 1 disclaiming with a positiveness which left no 10om for
further self-deception any interest in Mr. Bruce beyond that of
an old acquaintance and sincere well-wisher, she nevertheless
softened her 1efusal by the chowce of the mildest language, and
terms the least likely to grieve or mortify him

She almost felt, however, ag if her thoughtfulness for lus

_feelings had been thrown away, when she perceived the spirt
in which he received her refusal

“Qertrude,” said he, “you are either trfling with me o1 you-
self If you are still disposed to coquet with me, I desiie to have
it understood that I shall not humble myself to urge you further ,
but 1f, on the other hand, you are so far foigetful of your own
interests as deliberately to refuse such a fortune as mine, I think
it's a pity you haven’t got some friend to advise you. Such
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a chance doesn’t occur every day, especially to poor school-
mistresses, and if you are so foolish as to overlook 1t, T'l
venture to say yowll never have another” -

- QGertrude’s old temper tose at this insulting language, and
beat and throbbed in her chafed spirit; but, though this was
an unlooked-for and unwonted rebellion of an old enemy, her
feelings had too long been under strict regulation to yield to
the blast, and she rephed in a tone which, though slightly
agitated, was far from bemng angry, “Allowmg I could so far
forget myself, Mr. Bince, I wonld not do you such an injustice
as to marry you for your fortune. I do not despise wealth, for
I know the blessing 1t may often be; but my affections cannot
be bonght with gold,” and as she spoke she moved towards
the door.

“Stay!” said Mr. Bruce, catching her hand. “Listen to me
one moment; let me ask one question Are you jealous of my
late attentions to another?”

“No,” answered Gertrude; “but I confess I have not under-
stood your motives.”

“Did you think,” asked he, “that I cared for that silly Kitty?
Did you beheve, for a moment, that I had any other desire than
to show you that my devotion was acceptable elsewhere? No,
upon my word, I never had the least particle of regard for her;
my heart has been yours all the time, and I only danced attend-
ance upon ker, in hopes to win a glance from you—an anxzious
glance, if might be  But as to loving her—pooh! Mrs Graham’s
poodle-dog rmght as well try to rival you as that soft—-—"

“Stop!' stop!” exclaimed Gertrude; “for my sake, if not for
your own! Q, how—-" She could say no more; but, sinking
into the nearest seat, burst into tears, and hiding her face
m her hands, wept without restraint

Mr Bruce stood by in utter amazement, at last he approached
her, and asked, in a low voice, “ What is the matter? what have
I done?”

It was some minutes before she could reply to the question;
then, lifting her head, and tossing the hair from her forehead, -
she displayed features expressive only of the deepest grief, and
said, in broken accents, “ What have you done? O, how can
you ask? She is gentle, and amiable, and affectionate She
loves everybody, and trusts everybody. You have decerved her,
and [ was the cause of it O, how, how counid you do 167”

A most disconcerted appearance did Ben present at her words,
and hes::xtahng was the tone in which he muttered, “She will get
over 1t. -
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“Get over what?” saxd Gertrude—*“her love for you? Perhaps
50, I know not how deep it is. But, think of her happy, trusting
nature, and how it has been betiayed! Think how her confidence
has been abused! how that fatherless and motherless girl, who
had a claim to the sympathy of all the woild, has been taught
a lesson of distrust”

“T didn’t think you would take it so,” said Ben.

“How else conld I view it?” asked Gertiude. “Could you
expect that such a course would win my respect?’

“You take 1t very seriously, such flirtations are common

“I am sorry to hear 1t,” said Gertrude “To my mind it is a
dreadful thing to tiifle thus with a human heart Whether Kitty
loves you 1s not for me to say; but what opinion—alas'—will she
have of your sincerty?”

“I think you’re rather hard, Miss Gertrude, when 1t was my
love for you that prompted my conduct”

“ Perhaps I am,” saxd Gertrude “It 1s not my place to censure;
I speak only from the impulse of my heart Perhaps she views
the thing hightly, and does not need an advocate; but, O, M.
Bruce, do not think so meanly of my sex as to believe that one
woman’s heart can be won to love and 1everence by the author
of another’s betrayal! She were less than woman who could
be so false to her sense of right and honour.”

“Betrayal '—Nonsense ! you are very high-flown ”

“So much so, Mr Bruce,.that half an hour ago I could have
wept that you should have bestowed your affection where 1t
met with no requital, and if now I weep for the sake of her
whose ears have listened to false professions, and whose peace
has, to say the least, been threatened on my account, you should
attribute it to the fact that my sympathies have not been ex-
hausted by contact with the world”

Ben went a step or two towards the door, then stopped, came
back, and said, “ After all, Gertrude Fhnt, I believe the time will
come when yow notions will grow less romantic, and you will look
back to this night and wish you had acted differently.”

Immediately upon this remark he left the room, and Gertrude
heard him shut the hall door with a loud bang as he went
out

A moment after, the silence that ensued was disturbed by
a shght sound which seemed to proceed from the deep recess

in the window Certrude started, and as she went towards
the spot, heard distinctly a smothered sob She lifted a drapeuied
curtain, and there, upon the wide window-seat, her head bent
over and buried in the cushions, and her little slender form
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distorted into a strange and forlorn attitude, sat, or rather
crouched, poor Kitty Ray. The crumpled folds of her white
crape dress, her withered wreath, her disordered hair, and her
little hand clinging to a thick cord connected with the window-
curtain, all added to the appearance of extreme distiess

“Tatty!” cried Gertrude.

At the sound of her voice, Kitty sprung suddenly from her
recumbent posture, threw berself into Gertrude’s aims, laid her
head upon her shoulder, and though she did not, could not weep,
shook and trembled with an agitation which was perfectly un-
controllable. Her hand, which grasped Gertrude’s, was fearfully
cold, her eyes seemed fixed; and, occasionally, at intervals, the
same hysterical sound which had at first betrayed her in her
hiding-place alarmed her young protector, to whom she clung
as if seized with sudden fear. Gertrude supported her to a seat,
and then, folding the shght form to her bosom, chafed the cold
hands, and again and again kissing the rigid hips, succeeded
at last in restoring her to something hike composure. Finally,
finding her completely prostiated, both 1n mind and body,
Gertrude passed her arm around her waist, guided her upstaus,
and took her imnto her own room, where, 1f she proved wakeful,
she would be spaied the wonder and scrutiny of Isabel Still
clinging to Gertrude, the poor girl, to whose rehef tears came
at last, sobbed herself to sleep; and all her sufferings weie for
a time foigotten in that oblivion in which cluldhood and youth
find o temporary rest, and often a healing balm to pain.

It was otherwise, however, with Geitrude, who, though of
nearly the same age as Kitty, had seen too much trouble, ex-
peuienced too much care, to enjoy, mn times of disquiet, the piivi-
lege of sinking easily to repose She seated heiself, theiefore,
at the window, and was pamned to obseive that Kitty tossed
1estlessly on her pillows, and occasionally muttered m her sleep,
as if distressed by uneasy dreams It was past midnmight when
Mrs Graham and her nitce returned home, and Gertiude went
immediately to inform the latter that her cousmn was asleep mn her
1oom  The nowise of.the carriages, however, had awakened the
slecper, and when Gertrude returned she was rubbing her eyes,
and trying to collect her thoughts.

Suddenly the recollection of the scene of the evening flashed
upon her, and with a deep sigh she exclaimed, “ O, Geitrude,
I have been dreaming of Mr. Bruce! Should you have thought
he would have treated me sol”

“No, I should not,” said Gertrude; “but I wouldn’t dream
about him, Kitty, nor think of him any more.”
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“Tt is dafferent with you,” said Kitty, with simphcity. “He
loves you, and you do not care for him; but I—]—" Here her
feehngs overpowered her, and she buried her face in her
pillow

Gertrude approached, laid her hand kindly upon the head of the
poor girl, and finished the sentence for her. “You have such
a large heait, Katty, that he found some place theie, perhaps,
but 1t 15 too good a heart to be shared by the mean and base.
You must think no more of him—he is not worthy of your
1egard ”

“T can’t help 1t,” said Kitty; “I am silly, as he said »

“No, you are not ? said Gertrude, encouraglngly ; “and you
must prove 1t to 111m

“How?”

“Tet him see that, with all her softness, Kitty Ray 1s strong
and brave ; that she has ceased to believe his flattery, and values
his professions at what they are worth ”

“Will you help me, Gertiude? You are my best friend May
I come to you for comfort when I can’t make believe happy any
longer to him, and my aunt, and Isabel?”

Gertrude’s fervent embrace was assurance enough of her -co-
operation and sympathy.

“You will be as bright and happy as ever 1 a few weeks,” said
she, “you will soon cease to care for a person whom you no
longer respect”

Kitty disclaimed the possibility of ever being happy agamn, but
Gertrude was much more sanguine and hopeful She saw that
Kitty’s violent outburst of sobs and teais was like a child’s
mmpetuous grief, and suspected that the deepest recesses of her
nature were safe, and unendangered by the storm

She felt a deep compassion for her, however, and many fears
Yest she would be wanting 1n sufficient strength of mind to behave
with dignity and womanly pride 1n her future intercourse with
Mr Bruce, and would also expose herself to the ridicule of Isabel,
and the contempt of her aunt, by betraying in her looks and
behaviour her recent trying and mortifying expeiience

Fortunately, the first-mentioned trial was spared her, by Mr.
Bruce’s immediately absenting limself from the house, and in the
course of a few days leaving home for the remainder of the
suminer.

A large proportion of Gertrude’s time was necessarily devoted
to her dearest and best friend, Emily; but there was nothing
exclusive in Emily’s nature ; when not suffering from those bodily
afflictions to which she was subject, she was ever ready to extend
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a cordinl welcome to all visitors who could find pleasure or benefit
from her society. ) ]

Many a time, when Isabel had heen tantalizing and wounding
Katty-beyond what her patience could endure, and Gertrude had
been vamly sought elsewhere, a hittle figure would present itself
at the half-open door of Miss Graham's room, and was sure to hear
the sweetest of voices saying from within, “I hear you Katty;
come in, my dear; we shall be glad of your pleasant company ,”
and once there, scated by the side of Gertrude, learning from her
some little art in needlework, listening to an agreeable book,
or Emily’s more agreeable conversation, Kitty passed hours which
were never forgotten—so peaceful were they, so serene, so totally
unhke any she had ever spent before Nor did they fail to leave
a lasting impression upon her for the benefit of her mind and
heart

The foolish child, whose heart was ensnared by the flatteries of
Mr. Bruce, learned—partly through the example and precepts
of her new counsellors and friends, and partly through her own
bitter experience—the vanity and emptiness of the food thus
admimstered to her mind, and resolving, for the first time in her
life, to cultivate and cherish her immortal powers, she now de-
veloped the first germs of her better nature; which, expanding in
later years, and through other influences, transformed the gay,

fluttering, vain clild of faslion, into the useful, estimable, and
losely woman,

CHAPTER XXXII
ENVY, HATRED, AND MALICE

Tsabel, who had never liked one whose whole tone of action and
life was a continual reproach to her own vanity and selfishness,”
and who saw 1 Gerty the additional crime of being the favoured
friend of a youth of whose mteresting boyhood she herself retained
a rentimental recollection, was ready and eager to seize the earhest
opportunity of rendering her odious in the eyes of Mrs Grabam.
She was not slow to observe the remarkable degree of confidence
that scemed to exist between Katty and Gertrude, and her resent-
ment, and anger exated still funther by the growing friendship
which her own coldness and unkmdness to Kitty =erved only
to strengthen and confirm, she hastened to communicate to Mrs

Graham her suspicion that Gertrude bad, for purposes of her own,
(32
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made a difficulty between Mr. Bruce and Kitty, and fostered and
widencd the breach, and succeeded at last in breaking off the
match

Mrs Graham readily adopted Belle’s opinion.

Thus leagued together, they endeavoured to surprise Kitty into
a confession of the means which had been taken by Gertrude
to drive away her lover and outwit herself. But Kitty, winle she
mdignantly demed Gertiude’s having thus mjured her, persisted
obstinately in refusing to reveal the occurrences of the eventful
evenihg of the wedding levee.

Mrs Graham and Belle were now truly angry; and as day after
day they became more and more mcensed against Gertiude, so
they gradually began to mamfest 1t in their demeanour.

Gertrude soon perceived the incivility to which she was con-
stantly subjected, with wonderful patience, however, did she pre-
serve her equamimity She had never looked for kindness and
attention from Mis Graham and Isabel She had seen from the
first that between herself and them here could be little sympathy,
and now that they manifested open dishke, she struggled hard to
maintain, on her part, not only self-command and composute, but
a constant spirit of charity. It was well that she did not yield to
this comparatively light trial of her forbearance, for a new, unex-
pected, and far more intense provocation was in store for her.
“Her malicious persecutors,.incensed and 1rrtated by an unlooked-
for calmmess and patience, which gave them no advantage 1n their
one-sided warfare, now made their attack 1n another quarter, and
Emily became the object against whom they aimed many of their
shafts of unkindness and 1ll-will

Gertrude could bear injury, injustice, and even hard and cruel
language, when exercised towards herself only, but her blood
boiled in her veins when she began to perceive that her cherished
Emily was becoming the victim of mean and petty neglect and ill-
usage Mrs Graham was coarse and blunt, Isabel selfish and
unfeeling, and long before the blind girl was herself aware of any
unkind mtention on theiwr part, Gertiude’s spirit had chafed and
rebelled at the sight and knowledge of many a word and act well
calculated, if perceived, to annoy and distress a sensitive and
delicate spint  For some weeks Emily was kept ignorant of the
fact that many a httle office formerly performed for her by a
servant was now fulfilled by Gertrude, who would not let her
know that Bridget had recerved from her mistress orders which
were quite inconsistent with her usual attendance upon Miss
Graham’s wants

Mr Graham was, at thus time, absent from home; some diffi-
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culty and anxiety m business matters having called him to New
York His presence would have been a great restraint upon his
wife, who was well aware of his devoted affection for his
daughter Indeed, hus love and thoughtfulness for Emily had
early rendered her an object of jealousy to Mrs. Graham, who
was therefore very willing to find ground of offence against her,
and, 1 her case, as in Isabel’s, the misunderstanding with Mr.
Bruce, and their unworthy suspicions of 1ts having been fostered
‘by Gertrude, aided and abetted by Emily, furnished an osten-
sible motive for the indulgence of their animosity, and one of
which they resolved to avail themselves to the utmost.

Shortly before Mr. Graham’s return home, Mrs Graham angd
Isabel were sitting together, endeavouring to while away the
tedious hours of a sultry August afternoon, when a letter wag
brought to Mrs Graham, which proved to be from her husband.
After glancing over its contents, she remarked, with an awr of
satisfaction, “Here is good news for us, Isabel, and a prospect of
some pleasure in the world” And she read aloud the following
passage —“The troublesome affarr which called me here 1s
nearly settled, and I now see nothing to prevent our starting
for Europe the latter part of next month, and the girls must
make their arrangements accordingly. Tell Emily to spare
nothing towards a full and complete equipment for herself and
Gertrude ”

“He speaks of Gertrude,” said Isabel sneeringly, “as if she
were one of the family. I'm sure I don’t see any very great pros-
pect of pleasure in travelling all through Europe with-a blind
woman and her disagreeable appendages”

“I wish he would leave them at home,” said Mrs Graham;
“1t would be a good punishment for Gertrude But he would
as soon think of gomg without his right hand as without
Emily”

“T hope, if ever I am married,” exclaimed Isabel, “1t won’t
be to a man that's got a blind daughter. Such s dreadfully
good g’erson, too, whom everybody has got to worship and wait
upon . -

“Z don’t have to wait upon her,” said Mrs Graham, “that’s
Gertrude’s business ”

“That's the worst of it; the waiting-maid is a great lady,
who doesn’t mind cheating your nieces out of their lovers”

“Well, what can I do, Belle? Tm sure I don’t want Qer-
trude’s company any more than you do, but I don’t see how
T can get nd of her?”

“I should think you’d tell Mr. Graham some of the harm she’s
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self-control to check herself in any course which would be Jikely
to prove obnoxious to his imperious will. Unfortunately, how-
ever, the head of the family returned unexpectedly, and under
cuncumstances which forestalled any pieparation or warning.
He atrived just at dusk, having come from town in an ommbus,
which was quite contiary to s usual custom.

Tt was a cool evening, the windows and doors of the house
were closed, and the diawing-room was so brilliantly hghted that
he at once suspected that a large company was being enter-
tained. He felt vexed, for it was Saturday wmght, and, in
accordance with old New England customs, Mr Graham Joved
10 see his houschold quiet on that evening. He was, moreover,
suffering from a wviolent headache, and, avoiding the drawing-
100m, he passed on to the library, and then to the dining-room.
Both were chnlly and deserted. He then made his way upstairs,
walked through several rooms, glanced indignantly at their dis-
ordered and slovenly appearance, and finally gamned Emily’s
chamber He opened the door noisclessly and looked .

A brght wood-fire burned upon the hearth; a couch was
drawn up beside 1t, on which Emily was sitting, and Ger-
trude’s little rocking-chan occupied the opposite corner. The
firehght reflected upon the white curtains, the fragrant perfume
which proceeded from a basket of flowers upon the table, the
perfect neatness and order of the apartment, the placd,
peaceful face of Emly, and the radiant expression of Gertiude’s
countenance, as she looked up and saw the father and protector
of her blind friend looking pleasantly in upon them, proved
such a charming contrast to the scenes presented in other parts
of the house, that the old gentleman, warmed to more than usual
satisfaction with both of the inmates, greeted his surprised
daughter with a hearty paternal embrace, and, bestowing upon
QGertrude an cqually affectionate greeting, exclaimed, as he took
the armchair which the latter wheeled in front of the fire for
his accommodation, “Now, gunls, this looks pleasant and home-
like! What in the woild is going on downstans?”

Emly explained that there was company staying in the house.

“Ugh! company!” grunted Mr Graham, in a dissatisfied
tone “I should think so! Been emptying rag-bags about the
chambers, I should say, from the looks!”

Gertrude asked 1f he had had tea

He had not, and should be thankful for some. So she went
downstairs to' see about 1t

“Don’t tell anybody that I've got home, Gerty,” called he, as
she left the room ; “I want to be left in peace fo-night at least,”
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While Gertrude was gone, Mr. Graham questioned Emily as
to her preparations for the Ewopean tour. To lus surprise he
learned that she bad not received his message commumcated
1n the letter to Mrs. Graham, and knew nothing of his plans.
Equally astonished and angry, he nevertheless restrained his
temper for the present.

After he had enjoyed a comfortable repast, at which Gertrude
presided, they both returned to Emily’s room, and now Mr.
Graham’s first enqury was for the Bvening Transcript.

“T will go for 1t,” saud Gertrude, rising.

“Ring!” said Mr. Graham imperatively. He had observed at
the tea-table that Qertiude’s ring was disregarded, and wished
to know the cause of so strange a piece of neglect Gertrude
rang several times, but obtained no answer to the bell. At Jast
she heard Bridget’s step in the entry, and, opening the door,
said to her, “ Bridget, won’t you find the T7anscript and bring
1t to Miss Emmly’s room%” Bridget soon retuined with the
announcement that Miss Isabella was i1eading 1t, and declined
to give it up

A storm gathered on Mr. Graham’s brow “Such a message
to my daughter'” he exclaimed “Gertrude, go yourself, and
tell the impertinent giil that 7 want the paper! What sort of
behaviour 1s this?”

Gertrude entered the drawing-room, and spoke in a low tone
to Belle, who immediately yielded up the paper, blushing and
looking much confused as she did so. Belle was afraid of Mr.
Giaham, and, on her informing her aunt of Ihis return; 1t was
that lady’s turn also to look disconcerted She had fully cal-
%laged upon sceing her husband before he had access to

Smuly.

But 1t was too late now. She used all her tact, however,
to dwsperse her friends at an early hour, and then found Mr.
Graham smoking in the dimng-room.

He was 1 an unpleasant mood, but she contrived to con-
cihate rather than iritate him, and was able the next morming
;lo mtroduce to her friends an appaiently affable and oblging

ost

Mr. Giabam had not been at home a week tefore he under-
stood plamly the existing state of feeling in the mmd of his
wife and Isabel, and the manner m which 1t was likely to act
upon the happiness of the household He saw that Emily was
supetior to complant, he knew that she had never 1 her Iife
complained ; he observed, too, Gertrude’s devotion to s much-
loved child, and it stamped her m lus mund as one who
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had a claim to lis regard which should never be disputed.
It is not, then, to be wondered at that when, with much art, and
many plausible words, Mis, Graham made her intended in-
simuations against his youthful protégée, Mr. Graham treated
them with indifference and contempt.

He had known Gertrude from a child. She was high-
spirited—he had sometimies thought her wilful-—but never mean
o false, It was no use to tell im all that nonsense ;—he was
glad, for his part, that 1t was all off between Kitty and Bruce;
for Ben was an 1idle fellow, and would never make a good hus-
band, and, as to Kitty, he thought her much improved of late,
and 1if 1t were owing to Gertrude’s influence, the more they saw
of each other the hetter.

Mis Graham was in despawr. “It is all settled,” said she to
Isabel “It 18 no use to contest the point; as suie as we go to
Europe, Emily and Gertrude will go ¢00.”

She was almost startled, theiefore, by what she considered an
excess of good luck, when informed a few days afterwards that
the couple she had so dreaded to have of the party were in
reality to be left behind, and that, too, at Miss Graham's
special request. Emily’s scruples with regard to mentioning to
her father the hittle prospect of pleasure the tour was hkely to

afford her all vamished when she found that Gertrude, whose '

interest she ever had at heart, would be likely to prove a still
greater sufferer from the society to which she would be sub-
- jected. .

Calmly, and without hesitation, as without excitement, did
she resolve to adopt a cowmse which should at once free Ger-
trude from ' her self-sacrificing service. That she encountered
much opposition from her father may well be 1magined, but
he knew too well the impossibility of any pleasure to be derived
to herself from a tour m which mental pamn was added to out-
ward deprivation, to persist 1 wging her to accompany the
party, and, concluding at last that it was, after all, the only
way to reconcile opposing interests, and that Emly’s plan was,
perhaps, the best that could be adopted under the circumstances,
decided to resign Imself to the long separation from lus
daughter, and permit her to be happy in her own way.

s
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CHAPTER "XXXIIT
TRAVEL AND A MYSTERY

Mrs Warren’s pleasant boarding-house was the place chosen
by Emily for her own and Gertrude’s winter home; and one
month from the time of Mr. Graham’s return from New York
his country-house was closed, and he, with his wife, Isabel, and
Kitty, were on their way to Havre, Mrs Ellis gone to enjoy a
Little rest from care with some cousins at the eastward, and
Mrs Prime established as cook in Mrs Warren’s household.

Although ample® airangements were made by Mi. Graham,
and all-sufficient means provided for the support of both Emly
and Gertrude, the latter was anxious to be once more usefully
employed, and, therefore, resumed a portion of her school duties
at Mr W——s Much as Emily loved Gertrude’s constant
presence, she gladly iesigned her for a few hours every day, re-
joiced m the spirit which prompted her exertions, and rewarded
her with her encouragement and praise In the undisturbed
enjoyment of each other’s society, and in their intercourse with
a small but intelligent circle of friends, they passed a season of
sweet tranquilhity.

It was a bhssful and an improving winter which they thus
passed together They lived not for themselves alone, the poor
blessed . them, the sorrowful came to them for sympathy, and
the affection which they both inspired in the family circle was
boundless Spring came and passed, and still they lingered
there, loth to leave a place where they had been so happy, and
nothing at last drove them from the city but a sudden failure
in Emily’s health, and Dr Jeremy’s peremptory command that
they should at once seek the country air, as the best re-
storative

Added to her anxiety about Emily, Gertrude began to feel
much troubled at Willie Sullivan’s long silence no word from
him for two or three months Wilke could not have forgotten
or meant to neglect her But why this strange suspension of
their correspondence? She tiied, however, not to feel disturbed
about it, and gave all her care to Emily, who now began in-
deed to require 1t

They went to the seaside for a few weeks, but the clear
and bracing atmosphere brought no strength to the blind girl's
feeble frame The good doctor came - frequently to see his
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favourite patient; but finding, on every visit, that she seemed
worse instead of better, he at last ordered her back to the city,
declaring that Mrs. Jerry’s front chamber was as cool and com-
fortable as the httle stived-up apartments of the crowded
boarding-house at Nahant, and there he should insist upon both
her and Geitiude’s taking up ther quarters, at least for a week
or two; at the end of which time, if Emily had not found her
health, he hoped to have lesure to start off with them in search
of 1t

Emily thought she was doing very well where she was; was
afiaid she should be troublesome to Mrs Jeremy.

“Don't talk about trouble, Emily; you ought to know Mrs
Jerry and me better by this time Come up to-morrow, Il
meet you at the cais. Good-bye!” and he took Ins hat, and
was off.

It was full three weeks after the arrival of his visitors, be-
fore the popular physician could steal away from his patients
to enjoy a few weeks' recreation i travelling.

Emily was decidedly better, so much so as to view with
pleasure the prospect of visiting West Point, Catskill, and Sara-
toga, even on her own account; and when she reflected upon the
probable enjoyment the trip would afford Gertrude, she felt
herself endowed with new strength for the undertaking QGer-
trude needed change of scene and diversion of mind almost as
much as Emily. The excessive heat of the last few weeks, and
her constant attendance in the ‘mvalid’s room, had paled the
roses 1n her cheeks, while care and anxiety had weighed upon
her mind

New York was thewr first destination, but the heat and dust
of the city were almost insufferable, and during the one day
which they passed there, Dr Jeremy was the only member of
the party who ventured out of the hotel. The doctor seemed
quite msensible to the weather, so much was he occupied with
visits to some of lis Alsculapian brethren, several of whom
were_college classmates whom he had not seen for yeais. He
passed the whole day m the revival of old acquaintances and
assoclations, and a number of these newly found but warm-
hearted friends having presented themselves at the hotel in the
evening to be mtroduced to Mrs Jeremy and her travelling
companions, their room was enlivened until a late hour by the
happy and cheeiful conversation of a group of elderly men,-
who, as they recalled the past, and dwelt upon the scenes and
incidents of thewr youthful days, seemed to renew their boyish
spirts,

-
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Upon hearing that Dr. Jéremy's party was going up the Hud-
son the next mormmg, Di. Gryseworth; of Philadelphia, who
had many years before been a student of our gooc]. doctor’s, ex-
pressed his satisfaction in the prospect of meeting them on
board the boat, and mtioducmg to Gertrude his two daughters,
whom he was about to accompany to Saratoga to meet thewr
grandmother.

Gertrude, who slept soundly until wakened by Miss Graham,
started up in astonishment on seemng her dressed and standing
by the bedside—a most unusual circumstance, and one which
reversed the customary order of things, as Gertrude’s mornmg
kiss was wont to be Emily’s first intimation of daylight

“Six o'clock, Gerty, and the boat starts at seven. The
doctor has already been knocking at our door”

“How soundly I have slept!” exclaimed Gertrude “I
wonder if it's a pleasant day?”

“Beautiful!” replied Emily, “but very warm ”

Gertrude made haste to repar for lost time, but was nob
quite dressed when they were summoned to the early breakfast
prepared for travellers She had, also, her own and Emily’s
trunks to lock, and therefore insisted upon the others pre-
ceding her to the breakfast hall, where she promised to join
them in a few moments

Of those who still lingered at the table when Gerty made
her appearance, there was only one whom she particularly
observed during the few moments allowed her by Dr Jeremy
for the enjoyment of her breakfast

This was a gentleman who sat at some distance from her,
idly balancing his teaspoon on the edge of his cup He had
concluded ns own repast, but seemed quite at his leisure, and
previous to Gertrude’s entrance had won Mrs Jeremy’s animad-
versions by a slight propensity he had manifested to make a
%?re critical survey of her party than she found wholly agree-
able

‘When Certrude jommed them, and made her morning salutation
to the doctor and hus wife, gaily apologizing to the former for
her tardiness, the fine colour which mantled her countenance,
and the deep brilhancy of her large, dark eyes, drew glances
of affectionate admiration from the kind old couple, and were,
perhaps, the cause of the stianger’s attention being at once
transferred from the lovely and interesting face of Emily to the
more youthful, beaming, and eloquent features of Geitrude

She had hardly taken her seat hefore she became aware of
the notice she was atthiacting It embarrassed her, and she
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was glad when, after a moment or twn, the gentleman hastily
dropped his teaspoon, rose, and left the room As he passed
out, she had an opportunity of ohserving him, which she had
not ventured to do while he sat opposite to her.

He was a man considerably above the middle height, slender,
but finely formed, and of a graceful and dignified bearing.
His features were rathet sharp, but expressive, and even hand-
some, his eyes, dark, keen, and pietcing, had a most penetrating
look, while his firmly compressed lips apoke of resolution and
strength of will

But the chief peculianty of his appearance was bis hair,
which was deeply tinged with grey, and in the vicimty of his
temples almost snowy white. This was so strikingly in con-
trast with the youthful fiie of lns eye, and the easy lightness
of lus step, that instead of seeming the effect of age, and giving
him a title to veneration, it rather enhanced the contradictory
claims of his otherwise apparent youth and wigour.

“What a queer-looking man!” exclaimed Mrs. Jeremy, when
he had passed out

“ An elegant-looking man, isn’t he?” said Gertrude
L “gcgant?” rejoined Mrs, Jeremy. “What! with that grey

ea » 3

“I think it’s beautiful,” said Gertrude, “but I wish he didn’t
look so melancholy ”

“ How old should you think he was?” asked Dr. Jeremy.

“ About fifty,” said Mrs Jeremy. “ About thirty,” said Ger-
trude, both n the same breath

“A wide difference,” remarked Emily. “Doctol, you must
decide the pomnt”

“Impessible! I wouldn’t venture to tell that man’s age
within ten years, at least Wife has got him old enough, cer-
tainly; Pm not swie but I should set him as low even as
Gert}:ude’s mark Age never turned A:s hair grey—that 1s cei-
tamn.

Intimation was now given that passengers for the boat must
be on the aleit, and all the speculation upon the probable age
of the stianger was suddenly suspended
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CHAPTER XXXIV
A NEW ACQUAINTANCE

There was an unusually large number of passengers in the
boat that morning, and when Dr. Jeremy and his party had
got on board, and the Jadies had piled their rugs in a corner
of the saloon, there was not a vacant seat left for them on deck.
Dr. Jeremy therefore was obliged to leave his ladies and go off
in search of chairs

“ Don’t let us stay here,” whispered Mrs Jeremy to Gertrude
and Emily “Let’s go back before the doctor comes! There
are beautiful great rocking-chairs down in the cabin, without
a soul to sit in them I hate to stand with all these people
staring at us, and crowing to think they’ve got such nice places.
Don’t you, Emily?”

“T think, when we get seated in the shade, we shall find it
cooler than 1t is below,” said Emily, in reply to Mrs Jeremy’s
proposition. “You always prefer the coolest place, I believe”

“So I.do, but I noticed there was a good draught of air
the ladies’ saloon, and——" Here the good woman’s argument
was interiupted by the cordial salutation of Dr. Gryseworth, who,
previously seated with lhis back towards them, had turned
at the sound of Emly’s flute-hike voice, which, once heard,
invarably left an mmpiession upon the memory He nsisted -
upon giving up s seat to Mrs Jeremy; and, at the same
instant, another gentleman rose, and bowing politely, placed
his own chair for the accommodation of Emuly, and then walked
quickly away. It was the stranger whom they had seen at break-
fast Gertrude recognized his keen, dark eye, even before she
perceived his singular hair, and, as she thanked him, and placed
Emily in the offered seat, she felt herself colour under s ear-
nest glance. But Dr Gryseworth immediately claimed her
attention for the imtroduction to his daughters, and all thought
of the retreating stranger was bamished for the present.

The Misses Qryseworth were intelligent-looking girls; the
eldest, lately returned from Europe, where she had been travel-
ling with her father, was considered a very elegant and superior
person, and Glertrude was charmed with the lady-like cordiality
with which they both made her acquammtance, and still more

with the amable and sympathizing attentions which they paid
to Emly.
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Dy the time that Dr. Jeremy returned with the solitary chair
which he hiad been able to obtain, he found Gertrude and Dr.
Gryseworth comfortably accommodated, throngh the skilful
agency of the latter, and was thus cnabled to sink at onee into
his seat, and subside into that state of easy unconcern which
admirably became his genial temperament.

Long before the boat reached West Point, where the Jeremys
were to go on shore, 1t was plain to be seen that an excellent
understanding subsisted between Gertrude and the Misses Gry-e-
worth, and that time only was wanting to ripen their acquaint-
ance mto fitendship
~ They had been for about an hour engaged in the enjoyment of
cach other’s society, and in the view of some of the most
chaiming scenery in the world, when Netta Gryseworth touched
her sister’s arm, and glancing towards another part of the boat,
said m an undertone, “Ellen, do invite Mr. Phllips to come
back and be introduced to Miss Flint! Sce how lonesome the
_poor man looks.”

Gertrude followed the direction of Netta’s eye, and saw the
stranger of the morming at some distance from them, slowly
pacing up and down, with a serious and distracted air.

“ He has not been near us for an hour,” said Netta.

“T hope we have not frightened your friend away,” said Ger-
trude.

“Q no, indeed !” replied Ellen. * Although Mr. Phillips is but
s recent acquaintance, we have found him so independent, and
sometimes so whimsical, that I am never astonished at s pro-
ceedings, or mortified at being suddenly forsaken by him. I wish
he would condescend to join us again, however; I should like to
introduce lum to you, Miss Flnt”

Mr. Phillips was not agamn adverted to, though Certrude
observed, just before the boat stopped at West Point, that Dr.
Jeremy and Dr. Gryseworth, having left their party, had joined
him, and that the trio were engaged 1n a colloquy which scemed
to possess equal interest to them all.

At West Point Gertrude parted from her new freinds, who ex-
pressed an earnest hope that they should again meet in Saratoga;
and before the bustle of going on shore had subsided, and she had
found on the narrow per a safe place of refuge for Emily and her-
self, the boat was far up the river, and the Misses Gryseworth
quite undistingmishable among the crowd that swarmed the deck

Our travellers passed one mght only at West Point. The
weather continued extremely hot, and Dr. Jeremy, perceiving
that Emnly drooped under the oppressive atmosphere, was
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desirous to reach the summt of Catskill Mountamn before the
Sabbath, which was now near at hand.

One solitary moonhght evening, however, sufficed to give Ger-
trude some 1dea of the beauties of the place She had no oppor-
tunity to observe 1t-1n detail; she saw 1t only as a whole; but,
thus presented to her vision 1 all the dreamy loveliness of a sum-
mer’s mght, 1t left on her fresh and impressive mind a vague sen-
timent of wonder and delight at the surpassing sweetness of what
seemed rather a ghmpse of Paradise than an actual show of earth,
-so harmonious was the scene, so calm, so still, so peaceful “Emily,

darling,” said she, as they stood together i a rustic arbour, com-
manding the most stitking prospect both of the river and the
shore, “1t looks like you, you ought to live here, and be the
priestess of such a temple!”
' An early hour in the morning found them again steaming up the
river  Their first day’s experience having convinced them of the
danger of delay, they lost no time in securing places on deck, for
the boat was as crowded as on the previous morning; but the
shores of West Pomnt were hardly passed from their view before
Gertrude’s watchful eye detected 1n Emily’s countenance the well-
known signs of weariness and debility. Sacrificing the intense
pleasmie she was herself deriving from the beautiful scenes
through which the boat was at the moment passing, she at once
proposed that they should seek the cabin, where Miss Giaham
might rest-m greater stillness and comfort

Emily, however, would not histen to the proposal

“The prospect is all lost upon me now, Emily,” said Gertrude.
“1 see only your tired face Do go and he down, if 1t be only to
please me ”

“ Are you talking of going below?” exclaimed Mrs. Jeremy “I,
for one, shall be thankful to, 1t’s as comfortable agan, and we

can see all we want to from the cabin windows.”

“Should you really prefer 1t1” enquired Emily

“Indeed, I should!” said Mrs Jeremy .

“ Then, 1f you will promise to stay here, Gertrude,” said Emily,
“I will go with Mrs Jeremy ”

Gertrude assented to the plan, but msisted upon first accom-
panying them to find a vacant berth for Emily

As Gertrude went up the staircase to the deck with her usual
quick and hight step, a tall figure moved aside to let her pass It
was Mr. Plnllips. He bowed, and Gertrude, returning the saluta-
tion, passed on to the place she had left, wondeiing how he came
to be again their travelling companion. He could not have been
on board previously to her going below with Emily, she was sure

~
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she should have scen him ; she should have known him among a
thousand He must have taken the boat at Newburg, it stopped
there while she was in the cabin.

As these reficctions passed through her mind, she resumed her
seat, which was placed at the very stern of the boat, and, with her
back to most of the company, gazed out upon the river. She had
sat thus for about five minutes, her thoughts divided between the
seenery and the interesting countenance of the stranger, when a
shadow passed before her, and, Jooking up, prepared to sec and
addiess Dr. Jeremy, she betiayed a little confusion at again en-
countering a par of eyes whose earnest, magnetic gaze had the
power to disconcert and bewilder her, She was turning away
somewhat abruptly, when the stranger spoke.-

“Good morning, young lady! Our paths still lie in the same
%irechon, Isec. 'Will you honour me by making use of my gmde-

ook 1’

As he spoke, he offered her a little book containing a map of
the river and the shores on either side Certrude took it, and
thanked him. As she unfolded the map, he stationed himself
a few steps distant, and leaned over the railing in an apparently
absent state of mind; nor did he speak to her again for some
minutes. Then suddenly turning towards her he said, “You
like all this very much?”

“VYery much,” said Gertrude.

“You have never seen anything so beautiful before in your
life” He did not seem to question,her; he spoke as if he knew.

“Tt is an old story to you, I suppose?” said Gertrude.

“What makes you think s0?” asked he, srmling

Gertrude was disconcerted by his look, and still more by his
smile; it changed s whole face, it made him look so handsome,
and yet so melancholy. $She blushed, and could not reply, he
saved her the trouble.

“That is hardly a fair question, is it? You probably think you
have as much reason for your opinion as I had for mme You
are wrong, however; I never was here before, but I am too old
a traveller to carry my enthusiasm 1n my eyes—as you do,” added
he, after a moment’s pause, during which he looked her full m
the face

Then seeming for the first time to perceive the embarrassment
which s scrutiny of her features occasioned, he turned away,
and a shadow passed over ls fine countenance, lending 1t for
a moment an expression of mingled bitterness and pathos, which
gerved at once to disarm Gertrude’s confusion, at his self-intro-
duction and subsequent remarks, and render her forgetful of
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4 .
everything but the strange interest with which this singular
man mspired her. -

Presently, taking a vacant chair next hers, he directed her
attention to a beautiful country residence on their right, spoke
of its former owner, whom he had met 1 a foreign land, and
related some interesting anecdotes concerming an adventurous
journey which they had taken together. This agam itroduced
other topics, chiefly connected with wanderings in countries
almost unknown, even 1 this exploring age, and so rich and
varied was the stianger’s conversation, so graphic were his de-
scriptions, so exuberant and glowimng his mmagmation, and so
powerful his command of words and lhis gift of expressing and

- giving foice to his thoughts, that his-young and enthusiastic
lListener sat entranced with admiration and delight

He took no advantage, however, of the apparent self-fo1getful-
ness with which Gertrude enjoyed his society, but continued to
enlarge upon such subjects as naturally presented themselves,
and was careful not to disturb her equanimity by again bestowing
upon her the keen and scrutimzing gaze which had proved so
disconcerting By the time, therefore, that Dr Jeremy came
in seaich of Ins young charge, conversation between her and the
stianger had assumed so much ease and freedom from restraint,
that the doctor opened Ius eyes in astomishment, shrugged his
shoulders, and exclaimed )

“This 1s pretty well, I declare!” .

Gertrude did not see the doctor approach, but looked up at the

~sound of his voice Conscious of the surprise it must be to Inm

to find her talking so famiharly with a complete stranger, she
coloured shghtly at his abrupt 1emaik, but observing that her
companion was quite unconcerned, and even received 1t with
a smile, she felt herself rather amused than embarrassed, for,
strangely enough, the latter feeling had almost entuely vanished,
and she had come to feel confidence 1n her fellow-traveller, who
10se, shook hands with Dr Jeremy, and said with peifect com-
posure

“Will you have the kindness to present me to this young lady?
We have alieady had some conversation together, but do not yet
know by what name we may address each other ”

Dy Jegemy having performed the ceremony of mtroduction,
Mr. Phillips- bowed gracefully, and looked at Gertrude 1 such
a benignant, fatherly way, that she hesitated not to take lus
offered hand Shortly afterwards passengeis for Catskill were

summoned to dinnei, when he, as well as D1 Jeiemy and Ger-
trude, went below

(220) . 12
/
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The bustle of landing immediately followed. Two stage coaches
were waiting at the wharf to take paseengers up the mountain,
and hefore Dr. Jeremy had turned lns back npon the nvar, Emily
and Gertrude were placed in one of them by Mr Plallips, who,
without asking questions, o1 even speaking at all) took this office
upon himself, and then went to infoim the doctor of their where-
abouts The doctor and his wife soon joined them, a party of
strangers occupied the other seats in the coach, and after some
delay they commenced the afteinoon’s drive.

CHAPTER XXXV
THE ROCK OT' AGES -

Tor the first few miles Gertiude’s whole attention was required
to smeld Emily and herself from the 1ays of a buining sun wluch
ghone mto the coach full upon their faces, and it was a great 1ehef
when they at last reached the stecp but smooth and beautifully
shaded road wlich led up the side of the mountain.

The atmosphere being perfectly clear, the gradually widenmng
piospect was most beautiful, and Gertrude’s delight and rapture
weie such that the 1estraint 1mposed by stage-coach decorum was
almost supportable. When, therefore, the ascent became so
laborious that the gentlemen were invited to alight, and reheve
the weary horses of a part of their burden, Gertiude .gladly
accepted Dr Jeremy’s proposal that she should accompany im
on a walk of a mile or two.

Gertiude was an excellent walker, and she and the stll active
doctor soon left the coaches far behind them At.a sudden turn
1 the road they stopped to view the scene below, and, lost in
silent admiration, stood enjoying the stillness and beauty of the
spot, when they were startled by a vowce close beside them,
saying

KA fine landscape, certainly!”

They looked around, and saw Mr Phillips seated upon a moss-
grown rock, against which Geitrude was at the moment leaning
One would have thought, to look at him, leaning so idly and even
boyishly upon Ins hand, that he had been sitting there for hours
at least, and felt quite at home m the place. He rose to his
feet, however, immediately upon being perceived, and joined Dr.
Jeremy and Gertrude.
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“ > %Y ou have “got the start; of ‘us, ‘su',”;smd thé, former juf\\ .
“4Yes;,1 have walked frori the'village.”.~ " & °
<Al thre -resunied : their "whlk., - Mr, Phﬂhps and Dr. Jeremr

converseﬂ ifi an animated manner, "and Gertruds, contént:to be'a
hs{:ener, soon percewed that she ‘was not the only person” to whom R
‘the stranger had power to render himself agreeable:- . - -
. “Now; Certrude thoght -their new acquaintance must be a
x botamst by profession, so versed was he in everything’ rela.tmg
) to ‘that department of science. Then, again, she was equallyU
sm'e that -geology must have been with him an sbsorbing study, »
- 5o 'intimate seemed his acquaintance with mother earth; and,
~ both' of these impressions were in turn dispelled, when he talked
of the dcesn like a sailor, of the counting-house like a merchant,
. of Paris likea man of fashion.
"In'the meantime she walked beside him, silent but not for-
. gotten or unnoticed ; for as they approached a rough and steep
- ascent, he offered his arm, and expressed a fear lest she should
_ become fatigned. She assured him there was no danger of that. .
- ‘Dr. Jeremy declared it his belief that Gerty could outwalk them® "
both; and thus satisfied, Mr. Phillips resumed the broken thread '
-, of their digcourse, into ‘which before long Gertrude was drawn,
almost unawares.
At length the doctor was compelled to give way to a weariness
~which he could no longer disguise from himself or his companions,
much as he dishked to acknowledge the fact; and, seating them-
. selves by the roadside, they awaited the amval of the coach,
-~ There had been a short silence, when the doctor, looking at
Gertrude, remarked:
- “There will be no church for us to-morrow, Gerty.” .
“No church!{” exclmmed Gertrude, gazing abouﬁ her with 2
look of reverence. “How can you say s0%”
Mr. Phﬂhps bestowed upon her a smile of interest and enquiry,
and said in a peculiar toue:

‘h “hT’l’lere is no Sunday here, Miss Flint; it doesn’t come up so
! ig ~ R
. He- spoke lightly—too lightly, Gertrude thought—and she'’
w;'eplxed. with some seriousness, and much sweetness:

~“I have oftén.rejoiced that the Sabbath had been sent down
§mbo the lower, earth; the Jhigher we- go, the nearer we come, I
‘trust, 10 ‘the eternal Sa,bbatb” AR

‘Mr. Phillips bit, s Tip;'- and “urned- awa,y without replymg
.There was an e.xpressmn about lns ‘mouth  which. Gertrudé .did.,
“not exactly like: but she could not find itinher heart to reproach
lnm for the shght sneer whm"h hig- ma.nner, rather” than hxs look,

i
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implied, for as he gazed a moment or two into vacancy, there
was m his wild, absent countenance such a look of sorrow, that
ghe could only pity and wonder. The coaches now came up, and,
as he placed her in her foimer seat, he 1esumed his wonted serene
and kind expression, and she felt convinced that it was only doing
justice to lus frank and open face to believe that nothing was hid
beyond 1t that would not do honour to the man.

An hour brought them to the Mountain House, and, greatly to
their joy, they were at once shown to some of the most excellent_
rooms the hotel affoided As Gertrude stood at the window of
the chamber allotted to heiself and Emily, and heard the loud
murmurs of some of her fellow-tiavellers who weie denied any
toleiable accommodation, she could not but be astomshed at Dr
Jeremy’s unusual good fortune in being treated with such marked
partiality.

Emily, being greatly fatigued with the toilsome journey, had
supper brought to her own room, and Gertrude partaking of 1t
with her, neither of them sought other society that night, but
at an early hour betook themselves to rest

The last thing that Gertrude heard, before falling asleep, was
the voice of Dr Jeremy, as he passed the door.

“Take care, Gerty, and be up 1 time-to see the sun rise.”

She was not up in time, however, nor was the doctor himself;
neither of them had calculated upon the sun’s being such an
eaily riser, and though Gertrude, mindful of the caution, sprung
up almost before her eyes were open, a flood of daylight was
pouring in at the window, and a scene met her gaze which at
once put to flight every regret at having overslept herself, since
nothing, she thought, could be more solemnly glorious than that
which now lay outspiead before her.

From the surface of the rocky platform upon which the house
was built, far out to the distant horizon, nothing was to be seen
but a sea of snowy clouds, which wholly overshadowed the lower
earth, and hid 1t from view Vast, solid, and of the most peifect
whiteness, they stretched on every side, forming, as they lay
in thick masses, between which not a crevice was discernible,
an unbioken curtain, dividing the heavens from the earth.

Gertrude gave one long look, then hastened to dress heiself
and go out upon the platform The house was perfectly shil,
no one seemed yet to be stirring, and she stood for some time
entranced, almost breathless, with awe and admnation,

At length she heard footsteps, and, looking up, saw Dr and

Mrs Jeremy approaching. The doctor rubbed s hands as they
Jomed Gertrude ‘
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“Very fine this, Gerty! A touch beyond anything I had
calculated upon”

Gertrude turned upon him her beaming eyes, but did not
speak
pSa’msﬁed, however, with the expression of her face, which was
sufficient, without words, to indicate her appreciation of the
scene, the doctor stepped to the edge of the flat rock upon
which they stood, placed his hands beneath Ius coat tais, and
mdulged 1 a soliloquy, made up of shoit exclamations, and
interjectional phrases, expressive of his approbation, still further
confirmed and emphasized by a quck, regular nodding of Iis
head

After they had looked for a little while, Gertrude suggested
that they should explore a little path at the right of the house
The doctor agreed ; but after they had gone some distance, Mrs.
Jeremy objected to go farther

Bidding Gertiude go on and wait for him at the top of the
hill, he started to take his wife back to the hotel. Gertrude,
theiefore, went on alone After a few moments spent in active
climbing, she reached the highest pomnt of ground,” and found
herself once moie on an elevated, woody platform, from which
she could look forth, as before, upon the unbroken sea of
clouds

She seated herself at the root of an immense pine-tree, removed
her bonnet, for she was warm from recent exercise, and as she
inhaled the refreshing mountain breeze, gave herself up to the
tramn of reflection which she had been indulging when disturbed
by Dr and Mrs Jeremy. :

She had sat thus but a moment when a slight rusthing noise
startled her, and was springing to her feet; but hearmng a low
sound, as of someone breathmg, turned her eyes 1 the direction
from which i1t came, and saw, only a few yards from her, the
figme of a man stietched upon the ground, apparently asleep
She went towards it with a careful step, and, before she could

“see the face, the large straw hat, and the long, blanched, wavy
hair, betrayed the identity of the mdividual Mr Phillips was,
or appeared to be, sleeping, his head was pillowed upon his
arm, s eyes were closed, and his attitude denoted perfect repose.
Gertrude stood still and Jooked at him As she did so, his
countenance suddenly changed; the peaceful expression gave
place to the same unhappy look which had at first excited her
sympathy His lips moved, and in his dreams he spoke, or
rather shouted, “No! no! no'”"—each time that he repeated
the word pronouncing 1t with more vehemence and emphasis;
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then wildly throwing one arm above his head, he let it fall
gradually and heavily upon the ground, and the excitement
subsiding fiom his face, he uttered the simple words, “ 0 dear!”
much as a grieved and tired child might do, as he leans us head
upon s mother’s knee.

Gertrude was deeply touched. She forgot that he was a
stranger: she saw only a sufterer. An insect it upon s fair,
open forchead; she leaned over him, brushed away the greedy
creature, and as she did so, one of the many tears that filled her
eyes fell upon his cheek.

Quietly, then, without motion or waining, he awoke, and
looked full in the face of the embairassed girl, who started,
«and would have hastened away; but, leaning on his elbow,
he caught her hand and detained her. He gazed at her for
a moment without speaking, then said in a grave voice:

“ My child, did you shed that tear for me?”

She did not reply, except by her eyes, which weie still glisten-
ing with the dew of sympathy.

* “T believe you did,” said he, “and from my heart I bless you!
But never again weep for a stranger ; you will have woes enough
of your own 1f you live to be of my age”

“If I had not had sorrows already,” sald Gertrude, “1 should
not know how to feel for others; if I had not often wept for
myself, I should not weep now for you”

“But you are happy?”

113 Yes »

“Some find 1t easy to forget the past.”

I have not forgotten 1t ”

“ Chnldren’s griefs are trifles, and you are still scarce more than
8 child.”

“I never was a child,” said Gertrude

“Strange girl'” soliloquized her companion. “Will you sit-
down and talk with me a few minutes?”

Geitrude hesitated. )

“Do not refuse, I am an old man, and very harmless Take
a seat here, under tlus tree, and tell me what you think of the
prospect.”

Gertiude smuled mwardly at the idea of lus being such an old
man, and calling her a clild; but, old or young, she had it
not in her heart to fear lum, or refuse his request. She sat
down, and he seated himself beside her, but did not speak of
the prospect, or of anything, for & moment or two, then, turning

'{ﬁ lzlsr abruptly, he said, “So you were never unhappy in your
e

1
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“Never?” exclaimed Gertrude  “O yes; often.”

“PBut never long?”

“Yes; I can remember whole years when happmess was a
thing I had never dreamed of.”

“But comfort came al last What do you thunk of those to
whom it never comes?”

“T know enough of sorrow to pity and wish to help them ”

“What can you do for them?”

“ Hope fo1 them—pray for them!” said Gertrude, with a voice
full of feeling

“What 1f they be past hope?—beyond the influence of
prayer 1’

“There are none such,” said Gertiude with decision.

“Do you see,” saxd Mr. Phallips, “this curtain of thick clouds
now overshadowmg the woild% Even so many a heart 1s
weighed down and oveishadowed by thick and impenetrable
darkness.”

“But the hght shines brightly above the clouds,” said
Gertinde

“ Above? Well, that may be; but what avails it to those who
sce 1t not?”

“It is sometimes a weary and toilsome road that leads to the
mountain-top; but the pilgrim 1s well repard for, the tiouble
which brings him above the clouds,” rephed Gertru\de with en-
thusiasm

“Tew ever find the road that leads so Ingh,” 1esponded her
melancholy companion, “and those who do cannot hive long
1 so clevated an atmosphere They must come down from therr
gxeight, and agam dwell among the common herd ; agamn mingle
in the waifare with the mean, the base, and the cruel, thicker
clouds will gather over their heads, and they will be buned in
iedoubled darkness.”

* But they have seen the gloiy; they know that the hght 1s
ever burning on high, and will have faith to believe 1t will preice
the gloom at Jast See, see!” said she, her eyes glowmg with
tho fervour with which she spoke. “Even now the heaviest
clouds are parting, the sun will soon light up the valley!”

She pointed, as she spoke, to o wide fissure which was gradually
dlscl9ung itself, as the hitherto sohid mass of clouds separated
on cither side, and then twned to the stranger to see if he
observed the change, but, with the same smile upon Ius unmoved
countenance, he was watching, not the display of nature m the
distance, but that close at lus side  He was gazing with ntent
interest upon the young and ardent worshipper of the beautiful
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and the trite, and, in stadying ber fostuns and obiening the
play of her countenunce, e cremed o whindly abzarbod, that
Gertrude ~ believing he way nnd Jistening to her words, Lat
had fallen inta one of his nb ont monda-—ene o] rpeallng, mther
abraptly, and was turning avay, when he aid:

“Go on, happy elild D Towh o, af yon e, tooiec the werld
tinged with the 1o » eolomring i woars far goe; tewh e to Jove
and pity ne you do that miserable thing called ran, 1 wrem
you that you have & dithenlt tol, bat 3ou 1ran to by very
hopeful.”

“Plo yon hate the world?” asloed Gertinde with ¢ traizhtforsand
stinplicity,

“ Almact,” was Mr, Phillips's answer,

# 7 did emee,” said Gertrude musingly,

*And will again, perhap

“No, that would be impo-cible; it hos been a good fo-ter-
mother to its orphan elnld, and nov T Insve it dearly)

“Have they been land to yond” psked he with evgernes,
“Have heartlens strangers deserved the love you reom to foel
for them?”

“Tleartless strangers V" exelaimed Gertrude, the er 1obing
to her eye. “0, wir, T wish you eould hise kuown say Undde:
True, and Emily, dear, bhind Enmily ! You vould think Ixtter
of the world for thar wakes”

“Tell me nbout than,” cad he in a Jow, unsteady volee, and
looking fixedly down into a preaipice at his feat

“There 15 not muceh to tell, only that one was old and poor,
and the other wholly blind: and yet they made everything rich,
and bnght, and beautiful to me, a poor, desnlate, injund
child "

“Injured! Then you ncknowledge that you had previensly
met with wrong and injusticei”

“I evelaimed Gertinde; “my carlicst recollections are
only of want, suffering, and much unkindness”

“And these friends took ity on you?”

“Yes  One became an earthly father {0 me, and the other
taught me wheie to find a heavenly one”

“And ever since then yon have been free and hight as alr
without*a wish or care 1n the world 1"

“No, indeed I did not say so—1 do not mean 0, said
Getrude “I have had to put from Unele True, and to give
up other dear friends, «nme for years and <ome for ever, T
have had many tuml, and even am now oppressed by more
than one subject of ansiety and dicad ”
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“ How, then, so cheerful and happy?” asked Mr. Phillips.

Gertrude had risen, for she saw Dr. Jeremy approaching,
and stood with one hand resting upon a solid mass of stone,
under whose projeching shadow she had been seated She
smiled a thoughtful smmle at Mr Phillips’ question, and said,
m a low, fervent tone, “I see the gulf yawnming beneath me,
but I lean upon the Rock of Ages”

Gertrude had spoken truly when she said that more than
one anxiety and dread oppressed her, for, mingled with a
daily incieasing fear lest the time was fast approaching when
Emily would be taken fiom her, she had of late been harassed
and grieved by the thought that Willie Sullivan, towards whom
her heart yearned with more than a sister’s love, was fast forget-
ting the friend of his childhood It was now some months since
she had received a letter from India The last one was short,
and written in a haste which Wilhe apologized for on the score
of business cates and duties; and Gertrude was compelled un-
willingly to admit the chilling presentiment that, now that
his mother and grandfather were no more, the ties which bound
the exile to his native home were sensibly weakened

Dr Jeremy’s approach was the signal for hearty congratu-
lations and greetings between himself and Mr Phillips The
doctor began to converse in his animated manner, and spoke
with hearty delight of the beauty and peacefulness of that
bright Sabbath morning m the mountains, and Mr. Phillips,
compelled to exert lnmself, and conceal, if he could not dispel,
the gloom which weighed upon his mind, talked with an ease,
and even a playfulness, which astonished Geitrude, who walked
back to the house silently wondering at this strange and in-
consistent man. She did not see him at breakfast, and at
dinner he took a seat at some distance from Dr Jeremy's party,
and merely acknowledged their acquaintance by a giaceful salu-
tation to Gertrude as she left the diming-hall

Still later 1n the day he suddenly made s appearance on
the bioad piazza, where Emily and Gertrude were seated
Geitrude hoped Mr. Phillips would jomn them She knew that
Emily would be charmed with his rich and varied conveisation,
and felt an mstinctive hope that the sweet tones of the com-
fort-carrying voice, which so many loved and blessed, would"
speak to his heart a Jesson of peace  But she hoped m vain. He
started on seemng them, walked hastily away, and Gertrude
soon after espied him toiing up the same steep path which
had attracted them both m the morning, nor did he make lus
appearance at the hotel again that night. )

2
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The Jeremys stayed two days longer at the Mountain Howse,
The invigmating air benefited Enmuly, who appeared stronger
than she had done for weeks past, and was able to take many
o httle stioll i the neighbouihood of the house

They saw no more of thewr new acquaintance, who, they
learned, had left at an ealy hour on Monday, and took a
pedestuan comse down the mountam.

CHAPTER XXXVI
THE INVISIBLE CHARM

Saratoga is a queer place. One sees congregated there, at
the height of the season, delegates from every part of our own
and from many foreign countries TFashion’s ladder 1s trans-
planted thither, and all its 1ounds are filled Beauty,
wealth, pride, and folly ate well represented; and so, too, arc
wit, gemus, and learning  Idleness reigns supreme, and no one,
not even the most active, busy, and mdustrious citizen of our
working land, dares, m thus her legitimate provinee, to dispute
her tempoiary sway. Every rank of cociety, every mofession,
and almost every trade, meet each other on an casy and friendly
footing The acknowledged belle, the beater of an anstocratic
name, the owner of a well-filled purse, the 1enowned scholar,
artist, or poet, have all a conspicuous sphere fo shine m,
There ate many counterfeits, too  The nobodies at home stand
a chance to be considered somebodies here; and the fir <t people
of a distant city, accustomed to consider themselves some-
bodies, sit m corners and pout at suddenly finding themselves
nobodies All come, however, from a common motive, all are
in pwsuit of amusement, recreation, and rest from labour;
and, m tlhs search after pleasure, a {riendly and benevolent
sentiment for the most part prevails, All are in motion,
and the throngs of well-diessed people moving to and fio, on
foot, on horseback, and in carriages, together with the gay as-
semblages crowded upon the piazzas of the hotels, constitute
a lively and festive scene; and he who loves to observe human
natuie may study it heie in its most animated form

It was a wholly new experience to Gertrude, and although,
m the comparative retirement and privacy of Congress Hall
she saw only the reflection of Saratoga gaety, and heard only
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“the ‘eche of . ite" dxstanf. hum, thére- was enoug}r of ‘novelty ang

a “e%fc'tement 10! eni:ertam;’amuse,, and Sufprise ‘one_ Who-*was’ a,
complete ‘novme in the'¥ ‘ways-of fashionablé Jifé. In*the; cirele
of“hlgh—bred‘,pohshed*‘ hterary, and- talented- _persons _ whom
"Madame ~Gryseworth -drew about” her, -and " into, "which Dr..
Jetemy’q"party ‘weré at once admitted- as ‘honoured _members,’
Gertrude found. much that was congenial to her cultivated:and-
superior taste and- she herself soon came to be apprecxated a.nd
admu:ed as she deserved.

< Madame Gryseworth was a lady of the old school—one who
ha.d all her life been accustomed to the best soc1ety, and who
.continued, 1n spite of her advanced years, to enjoy and to adorn

+it. *She was still a fine-looking woman, tall and stately; and
‘though a little proud, and to strangers a little reserved, she
goon proved herself an agreeable companion to people of all
ages.

' One evening, when the Jeremys had been a week at Saratoga,
as Emily and Gertrude were leaving the tea-table they were:
joined by Ne’cb& Gryseworth, who, linking her arm in Gertrude s,
‘exclaimed, in her usual gay manner, “ Gertrude, I shall quarrel
with you soon t”

L Indeed 7 said Gertrude. “ On what ground ¥’ ,

’ % Jealousy.” oy,

.'Gertrude blushed slightly. '
< ©Q, you needn’t turn so red; it is not on account of any
grey—headed gentleman staring at you all dmnper-time from the

vother'end of the table. No; Pm indifferent on that score. Ellen
“and you may disagree about Mr. Phillips’s attentions, but I’
jealous of those of another person”

- «X hope Gertrude isn’t interfering with your happiness in
any way,” said Emily, smiling,

““She is, though,” replied Netta. “My happiness, my pride,
my comfort—she is undermming them all She would not:
" dare 80 to- conduct herself Miss Graham, if you could see her.
behaviour.” _

> “Tell me all nbout it,” said Emily coaxingly, “ and I will
*> promise G interest myself for youn.”

* #T doubt that,” answered, Netta; T am not sure but you are
,“a coadJutor mth hér. .However, I will state m¥y gnevance. Do
~you. hot see’ how entn‘ely she engrosses the-attention of -an im-

- portant personage’l Axe you not .awafe that Peter;has teased

,1to: have- - eyes- for, ; anyone else't For my .own* part, I7 can get.
s noﬂnng «to’ éator’ drink “until’ Miss tht is served and Tm.
‘determmed ‘to ask papa.= to change our seats at the table. ,It
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isn’t that I care about my food; but I feel insulted~my pride
is essentially wounded. A few days ago I was a great favowmite
with Peter, and all my pet dishes were sure to be placed di-
rectly in front of me; but now the tunc is changed, and this
very evening 1 saw him pass Gertrude the blackberries, which
the creature knows I delight in, while he pushed a dish of
blues towards me in a manner which scemed to imply, ‘Blue-
berries are good enough for yow, Miss!"”

“T have noticed that the waiters are very attentive to us,”
said Emily. “Do you suppose Gertiude has been secretly brib-
ing them?”

“She says not,” replied Netta. “Didn’t you tell me so
yesterday, Gertrude, when I was drawing a similar comparison
between their devotion to you and to our paity? Didn’t you
tell me that neither the doctor nor any of you ever gave Peter
anything 9"

“Certainly,” answered Gertrude, “his attentions are all volun-
tary; but I attribute them entirely to Emily’s influence, and
his desire to serve her.”

“It’s no such thing,” said Netta, emphasizing her remark by
a mysterious httle shake of the head, “it’s sorcery, I'm sure
of it, you’ve been practising the black art, Gertrude, and Ill
warn Peter this very day.”

As she spoke they reached the corner of the drawing-room
wheie the old ladies Grysewoirth and Jeremy were sitting upon
a sofa, engaged 1n earnest conversation, while Ellen, who had
just 1eturned from a drive with her father, stood talking with
him and a Mr Petrancoumit, who had that evening arrived from
New York

The ladies on the sofa made room for Emily, and Netta and -
Gertrude seated themselves mear by. Ocecasionally Madame
Gryseworth cast glances of annoyance at a group of children
on the other side of the room, who by then noisy shouts con-
tinually mterrupted her remarks, and prevented her understand-
ing those of her neighbour. Gertrude’s attention soon became
attracted by them also to such a degree that she did not
hear more than half of the lively and gay sallies of wit and
nonsense which Netta continued to pour forth.

“Do go and play with those clnldren, Gertrude,” said Netta,
at last; #1 know you’re longing to go”

“T'm longing to stop thewr play!” exclaimed Gertrude Some
half-dozen gaily and fancifully dressed children had collected
around a strange httle new-comer, whom they were subjecting
to every species of persecution Her clothes, though of rich
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materials, were most untidily airanged, and appeared some-
what soiled by traveling Her httle black silk fiock seemed
to be qute outgrown, bemg much shorter than some of her
other garments, and her whole appearance denoted great negli-
gence on the part of her parents or guardians When Madame
Gryseworth’s evident disturbance first led Gertrude to notice
the youthful group, this httle girl was standing in thewr mdst,
looking wildly about her, as if for a chance to escape, but this
the children prevented, and continued to ply her with questions,
each of which called forth a derisive shout from all but the
poor litfle object of attack, who, on her part, looked ready to
bwist mto tears Whether the scene 1eminded Gertrude of
some of her own experiences, or merely touched the chord
of a universal spirit of sympathy for the injured, she could
not keep her eyes from the little party, and, just as Netta
was fairly launched upon one of her favourite topics—namely,
Mr. Phillips and his unaccountable conduct—she spiung from
her seat, exclaiming, “They sha'n’t torment that child so!”
and hastily crossed the room to the rescue .

Netta burst mto a. hemty laugh at Gertrude’s excited and
enthusiastic manner of starting on her benevolent errand; and
this, together with the unusual circumnstance of her crossing the
large and crowded room hastily and alone, drew the enquuries of
all the circle whom she had left, and dwming her absence she
unconsclousty became the subject of discussion and remark

“What 1s the matter, Netta?” asked Madame Gryseworth.
“Where has Gertrude gone?”

“To offer herself as a champion, grandmamma, for that hittle
dowdy-looking child ”

“Is she the one who has been making all this noise?”

“No, indeed, but I believe she 1s the cause of 1t” -

“It 1sn’t every gi1l,” remarked Ellen, “who could cross a grea
room like this so gracefully as Gertrude can”

“She has a remarkably good figure,” saad Madame Gryseworth,
“and knows how to walk—a veiy rare accomplishment nowadays ”

“She is a very well-formed girl,” remarked Dr. Gryseworth, who
had observed Gertrude attentively as she crossed the room, and
now, .hearmg her commented upon, turned to take his part in the
craticism, “but the true secret of her looking so completely the
lady hies 1 her having uncommon dignity of character, being
wholly unconscious of observation, and independent of the wish
to attract 1t, and therefore simply acting herself. She dresses

well, too  Ellen, I wish you would inutate Miss Flint’s style of
dress, nothing could be 1n better taste”
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“Qr a greater saving to your pwse, papa,” whispered Netta.
“Gertrude dresses very sumply.” B

“Miss Flint’'s style ot dress would not become Miss Gryse-
worth,” said the fashionable Mrs, Petrancourt, who approached in
time to hear the doctor’s remark. “ Your daughter, sir, is a noble,
showy-looking gir], and can carry off a great deal of diess.”

“So can a millimer’s doll, Mis Petrancourt However, I sup-
pose, 1 a certain sense, you are right The two girls are not suffi-
ciently alike to resemble each other, af their dresses were matched
with Chinese exactness.”

“Resemble each other! You suiely would not wish to see your
beautiful daughter the counterpart of one who has not half her
attractions?”

“ Are you much acquainted with Miss Flint?”

“Not at all, but Netta pomted her out to me at the tea-table
as being a particular friend”

“Then you must excuse me, ma'am, if I remark that it is
impossible you should have any 1dea of her attractions, as they
certainly do not he on the surface.”

“You confess, then, that you do not think her handsome, sir?”

“To tell the truth, I never thought anything about it. Ask
Petrancourt* he is an acknowledged judge;” and the doctor
bowed in a flattering manner to the lady, who had been the
belle of the season at the time her husband paid lus addiesses
to her

“T will, when I can get a chance, but he is standing too near
the blind lady—Miss Flint’s aunt, is she not?”

% Particular friend, not her aunt” :

This conversation had been carried on in a low voice, that Emily
might not hear 1t  Others, however, were either moie careless o1
more indifferent to her presence, for Madame Gryseworth began
to speak of Gertrude without restraint, and she was at this mo-
ment saying, “ One must see her under peculiar circumstances to be
struck with her beauty at once, for instance, as I cid yesterday,
when she had just retuined from nding, and her face was mn a
glow from exercise and excitement, or as she looks when animated
by her intense interest in some glowing and eloquent speaker ; or
when her feelings are suddenly touched, and the tears start into
her eyes, and her whole soul shines out through them ”

“Why, grandmamma,” cried Netta, “you are really eloquent!”

“Bo 18 Qertrude at such times as those I speak of. O, she is
a girl after my own heart!”

“She must be a very agieeable young lady from your account,”
sald Mr, Petrancourt. “We must know her.”

\
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“Von will not find her at all of the same stamp as most of the
agreeable young ladies whom you meet in the gay circles. How
she has contrived to quiet those childien!”

Mr, Petrancourt followed the direction‘of Madame Gryseworth’s
eyes “Is that the young lady you weie speaking of?” asked he,
“the one with -gieat dark eyes, and such a splendid head of
hair? I have been noticing her for some time.” *

“Yes, that is she, talking to the little girl 1n black.”

¢ Madame Grysewouth,” said Dr. Jeremy, thiough the long open
window, stepping inside as he spoke, “I see you appreciate our
Gerty ; I did not say teo much in praise of her good sense, did 1?”

“Not half enough, doctor; she 1s a very bright gurl, and a very
good one, I believe.”

" Good ! exclaimed the doctor; “I didn’t know that goodness
counted in these places, but, if goodness is worth speaking of, I
should like to tell you a little of what I know of that girl,” but
Miss Graham touched his arm, spoke 1 a low voice, and inter-
rupted him. )

He stopped abruptly. “Emily, my dear,” said he, “I beg your
pardon, I didn’t know you were here, but what you say 1s very
true Certrude is a private character, and T have no uight to
bring her before the public. I am an old fool, certainly, but
there, we are all friends” And he looked around the circle a
hitle anxiously, cast a shghtly suspicious glance at the Petran-
courts, and finally rested his gaze upon a figure directly behind
Ellen Oryseworth The latter turned, not having been prev-
ously aware that any stranger was m the neighbowmhood, and,
to her surprise, found herself face to face with Mr. Plullips

“Good evemng,” said she, on recognizing him; but he did
not seem to hear her. Madame Gryseworth, who had never
seen him before, looked up enquuringly

“Mr. Phillips,” said Ellen, “shall I make you acquaimnted
with Mrs. Gryseworth, my—" But before she could complete
the intioduction, he had darted quickly thiough the window,
and was walking across the piazza with hasty strides  He dew
forth Tus handkerchuef, wiped the moisture from his brow, and,

unseen and unsuspected, brushed away a tear.
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CHAPTER XXXVII .
A SURPRISE

Later in the evening, when Gertrude, having resigned her
little chaige to the nwse who came to seek hei, had again
jomed her party, the attention of cveryone assembled in the
drawing-room was attracted by the entrance of a beautiful and
showily dressed young lady, attended by two or three gentle-
men. After glancing 10und the 100m for the peison whom she
came to seek, she advanced towards Mre Petiancourt, who, on
her part, 10se to receive her young visitor. Unexpected as the
meeting was to Gertrude, she at once 1ecognized I<abel Chinton,
who, howevei, passed both her and Emily without observing them,
and, there being no vacant chait near at hand, seated herself
with Mrs Petiancourt on a couch a little farther up the room,
and entered mto earnest and familiar conversation, nor did
she change her position, or look in the direction of Dr Jeremy’s
party, until just as she was taking her leave She would have
paseed them then without noticing their presence, but acci-
dentally hearing Dr. Giyseworth address Miss Fhint by name,
she half twined, caught Gertrude’s eye, spoke a careless “ How
do you do”, with that sort of indiffeience with which one
salutes a very shght acquuntance, cast a look back at Emly,
surveyed with an impeitinent air of curiomity the 1est of the
cucle to which they Dbelonged, and, without stopping to ex-
change words or enquites, walked off.

“Q, what a beauty!” exclaimed Netta to Mrs., Petrancourt
“Who 15 she?”

Mis Petrancomt iclated what she knew of Miss Chnton,
told how she had travelled with her in Switzerland, and met
her afterwaids in Paris, wheie she was universally admired;
then turming to Gertrude, she remaiked, “You are acquainted
with her, I see, Miss Fhnt?”

Gertrude replied that she knew her before she went abroad,
but had seen nothing of her smce her retwin

“She has but just armived,” said Mis Petiancomt, “she
came with her father in the last steamer, and has been in
Saratoga but a day o1 two She is making o great sensation
at the United States, I hear, and has tioops of beaux?”

“Most of whom ate probably aware,” 1emarked Mi. Petran-
court, “that she will have plenty of money one of these days”
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Emily’s attention was by this time attracted. She had been
conversing with Ellen Gryseworth, but now turned to ask Ger-
trude if they were speaking of Isabel Chnton )

“Yes,” said Dr. Jeremy, “and 1f she were not the rudest girl
in the world, my dear, you would not have iemained so long
in ignorance of her having been here” i .

Emily forbore to make any comment. It did not smprise
her to hear that the Clintons had returned home, as they had
geparated from the Grahams soon after the latter went abroad,
and she had sice heard nothing of their movements Gertrude
was silent also; but she burned inwardly, as she always did,
at any shights being offered to the gentle Emily )

Gertiude and Dr. Jeremy were always among the earliest
morning visitors at the spring On the morning succeeding
the evening of which we have been speaking, they had as usual
presented themselves there Gertrude hgd gratified the doctor
by imbibing a tumblerful of a water which she found very un-
palatable; and he having quaffed his seventh glass, they had
both proceeded some distance on one more walk around the
grounds, when he suddenly missed his cane, and believing that
he had left it at the spring, went back to look for it

Gertrude would have gone back also, but he insisted upon
her continuing her walk in the direction of the circular rail-
way, promising to come round the other way and meet her.
She had proceeded some lttle distance, and was walking
thoughtfully along, when, at an abrupt winding in the path,
she observed a couple approaching her—a young lady leaning
on the arm of a gentleman. A straw hat partly concealed the
face of the latter, but mm the foimer she at once recogmized
Belle Clinton It was equally evident, too, that Belle saw Ger-
trude, and knew her, but did not mean to acknowledge her
acquaintance; for, after the first glance, she kept her eyes
obstinately fixed either upon her companion or the ground
This conduct did not disturb Gertrude 1n the least, but, bemng
thus saved the necessity of awaiting and returning any salutation
fiom that quarter, she naturally bestowed her passing glance
upon the gentleman who accompanied her He looked up at

- the same instant, fixed his full, grey eyes upon her, with merely
that careless look, however, with which one stranger regards
another, then, turming as carelessly away, made some shight
remark to his companion.

They pass on. They have gone some steps, but Gertrude
stands fixed to the spot She feels a great throbbing at her

heart (Shoe) knows that look, that voice, as well as 1f she had
%2 13
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scon and heard them yesterday. Could Gertrude forget Willie
Sullivan?

But he has foigotten her. Shall she run after him, and stop
him, and catch both his hands in hers, and compel lum to see,
and know, and speak to her? She started one step forward m
the direction he had taken, then suddenly paused and hesitated.
A crowd of emotions choked, blinded, suffocated her; and while
she wiestled with them, he {urned the corner and passed out of
sight She covered her face with her hands and leaned aganst
a tree.

It was Willie. There was no doubt of that, but not her
Willic—the doy Wilhie It was true, time had added but little
to his height or breadth of figure; for he was a well-grown
youth when he went away. But six years of Eastein life had
done the woik that twice that time would ordinarily have
accomplished

The fiesh complexion of the boy had given place to the paler
beard-darkened and somewhat sun-browned tints that maik a
ripened manhood; the joyous eye had a deeper cast of thought,
the elastic step a more firm and measured tread; while the beam-
mg, sunny expiession of countenance had given place to a certamn
grave and composed look,

The winning attractiveness of the boy, however, had but given
place to equal, 1f not superior qualities m the man, who was still
eminently handsome, and gifted with that mborn and natwal
grace and ease of deportment which win universal remark and
commendation. The broad, open forehead, the lines of mild but
firm decision about the mouth, the fiank, fearless manner, were as
marked as ever, and were alone sufficient to betray his identity to
one upon whose memory these and all his other characteristics
were 1indehbly stamped, and Gertrude needed not the sound of his
well-known voice to proclaim at once to her beating heart that
Willie Sullivan had met her face to face, had passed on, and that
she was left alone, unrecognized, unknown, and to all appearance
unthought of and uncared for!

For a time this bitter thought, “He does not know me!” was
alone present to her mind. She did not stop to reflect upon the
fact that she was but a child when she parted from lim, and that
the change 1 her appearance must be immense Far less did it
occur to her to congratulate herself upon a transformation, every
shade of winch had been to her a proportionate improvement and
advantage The one painful 1dea, that she was forgotten and lost,

as 1t were, to the dear friend of her cluldhood, obhiterated every
other resollection.
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Other feelings, t0o, soon crowded into her mind, in confused and
mingled array Why was Willie here, and with Isabel ‘Clinton
leaning on huis arm? How came he on this side the ocean? and
how happened 1t that he had not immediately sought herself, the
earbest, and, as she had supposed, almost the only friend he had
left to welcome lim back to Ins native land? Why had he not
written and warned her of his coming? How should she account
for his strange silence, and the still stranger circumstance of his
hurrying at once to the haunts of fashion, without once visiting
the city of his birth, and the sister of his adoption!

Poor child! It was so different a meeting from what she had
mmagined and expected! For the six years that she had been
growing 1nto womanhood it had been the dream of her walking
hours, and had come as a beautiful though transient reality to her
happy sleep He could hardly have presented himself at any hour
of the day or night, scaicely 1n any disguise, that would not have
been foreseen and anticipated He could have used no form of
greeting that had not already rung in the ears of her fancy, he
could bestow upon her no look that would not be familiar. What
‘Willie would say when he first saw her, what he would do to ex-
press his delight, the questions he would ask, the exclamations he
would utter—all this had been rehearsed by Gertiude again and
again, in every new nstance taking some new form, or varied by
some additional circumstance

But among all her visions there had been none which in the
least approached the reality of this painful experience, that had
suddenly plunged her into disappointment and soriow. Her
darkest dieams had never pictured a meeting so chilling, hér
most fearful forebodings had never prefigured anything so heart-
rending as this seemingly total annihilation of all the sweet and
cherished relations that had subsisted between herself and the
long-absent wandeier /

No wonder, then, that she forgot the place, the time, everything
but her own overwhelming grief, and that, as she stood leaning
against the old tree, her chest heaved with sobs, and great tears
tuickled from her eyes. -

_ She was startled from her position by the sound of an approach-
ing footstep Hastily starting forward, without looking in the
direction from which it came, and throwing a lace veil (which, as
the day was warm, was the only protection she wore upon her
head) 1 such a manner as to hude her face, she wiped away her
fast-flowing tears, and hastened on, to avoid bemg overtaken and

observed by any of the numerous strangers who frequented the
grounds at this hour.
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Half blinded, however, by the thick folds of the veil, and her
sight rendered still dimmer by the tears which continued to fill her
eyes, she was scarcely conscious of the unsteady course she was
pursuing, when suddenly a loud, whizzing noise, close to her ears,
frightened and confused her so that she knew not which way to
turn, nor had she time to take a single step; for, at the same in-
stant an arm was suddenly flung around her waist, she was for-
éibly hifted from her feet with as much ease and lightness as af she
had been a little child, and, before she was conscious of what was
taking place, found herself detained and supported by the same
strong arm, while just in front of her a little hand-car, containing
two peisons, was whirling by at full speed One step more, and
she would have reached the track of the minmature railway, and
been exposed to serious, perhaps fatal, injury, from the rapidly
moving vehicle. Fhnging back her veil, she at once perceived her
fortunate escape, and, being at the same moment released from
the firm gasp of her 1escuer, she turned upon him a half-con-
fused, half-grateful face, whose distuubed expression was much
enhanced by her previous excitement and tears

Mr. Plullips—for 1t was he,~looked upon her 1 the most tender
and pitying manner “Poor child!” said he, soothingly, at the
same time drawing her aim through his, “you were very much
frightened. Here, sit down upon this bench,” and he would have
drawn her towaids a seat, but she shook her head, and signified
by a movement her wish to proceed towards the hotel She could
not speak ; the kindness of his look and voice only served to -
ciease her trouble, and rob her of the power to articulate.

So he walked on in perfect silence, supporting her, however,
with the greatest care, and bestowing upon her many an anxious
glance At last, making a great effoit to 1ecover her calmness, she
patially succeeded—so much so, that he ventuied to speak agam,
and asked, “Did I frighten you?”

“You?” rephed she, in a low and somewhat unsteady voice.
“0O no! you are very kind” -

“I am sorry you are so disturbed,” said he; “those little cars
are tioublesome things”

“The car!” said Gertrude, in an absent way. “O yes, I forgot.”

“You are o little nervous, I fear, can’t you get Dr Jeremy to
. prescuibe for,you?”

“The doctort He went back for lus cane, I beheve ”

M Plullips saw that she was bewildeied. He forbore any
attempt at conveisation, and they continued their walk to the
- hotel without another word. Just before leaving heir, however,
he sad, m a tone of deepest interest, as he held her hand for a_

»
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moment at parting, *Can I do anything for you? Can I help
rou?” ‘

’ Gertrude looked at him. Her eyes thanked him as they again
ghstened behind a shower of tears. “No, no,” gasped she, * but
you are very good ;” and she hastened into the house, leaving him
standing for more than a minute on the spot where she had left
him, gazing at the door by which she had disappeared, as if she
were still 1 sight, and he were watching her.

Gertrude’s first thought, after gaining the shelter of the hotel,
was, how she might best conceal from all her friends any know-
ledge of the load of grief she was sustaining. That she would re-
cewve sympathy and comfort from Emily there could be no doubt,
but, 1n proportion as she loved and respected her benefactress, did
she shrink from any disclosure which was calculated to lessen
Willie Sullivan in the estimation of one in whose opinion she was
anxious that he should sustamn the lugh place to which her own
praises had exalted him.

The chief knowledge that Emily had of Willie was derived fiom
Gertrude,, with a mingled feeling of tenderness for him and pride
on her own account did the latter dread to disclose the fact that
he had returned after so many years of absence, that she had met
him 1 the public walks of Saratoga, and that he had passed her
carelessly by.

The possibility naturally presented itself to her mind that he
had indeed visited Boston, sought her, and, learning where she
might be found, had come hither purposely to see her; nor, on
calm reflection, did this supposition seem contradicted by his fail-
ing, on a mere casual glance, to recognize her, for she could not be
1gnorant or insensible of the vast change which had taken place
both m her face and figure. But the ray of hope which this
thought called up was quickly dissipated by the recollection of
a letter received the previous evening from Mrs. Elhs, which
would certamly have mentioned the arrival of so important a
visitor. There was, however, the still further possibiity that
this airival might have taken place since the date of Mrs Ellis’s
concise epistle, and that Willie might have but just reached Ius
destination, and not yet had time to discover her temporary
place of abode

It was very hard for her to appear as usual, and elude the vigl-
ance of the affectionate and careful Emily, who, always deeply
conscious of her responsibility towards her young charge, and
fearful lest, owing to her blindness, she might often be an msuffi-
cient protectlop to one of so ardent and excitable 2 temperament,
was keenly alive to every sensation and emotion expeiienced by

3
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Gertrude, especially to any fluctuation in her usually cheerful
spirits

And Gertrude’s spirits, even when she had armed herself with
confidence and hope by the encomaging thought that Wilhe would
yet prove faithful to Ins old friendship, could not but he sorely
depressed by the consciousness now forced upon her that he could
no longer be to her as he had once been , that they could never meet
on the same footing on which they had parted ; that hte was a man
of the world now, with new relations, new cares, new inteiests,
and that she had been deceiving herself, and labouiring under a
false delusion, i cheiishing the belief that in their case the laws
of nature would be suspended, and time have no power to alter or
modify the nature and extent of then mutunal affection There
was something 1 the very circumstance of her first meeting with
him m company with Isabel Clinton which tended to impress
her with this conviction. TIsabel, of all people one so essentially
woildly! Tiue, she was the daughter of Willie’s carly and gener-
ous employer, now the senior partner in the mercantile house to
which he belonged, and would not only be likely to form his ac-
quaintance, but would have an undoubted claim to every pohte
attention he might have it in his power to pay her, but “still
Gertrude could not but feel a gieater sense of estiangement, &
chilling presentiment of sorrow, from seemng him thus famiharly
associated with one who had invariably treated her with scorn
and incivility.

There was but one thing for her to do, however; to call up all
her self-command, bring pride even to her aid, and endeavour m
any event to behave with serenity and composure. The very fear
that one keen and searching pair of eyes had already penetrated
her secret so far as to discover that she was afflicted in some form
or other, served to put her still more upon her guard, and she
therefore compelled herself to enter the room where Emily was
awaiting her, bid her a cheerful “good morning”, and assist, as
usual, in the completion of her toilet Her face still bore in-
dications of recent tears—but that Emily could not see—and by
heakfast time even they were effectually 1emoved.

Now again new tuals awaited her, for Dr. Jeremy, according
to ns promise, had, after recovering the mssing cane, gone to
meet her in the duection agreed upon, and finding her false to
her appointment, and nowhere to be found among the giounds,
was full of enquiries as to the path she had taken, and her
reasons for giving him the shp

Before she could plead any reason, Netta Gryseworth came
running up, evidently full of pleasantry and fun, and leaming
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over Gertrude’s shoulder, said in a whisper loud enough to be
heard by all the hittle circle, who were being delayed on their
way to breakfast by the docto’s demand for an explanation,
% Gertrude, my dear, such affecting partings ought to be private.
T wonder you allow them to take place directly at the door-
step” .

’JIThis remark did not lessen (ertrude’s discomfiture, which
became extreme on Dr. Jeremys catching Netta by the arm
as she was about to run off, and insisting upon knowing her
meamng, declaring that he already had suspicions of Gertrude,
and wanted to know who she had been walking with.

“(), a certain young beaun of hers, who stood gazing after
her when she left lum, until I began to fear the cruel creature
had twoed im imto stome. What did you do to the poor
man, Gertrude?” ’

“Nothing,” vephed Gertrude “He saved me from being
thrown down by the little rail car, and afterwards walked home
with me.”

Gertrude answered seriously The doctor, however, did not
percetve her growing agitation, and pushed the matter still
further. .

“Qute romantic! immment danger! providential rescue!
téte-a-téte walk home, carefully avoiding the old doctor, who
might prove an interruption !—I understand t”

Poor Gertrude, blushig scarlet and pitiably distressed, tried
to offer some explanation, and stammered out, with a faltering
voice, that she did not notice—she didn’t remember.

Ellen Gryseworth gave her a scrutinizing glance, and Netta,
half pitying, half enjoying her confusion, dragged her off to-
wards the breakfast-hall, saying, “Never mind, Gertrude, 1t’s
no such dreadful thing after all”

The whole mornmg passed away, and nothing was heard
from Wilhe Conscious, however, of the wrong construction
which would be sure to be put upon her conduct if, upon any
plea whatever, she on this day absented herself from the dinner-
table, she made the effort to dress with as much care as usual;
and as she passed up the hall to her seat, it was not strange
that, though suffering herself, the rich glow that mantled her
cheeks, and the bfilhancy which excitement had given to her
dark eyes, attracted the notice of others besides Mr. Phillips,
whe. seated at some cistance, continued, during the short time
that he remained at the table, to obseive her attentively.
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CHAPTER XXXVIII

THE STRICKEN DEER

Evening came at last, and with 1t an urgent invitation to
Gertrude to accompany Dr. Gryseworth, lus daughters, and the
Petrancourts, to & concert to be given at the Umted States
Hotel. This she declined doing, and persisted in her refusal,
1 spite of every endeavour to shake her resolution. She felt
that 1t would be impossible for her to undergo another such
encounter as that of the moining—she should be sure to betray
herself; and now that the whole day had passed, and Willie
had made no attempt to see her, she felt that she would not,
for the world, put herself in lus way, and run the risk of being
discovered, and recognized by him in a crowded concert-100m.
No—she would wait; she should see him soon, at the latest,
and under the present circumstances she should not know how
to meet him; she would preserve her incognito a little longer.

So they all went without her, and many others from their
hotel, and the parlour, bemng half deserted, was very quiet—
a great relief to Gertrude’s aching head and troubled mind.
Later in the evening, an elderly man, a clergyman, had been
introduced to Emily, and was talking with her, Madame Gryse-
worth and Dr. Jeremy were entertaining each other, Mrs. Jeremy
was nodding, and Gertrude, believing that she should not be
missed, was ghding out of the room to go and sit awhile by
heiself in the moonlight, when she met Mr. Phillips in the hall,
" “VWhat ate you here all alone for?” asked he. “Why didn’t
you go to the concert?”

“T have a headache ”

“1 saw you had at dinner Is it no better?”

“No I beheve not.”

“Come and walk with me on the piazza a little while It
will do you good”

She went, and he talked very entertainingly to her, told
her a great many amusing anecdotes, succeeded 1n making her
smile, and even laugh, and seemed very much pleased at having
done so He 1elated many amusing things he had seen and
heard since he had been staying at Saratoga in the character
of a spectator, and ended by asking her if she didn’t think 1t
was a heartless show )

The question took QGertrude by surprise She asked lus
meaning.
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“Don’t you think there i§ something very ridiculous in s6
many thousarid people coming here to enjoy themselves?”

«J don’t know,” answered Gertrude, “but 1t has not seemed
g0 to me. I think it’s an excellent thing for those who do
enjoy themselves”

“ And how many do?”

“The greater part, I suppose.”

¢ Pshaw! no, they don’t More than half go away muserable,
and nealy all the 1est dissatisfied.” -

“Do you think so? Now, I thought the charm of the place
was seeing so many happy faces, they have nearly all looked -
happy to me.” ‘

«Q, that's all on the surface; and, if yowll- notice, those
who look happy one day are wretched enough the next. Yours
was one of the happy faces yesterday, but 1t isn’t to-day, my
poor child.”

Then, ‘perceiving that his remark caused the hand which
rested on s arm to tremble, while the eyes which had been
attentively raised to his suddenly fell and hid themselves under
their long lashes, he continued. “However, we will trust soon
to see 1t as bright as ever. But they should not have brought
.you here Catskill Mountain was o fitter place for your hvely
unagination and reflecting mind; a sensitive nature should not
be exposed to all the shafts of malice, envy, and ill-will it 1s
sure to encounfer in one of these crowded resorts of selfish,
base, and cruel humanity.”

“Q1” exclaimed Gertrude, at once comprehending that Mr.
Phillips suspected her to be smarting under some neglect,
feeling of wounded pride, or, perbaps, serious mjury, “you
speak harshly, all are not selfish—all are not unkind ”

“Ah! you are young, and full of faith, Trust whom you
can, and as long as you can I trust no one”

“No one? Are there nonme, then, in the world, whom you
love and confide mn?” ‘

“Scarcely; certamly not more than one. Who should I
trust?”

“The good, the pure, the truly great ”

“And who are they? How shall we distingmish them? T
tell you, my young friend, that in my experience—and it has
been rich, ay, very rich—the so-called good, the honourable,
the upright man, has proved but the varnished hypoente, the
highly finished and polished smner. Yes” continued he,, his
voice growing deeper, hus manner more exaited as he spoke, “I
can think of one, a 1espectable man, one of your jirst men, yes,



202 THE LAMPLIGHTLER

and a church member, whose hardness, injustice, and cruelty
made my hfe what it has been—a desert, a blank, or worse than
that; and I can think of another, an old, rough, intemperate
sailor, over whose head o day never passed that he did not
take the name of his God in vain, who had, nevertheless, at the
bottom of his heart, o drop of such puie, unsulhed essence of
witue as could not be distilled from the souls of ten thousand
of your polished rogues, Which, then, shall I trust—the good
rchgious man, or the low, mofane, and abject ones?”

“Tiust 1n goodness, wherever it be found o anwued Ger-
trude; “but O, tiust all rather than none”

“Your w oxld, yout religion, draws a closer Ime”

“Call 1t not my world, or my ichgion,” «ud Gertrude. “I
know of no such line. I know of no relion but that of the
heatt  Chnst died for us all alike, and, since few souls are
so sunk mn sin that they do not retain some spark of virtue
and tiuth, who shall say in how many a Jight will at last
spring up, by aid of which they may find their way to God!”

“You are a good culd, and full of hope and chanty,” said
Mr Phalhps, pressing her arm closely to Ing side  “I will try
and have faith in you But, see! our friends have returned
from the conceit ILet us go and meet them”

They had had a dehghtful time; Alboni had excelled herself,
and they were so sorry Gertrude did not go  “But perhaps,”
whispered Netta, “you have enjoyed jourself more at home.”
She half repented of the sly msimuation, even before the words
had escaped her; for Gertrude, as she stood leaning uncon-
ceinedly upon Mr Pinllips’s arm, looked so innocent of confusion
or embarrassment, that her very manuner refuted Nettas sus-
picions,

“Miss Chinton was there,” continued Netta, “and looked
beautiful, She had a crowd of gentlemen about her; but didn’t
you notice” (and she tuined to Mrs Petrancourt) *that one
seemed to meet with such marked favour that I wonder the
rest were not discouraged I mean that tall, handsome young
man, who waited upon her into the hall, and went out soun
after.”

“Tt was the same one, was it not,” asked Ellen, *who after-
wards, towards the close of the concert, came in and stood
leaning against the wall for some minutes?”

“Yes,” answered Netta; “but he only waited for Alboni to
finish mvmg, and then approaching Miss-Chuton, leaned over
and v»hvspered a word or two in her ecar. After that she got
up, left L\er seat, and they both went off”

v
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“Yes, just in the midst of that beautiful piece from Lucia
di Lammermoor,” said Ellen “How could they go away?”

“(Q, it is not strange under the circumstances,” said Mr.
Petrancourt, “that Miss Clinton should prefer a walk with
Mr. Sullivan to the best music n the world”

“Why?” asked Netta “Is he supposed to be the favoured
one?” .

“T should think there was no doubt of it,” answered Mr.
Petrancourt. “He was in Paris with them during the spring,
and they all came home in the same steamer. Jverybody
knows 1t 1s the wish of Mr. Clinton’s heart, and Miss Isabel
makes no secret of her preference.”

“Q, certainly,” interposed Mrs Petrancourt, “it is an under
stood thing. I heard it spoken of by two or three persons this
evening”

What became of Gertrude all this time? Could she, who
for six years had nursed the fond 1dea that to Willie she was
and should still continue to be, all in all—could she stand
patiently by and hear him thus disposed of?

She did do it, not consciously, however, for her head swam
round, and she would have fallen but for the firm suppoit of
Mr. Phillips, who held her arm so tightly that though he felt
the rest could not see, how she trembled Fortunately, too,
none but he thought of noticing her blanched face.

Standing there with heir heart beating like a heavy drum,
and almost believing herself in a horrid dream, she listened
attentively, heard and comprehended every word She could
not, however, have spoken or moved for her life, and 1 an
instant more accident might have betrayed her excited and
almost alarming condition But Mr. Philhps acted, spoke, and
moved for her, and she was spared an exposure from which
her delicate and sensitive spirit would have shrunk indeed

“Mr Sulbivan!” said he “Ah! a fine fellow, I know him
Miss Gertrude, I must tell you an anecdote about that young®
man,” and, moving forward m the direction in which they had
been walking when they met the party fiom the concert, he made
as 1f they were still intending to prolong their promenade—a pro-
menade, however, 1n which he was the only walker, for Gertrude
was literally borne upon his arm, until the rest of the company,
who started at the same moment for the parlour, were lud within
its shelter, and he and his companion weie left the sole occupants
of that portion of the piazza

He prdceeded with lus story till he perceived that all danger of
observation was passed, and then hesitated not to stop abruptly,
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and, without cercmony or apology, place her in an armehair which
stood conveniently near. “Sit here,” said he, “while I go and
bring you a glass of water.,” He then wrapped lier mantle tightly
about her and walked quickly away. -

0, how Gertrude thanked him 1n her heart for thus consider-
ately leaving her and giving her time to recover herself! It was
the most judicious thing he could have done, and the kindest.
He saw that she would not faint, and knew that, left alone, she
would «oon rally her powers.

He was gone some minutes, and when he returned she was per-
fectly calm. “I have kept you out too long,” said he; “come,
you had better go in now.”

She rose; he put her arm once more through s, guided her
feeble steps to & window, which opened into her and Emily’s room ;
and then, pausing a moment, said, in a meaning tone, at the same
tune enforcing lus words by the fixed glance of his piercing eye,
“You exhort me, Miss Gertrude, to have faith in everybody, but I
bid you, all inexperienced as you are, to beware lest you beheve
too much Where you have good foundation for confidence, abide
by it, if you can, firmly and bravely; but trust nothing which you
have not fairly tested, and especially rest assured that the idle
gossip of a place like this is utterly unworthy of credit Good
mght ”?

What an utter revulsion of fecling these words occasioned Ger-
trude! They came to her with all the force of a prophecy, and
struck deep into her heart Was there not wisdom in the shan-
ger’s counsel? Had not she, blindly yielding to her gloomy
presentiments and fears, been willing to lend a too ready car to
the whisperings of her own jealous imagination, and a too credulous
one to the idle reports of others, while in reality she had proved
a traitor to o more noble trust? Who, during the many years she
had known him, could have proved himself more worthy of
confidence than Willie? Had he not, from his boyhood, been
exemplary in every virtue, superior to every meanness and every
form of vice? Had he not, in his early youth, forsaken all that
he held most dear, to toil and labour beneath an Indian sun, that
he might provide comforts and luxuries for those whose support
he eagerly took upon himself? Above all, had he not been im-
bued from his infancy with the highest and purest of Christian
principles? ]

He had, indeed, been all this; and while Gertrude called it to
mind, and dwelt upon each phase of his consistent course, she
could not fail to remember, too, that Willie, whether as a generous,
kind-heaited boy, the adventuious, energetic youth, the successful,

l
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and when the doctor came 1n with the letters which had arrived
by the early mail, she looked at them so eagerly that he ob:
served 1t, and smd smilingly, “ None for you, Gcrty, but one
for Em11y, which 1s the next best thing, I suppose”

To Geitiude this was the very best thing, for 1t was a long-
expected letter from Mr Graham. To their astonishment he
had already arrived m New York, and desired them to jom
him there on the following day Gertrude could hardly conceal
her satisfaction, which was, however, 1f noticed by her friends,
merely attiibuted to the pleasure she probably felt at the return
of Mr and Mrs Graham, and Emily, really dehghted at the
prospect of so soon meeting her father, was cager to commence
preparations for leaving.

They therefore retired to their own room, and Qertiude’s
time until dinner was fully occupied in the business of packing.

After dinner Mr. Phithps kindly proposed to diive to the
lake. Dr. Gryseworth and one of his daughters had, he as-
swied Gertrude, agreed to take seats i a carriage which he had
provided, and he hoped she would not refuse to occupy the
fourth. As 1t was an hour when Emily would not require her
presence, and she would thus be sure to avoxd Wilhe, she
gladly consented to the arnangement

They had been at the lake nearly an hour. Dr, Giyseworth
and his daughter Ellen had been persuaded by a party whom
they met there to engage i bowling Mr. Phillips and Ger-
trude had declined taking part, but stood for some time looking
on The day, however, being warm, and the air 1n the bumlding
being uncomfortably close, they had gone outside and seated
themselves on a bench at a hittle distance, to wait until the
game was concluded As they sat thus, a couple approached
and took up a position near them. Mr. Phillips was quite
screened from their observation by the trunk of a tree, and
Gertiude sufficiently so to be unnoticed, though the sudden
paleness which overspread her face as they diew near was so
marked as clearly to indicate that she saw and 1ecognized
Wilham Sullivan and Tsabel Clnton. The words which they
spoke also fell distinetly upon her ear.

“Shall I, then, be so much nussed?” asked Isabel, looking
- earnestly 1 the face of her companion

“Missed!” replied he, tarming towards her, and speaking
a shghtly reproachful voice; « how can 1t be otherwise? Who
can supply your place?”

“But 1t will be only two days.”

“A short time, under ordinary circumstances,” smd Wille,

A
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Shut an eternity—" He here checked himself, and made a
sudden miotion to proceed on their walk ) )

Tsabel. followed him, saying, “But you will wait here until
my return}” L.

He agam turned to reply; and this time the reproachful
look which overspread his features was visible to Gertrude, as
he said, with great earnestness, *Certamnly Can you doubt
1t

The stiange, fixed, unnatural expression which took possession
of Gertrude’s countenance as she listened to this conversation,
to her so deeply fraught with meaning, was fearful to witness.

“ Gertrude!” exclaimed Mr. Phillips, after watching her for
a moment, “Gertrude, for Heaven’s sake, do not look so!
Speak, Gertrude! What is the matter?”

But she did not turn her eyes, did not move a featuie of
that stony face; she evidently did not hear him He took her
hand: 1t was cold as marble. His face now wore an appearance
of distiess almost equal to her own, great tears rushed to his
eyes, and rolled down lis.cheeks Once he stretched forth
lis arms, as if he would gladly clasp her to his bosom and
soothe her hike a hittle child, but with evident effort he repressed
the emotion. “Gertrude,” saxd he at length, leaning forward
and fixing his eyes full upon hers, “what have these people
done to you! Why do you care for them? If that young man
has injured you—the rascal!'—he shall answer for it;” and
he sprang to his feet '

The woids and the action brought Gertrude to herself. “No!
no'” said she, “he 1s not that. I am better now Do not
speak of it; don’t tell,” and she looked anxiously i the
direction of the bowling-alley. “I am a great deal better,” and,
to his astonishment, she rose with perfect composure and
proposed going home,

He accompanied her silently, and before they were half-way
up the Inll where they had left the carrage, they weie over-
taken by the rest of thewr party, and m a few moments were
driving towards Saratoga.

During the whole drive, and the evenmng which followed,
Gertrl}de preserved this same rigid, unnatural composure. Once
or twice, before they reached the hotel, Dr. Gryseworth asked
her 1f she felt ill, and Mr. Plulips turned many an anxious
glance towards her. The very tones of her voice were con-
strained—so much 80, that Emly, on her reaching- the house,
enquired at once, “What is the matter, my dear child?”

But she declaed herself quite well, and went through all

¢
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the duties and proprieties of the evening, bidding farewell
to many of her friends, and when she parted from the Gryse-
worths, arranging to see them again 1 the morning.

To the careless eye Emily was the more troubled of the
two, for Emily could not be deceived, and reflected back, in
her whole demeanour, the better-concealed sufferings of Ger-
trude Qertrude neither knew at the time, nor could afterwards
recall, one-half of the occurrences of that evening.

Not untd the still hours of the night, when Emily appeared
to be soundly sleeping by her side, did she venture for an
instant to loosen the iron bands of restraint which she had
imposed upon herself; but then, the barrier removed, the
pent-up torrent of her grief burst forth without check or
hindrance She rose from her bed, and, burying her face m
the cushions of a couch, gave heiself up to blessed tears, every
drop of which was a relief to her aching soul. All other
sorrows had Tound her in a great degree fortified and prepared,
armed with religious trust, and encouraged by a holy hope;
but beneath this sudden and unlooked-for blow she bent,
staggered, and shrunk.

That Willie was faithless to his first love she could not now
feel a shadow of doubt, and with this conviction she realized
that the prop and stay of her life had fallen To whom should
she look as the staff of her young and inexpeiienced life? To
whom could she with confidence turn for counsel, protection,
support, and love? To whom but Wilhe! And Wille had given
his heart to another—and Gertrude would soon be left alone

No wonder, then, that she wept as the broken-hearted weep ;
wept until the fountain of her tears was dry, and she felt her-
self sick, famt, and exhausted. And now she rose, approached
the window, flung back from her forehead the heavy folds of
her long hair, lecaned out, and from the breath of the cool
night breeze drank 1 a refreshing influence Her soul grew
calmer as, withh her eyes fixed upon the bright lights which
“shone so sweetly and calmly down, she seemed to commune
with holy things Once more they seemed to compassionate
her, and, as 1 the days of her lonely childhood, to whisper,
“Gerty '—Gerty '—poor little Gerty!”

Softened and touched by their pitying glance, she gradually
sank upon her knees, her uplifted face, her clasped hands, the
sweet expression of resignation now gradually creeping over
her countenance, all gave evidence that, as on the occasion of
-her first silent prayer to the then unknown God, her now en
hghtened soul was holding deep communion with its Maker,
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and once more her spirit was uttering the simple words, *“ Here
am I, Lord!”

An,d now a gentle hand is laid upon her head She turns
and sees Emily, whom she had belieYed to be asleep, but from
whom anxiety had effectually banished slumber, and who,
with fears redoubled by the sobs which Gertrude could not
wholly repress, 1s standing by her side )

“ertrude,” said she in a grieved tone, “are you in trouble,
and did you seck to lude 1t from me? Do not turn from me,
@eitrude;” and throwing her arms round her, she drew her
head close to her bosom and whispered, “tell me all, my
darling] What is the matter with my poor clild?”

And Gertrude unburdened her heart to Emuly, disclosing to
her attentive ear the confession of the only secret she had ever
kept from her; and Emily wept as she listened, and when
Gertrude had finished, she pressed her again and agamn to her
heart, exclaimmg, as she did so, with an excitement of tone
and manner which Gertrude had never before witnessed in the
usually calm and placid blind girl, “Strange, strange, that you,
too, should be thus doomed! O, Gertrude, my darling! we
may well weep together; but still, believe me, your sorrow is
far less bitter than mine'”

And then, in the darkness of that midmght hour, was Gei-
trude’s confidence rewarded by the revelation of that tale of
grief and woe which, twenty years before, had blighted Emily’s
youth, and which, notwithstanding the flight of time, was still
vivid to her recollection, casting over her life a daik shadow of
which her bhndness was but a single feature

CHAPTER XXXTIX
A TALE OF SORROW

“I was younger than you, Gertrude,” said she, “when my
trial came, and hardly the same peréon in any 1espect that I
have been since you first knew me You are aware, perhaps,
that my mother died when I was too young to retain any
recollection of her; but my father soon married again, and in
this step-parent, whom I remember with as much tenderness
as 1if she had been my own mother, I found a love and caie
which fully compensated for my loss I can recall her now, as-

she looked towards the latter part of her life—a tall, delicate,
(3 20) - 14
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feeble woman, with 2 sery sweet but rather sad face, She was
a widow when my father married her, and had one son, who
became at once my sole companion—the partner of all my
youthful pleasures How dear he became to me, no words
can express. The office which each filled, the influence which
each of us exerted upon the other, was such as to create mutual
dependence ; for though his was the leading spirit, and I was
ever submissive to a rule which, to my e%ﬂy influenced nature,
was never irksome, theie was one respect in which my bold
‘young protector and ruler ever looked to me for aid and support
It was to act as mediator between him and my father, for wiile
the boy was almost an 1dol to his mother, he was ever treated
with coldness and distiust by my fathet, who never understood
or appreciated his many noble quahties, but seemed always to
regard him with an cye of suspicion and dishke. To my
supplicating looks and entreating words, however, he cver lent
a wihng ea, and all my eloquence was sure to be at the
seivice of my companion when he had a favour to obtamn or
an cxcuse to plead

“That my father's sternness towards her son was a great
cause of unhappiness to our mother, I can have no doubt, for
I well 1emember the anxiety with which she strove to conceal
lus faults and misdemeanours, and the frequent occasions on
which she herself instructed me how to propitiate the parent,
who, for my sake, would often foigive the boy, whose bold,
ndventurous independent dlsposmon was continually brmmnn'
bim mto collision with one of whose severity, when thspleased
you have yourself had some opportunity to judge.

“As long as our mother was spared to us we lived in com-
parative harmouny, but at last, when I was just sixteen years
old, she was stricken with sudden illness, and died Well do I
remember, the last night of her hife, her calling me to the bed-
side, and saying, m a solemn voice, ‘ Emily, my dying prayei
is that you will be a guaidian angel to my boy!? God forgive
me,” ejaculated the now tearful bhind gnl, “if I have been
faithless to the trust!

“He of whom I am telling you” (for Enuly carefully forbore
to mention his name) “was then about eighteen. He had lately
become a clerk in my father’s employ, much against his will,
for he earnestly desired a collegiate education, but my father
was determined, and, at his mother’s and my persuasion, he
was induced to submit. My stepmother’s death knit the tie
between her son and myself more closely than ever. He still
continued an 1nmate- of our house, and we passed all the
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time that he could be spared from the office in the enjoyment
of each other's society; for my father was much from home,
and when there, usually shut himself up m his hibrary, leaving
us to entertain each other. I was then a school—g'ul', fond of
books, and an excellent student. We were mnot invarably
happy, however. Often did my father's face weal that stern
expression which I most dreaded to see, while the excited, dis-
turbed, and occasionally angry countemance of his stepson
denoted plainly that some stoom had occurred, probably at the
counting-house, of which I had no knowledge, except from its
after effects My office of mediator, too, was suspended, ‘from
the fact that the difficulties which arose were usually concerning
_some real or supposed neglect or mmsmanagement of business
matters on the part of the young and inexperienced clerk.

“ Matters went on thus for about six months, when it suddenly
became evident that my father had either been powerfully
mfluenced by insinuations from some foreign quarter, or had
himself suddenly conceived a new and alarming idea He 1s,
as you are aware, 4 plain man, honest and stiaightforward in
his purposes, whatever they may be, and, even if it occurred
to him to manceuvre, mcapable of carrying out successfully, or
with tact, any species of artifice Our eyes could not, there-
fore, long be closed to the fact that he was resolved to put an
immediate check upon the freedom of intercourse which had
hitheito subsisted between the two youthful inmates of his
house, to forward which puipose he immediately introduced
into the family, in the position of housekeeper, Mrs Ells, who
has continued with us ever since. The almost constant presence
of this stranger, together with the sudden interference of my
father with such of our long-established customs as favoured
his stepson’s famihar intimacy with me, sufficiently proved s
Intention to uproot and destroy, if possible, the closeness of ~
our fmendsip Nor was it surprising, considering the eireum-
stance that I had already reached the period of womanhood,
and the attachment between us could no longer be considered
a clildish one, while any other might be expected to diaw
forth my father's disapproval, smce his wife’s 1dolized son was .
as ‘far as ever from bemng a favourite with him
‘.My gilstress at these proceedings was only equalled by the

dignation of my companion 1n suffermg, whom no previous
conduct on my father’s part had ever angered as this did. Nor
did the scheme succeed m separating haim from me; for, while
he on every possible qcca,sipn avoided the presence of the spy
{as he termed Mrs Ellis), his inventive genius continually con-

- ‘
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tuved opportunities of seeing and conversing with me in her
absence—a course of behaviour caleulated to give still greater
colourmg to my fathei’s suspicions

“I am convinced that he was mainly actuated to this conrse
by a deep sense of unkindness and injustice, and a desire to
manifest his independence of what he considered unwairantable
tyranny. Nor have I 1eason to believe that the 1dea of romance,
or even future marringe with myself, entered at all into lis
calculations; and I, who at that time knew, or at least was
influenced by no higher law than his will, lent myself unhest-
tatingly to a species of petty deception to clude the vigilance
which would have kept us apart My father, however, as is
frequently the case with people of his unsocial temperament
and apparent obtuseness of observation, saw more of our
manceuvring than we were aware of. He watched us carefully,
and, contraiy to his usual course of procceding, forbore for a
time any interference I have since been led to think that he
designed to wean us from cach other in a less unnatural manner
than that which he had at first attempted, by availing himself
of the earliest opportunity to transfer his stepson to a situation
connected with lis own mercantile establhishment, either in a
foreign country, or a distant part of our own.

“Before such a course could be carried out, however, circum-
stances occurred, and suspicions became aroused, which destroyed
one of their v1ct1ms, and plunged the other—-"

Here Emly’s voice failed her. She Iaid her head upon Ger-
trude’s shoulder and sobbed bitterly.

“Do not try to tell me the rest, dear Emily,” said Gertrude.
“Jt is enough for me to know that you are so unhappy Do
. not make yourself wretched by dwelling upon sorrows that
are past”

“Plst"’\rep]ied Emily, recovering her voice and wiping away
her tears, “mno, they are never past; 1t is only because I am so
Iittle wont to speak of themi that they overcome me now Nor
am I unhappy, Gertrude It 1s but 1arely that my peace is
shaken ; nor would I now allow my weak nerves to be unstiung
by mantm" to another the secrets of that never-to-be-forgotten
time of trial, were 1t not that, since you know so well how
harmoniously and sweetly my hfe 1s passing on to its great and
eteinal awakening, I desire to prove to my darling chlld the
power of that heavenly faith which has turned my daikness
mto marvellons lhight, and made affections such as mine the
blessed: haibingeis of final joy I have not much more to tell,
and that shall be i as few words as possible”
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She then went on, in a low voice. )
«T was suddenly taken 111 with a fever. Mus. Ellis, whom I had
always treated with coldness, and often with disdain gfér you
must remember T was a spoiled child), nursed me by night and
day with a care and devotion which I had no right to expect at
her hands, and, under her watchful attendance, and the skilful
treatment of our good Dr Jeremy, I began, after some weeks, to
recover. One day, when I was sufficiently well to be up and
dressed for several hours at a time, I went for change of air and._
scene into my father’s ibrary, the room next to my own, and there
quite alone Iay half rechning upon the sofa  Mrs Ellis had gone
to attend to household duties, but before she left me she brought
from the adjoming table and placed within my reach a small table,
upon which were arianged various phials, glasses, &c., and among
them everything which I could possibly require before her return.
Tt was towards the latter part of an afternoon in June, and I lay
watching the appoach of sunset from an opposite window. I was
oppressed with a sad sense of lonelmess, for during the past six
weeks 1 had enjoyed no society but that of my nwse, together
with periodical wvisits from my father, and felt, therefore, no
common satisfaction and pleasure when my most congenial but
now nearly forbidden associate unexpectedly entered the 1oom.
He had not seen me since my 1illness, and after this unusuvally
protracted and painful separation our meeting was proportionately
tender and affectionate. He had, with all the fire of a hot and
ungoverned temper, a woman’s depth of feeling, warmth of heart,
and sympathizing sweetness of manner Well do I remember the
expression of his noble face, the manly tones of his voice, as,
seated beside me on the wide couch, he bathed the temples of my
aching head with eau de Cologne, which he took from the table
near by, at thg same time expressing agan and again his joy at
once more seeing me.
, “How long we had sat thus I cannot tell, but the twilight was
deepening 1n the room, when we were suddenly mtetrupted by my
father, who entered abruptly, came towards us with hasty steps,
but stoppmg short when within a yard or two, folded his arms,
and confronted hus stepson with such a look of angry contempt as
I bad never before seen upon his face The latter rose and stood
before hum with a glance of proud defiance, and then ensued a
seene which I have nexther the wish nor the power to describe
‘It is sufficient to say that, in the double accusation which my
excited parent now brought agamst the object of his wrath, he
urged the facj; of his sceking (as he expressed 1t) by mean, base,
and contemptible artifice, to win the affections, and with them the
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expected fortune, of his only child, as a secondary and pardonable
crime compared with his deepei, darker, and but just detected
guilt of forgery—forgery of & large amount, and upon his bene-
factor's name *

“To this day, so far as I know,” said Emly, with fecling, “that
charge remains uncontradicted ; but I did not then, I do not now,
and I never can beheve it  Whatever were ns faults—and his
mpetuous temper betrayed him into many—of this dark crime,
though I have not even lus own word in attestation, I dare pro-
nounce him innocent.

“You cannot wonder, Gertrude, that in my feeble and invalid
condition I was hardly capable of realizing at the time, far less of
retaining, any distinet recollection of the circumstances that fol-

-lowed my father’s words. A few dim pictures, however, the last

my poor eyes ever beheld, are still engraved upon my memory, and
vistble to my imagination My father stood with his back to the
light, and from the first moment of his entering the room I never
saw his face again, but the countenance of the other, the object
of s accusation, 1llumined as it was by the last rays of the golden
sunset, stands ever on the foreground of my recollection. His
head was thrown proudly back; conscious but injured innocence
proclaimed itself in his clear, calm eye, winch shrunk not from
the closest serutiny; his hand was clenched, as if he were vainly
striving to repress the passion which proclaimed itself in the
compressed lips, the set teeth, the deep and angry indignation
which overspread lus face. He did not speak, apparently he
could not command voice to do so; but my father continued to
upbraid lnm in language, no doubt, cutting and severe, though I
remember not a word of 1t It was fearful to watch the work-
ing of the young man’s face, while he stood there listening to
taunts, and enduring reproaches which were no doubt beheved by
him who uttered them to be just and merited, but which wrought
the youth to a degree of frenzy which 1t was terrible indeed to
witness  Suddenly he took one step forward, slowly hifting the
clenched hand which had hitherto hung at s side. I know not
whether he might then have intended to call Heaven to witness
his innocence of the crime with which he was charged, or whether
he might have designed to strike my father, for I sprang from my
seat, prepared to rush between them, and implore them, for my
sake, to desist; but my strength failed me, and, with a shriek, I
sank back in a famting fit

“Q the horror of my awakening! How shall I find words to
tell 1t%—and yet T must! Iasten, Gertrude He—the poor, ruined
boy—sprung to help me, and, maddened by injustice, he knew

-
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nob what he did. Heaven is my witness, I never blamed him;
and if, n my agony, I uttered words that seemed like a gep}f()ach,
1t was because I was too frantic, and knew not what I said.

“What!” cried Gertrude, “he did not—" .

“No, no! he did not—he dud 20t put out my eyes 1 exclaimed
Emily, “1t was an accident  He reached forward for the eau de
Cologne, which he had just had mn his hand There were several
bottles, and, 1n Ius haste, he seized one containing 2 powerful acid
which Mrs. Ellis had found occasion to use m my sickroom. It
had a heavy glass stopper, and he—is hand was unsteady, and
he spilt 16 all—

“On your eyes?” shrieked Gertrude.

Emily bowed her head.

«Q, poor Emily!” cried Gertrude, “and wretched, wretched
young man V"’

“Wretched, indeed!” ejaculated Emuly. “ Bestow all your pity
on him, Gertrude, for his was the haider fate of the two”

«0, Emily, how 1ntense must have been the pamn you endured!
How could you suffer so, and hve?”

“Do you mean the pain from my eyes? That were severe,
indeed, but the mental agony was worse ”

“What became of him?” samd Gertrude. “What did M.
Graham do?” .

“I cannot give you any exact account of what followed, I
was in no state to know anything of my father’s treatment of
his stepson You can imagine 1t, however. He banished um
from his sight and knowledge for ever; and 1t is easy to beheve
1t was with no added gentleness, since he had now, besides the
other crimes imputed to lhim, been the unhappy cause of his
daughter’s blindness” -

“And did you never hear from him again?”

“Yes. Through the good doctor, who alone knew all the circum-
stances, I learned—after a long interval of suspense—that he had
satled for South America, and, 1n the hope of -once more com-
municating with the poor exile, and assuring him of my continued
love, I rallied from the wretched state of sickness, fever, and
blmdnes§ mbo which I had fallen: the doctor had even some
expectation of restoring sight to my eyes, which were in a much
more hopeful condition. Several months passed away, and my
kind friend, who was most diligent and persevering in his en-
quiries, having at length learned the actual residence and addiess
of the 1ll-fated youth, I was commencing, through the axd of Mrs.
Lllis (whom pity had now wholly won to my service), a letter of
love, and an entreaty for his retuin, when a fatal seal was put to
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all my earthly hopes. He died in a foreign land, alone, unnursed,
untended, and uncared for. He died of that inhospitable southern
disease which takes the stranger for its vietim, and I, on hearng
the news of 1t, sunk back into a more pitiable malady ; and—and
alas, for the encouragement the good doctor had held out of my
gradual restoration to sight!—I wept all his hopes away!”

Emily paused. Gertrude put her arms round her, and they
clung closely to each other: grief and sorrow made the union
between them dearer than ever.

“T was then, Geitrude,” continued Emily, “a child of the world,
cager for worldly pleasures, and ignorant of any other. For a
time, therefore, I dwelt 1n utter darkness—the darkness of de-
spair I began, too, again to feel my bodily strength restored,
and to look forward to a useless and miserable hfe. You can form
no idea of the utter wretchedness in which my days were passed.

“But at last there came a dawn to my seemingly everlasting
mght It came in the shape of a minister of Chnist, our own dear
Mr. Arnold, who opened the cyes of my understanding, hit the
lamp of rehgion in my now softened soul, taught me the way to
peace, and led my feeble steps into that blessed rest which, even
on earth, remaineth to the people of God.

“In the eyes of the world I am still the unfortunate blind girl,
one who, by her sad fate, is cut off from every enjoyment; but so
great 18 the awakening I have experienced, that to me it is far
otherwise, and I am ready to exclaim, like him who in old time
experienced his Saviour’s healing power, ‘Once I was blind, but
now I see!” .

Gertrude half forgot her own troubles while listening to Emily’s
sad story, and when the latter laid her hand upon her head, and
prayed that she too might be fitted for a patient endurance of
" trial, and be made stronger and better thereby, she felt her heart
penetrated with that deep love and trust which seldom come to us
except 1n the hour of sorrow, and prove that it is through suffering
only we are made perfect

. CHAPTER XL -
THE HOUR OF PERIIL,

L Good-bye, Gerty,” saxd the doctor, as he bade Emuly and her
farewell on the deck of one of the Hudson nver-boats *“I'm
afiaid you've lost your heait mn Saratoga ; you don't look quite so
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bright as-you did when we first ainved there It can’t have
strayed far, however, I think, in such a place as that, so be sure -
and find it hefore I see you 1 Boston ”

He had hardly gone, and it wanted a few minutes only of the
time for the boat to start, when a gay group of fashionables made
their appearance, talking and laughing too loud, as 1t seemed to
Gertrude, to be well-bred ; and conspicuous among them was Maiss
Clinton, whose companions were evidently making her the subject
of a great deal of pleasantry, by which, although she feigned fo be
half offended, her smiling, blushing face gave evidente that she
felt flattered and pleased. -At length the significant gestures of
some of the party gave intimation of the approach of someone who
must not overhear their remarks, and presently William Sullivan,
with a travelling-bag m his hand, a heavy shawl thrown ove; one
arm, and his countenance grave, as if he had not quite recovered
from the chagrin of the previous evening, appeared in sight, passed
Gertrude, whose veil was drawn over her face, and joined Isabel,
placing his burden on a chair which stood near. i

He had hardly commenced speaking to Miss Clinton, however,
before the violent ringing of the bell gave notice to all but the
passengers to quit the boat, and he was compelled to make a
hasty movement to depart As he did so, he drew a step nearer
Gertrude, a step farther from her whom he was addressing, and
the former plainly distinguished the closing words of his remark—
*Then, if you will do your best to return on Thursday, I will try
and not be 1mpatient in the meantime 7.

A moment more, and the boat was on its way; not, however,
until a tall figure, who reached the landing just as she started,
had, to the horror of the spectators, daringly leaped the gap
that already divided her from the shore, after which, he sought
the gentlemen’s saloon, threw himself wpon a couch, drew a book
from his pocket, and commenced reading.

As soon as the boat was fairly under way, and quet prevailed

in dthelr neighbourhood, Emily spoke softly to Gertrude and
sa1d—

“Didn’t I just now hear Isabel Chnton’s voice?”

“Bhe 15 here,” replied- Gertrude, “on the opposite side of-the
deck, but sitting with her back towards us”
“Didn’t she see us}”
... “I believe she did,” answered Gertrude “She stood looking
thhs way while her party were arrangmg their seats” N
. “%ng”then chose one which commanded a different view?”
es.

“ Perbaps she 15 going to New York, to meet Mrs Graham?”

%
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“Yery possible,” replied Geitrude- “I didn't think of it
before.”

There was then quite a pause. Emily appeared to be engaged
in thought. Presently she asked in the softest of whispers, “ Who
was the gentleman who came and spoke to her just before the
boat started?”

“ Willie,” was the tremulous 1esponse.

Emily pressed Gertrude’s hand and was silent She, too, had
overheard lus farewell remark, and felt its significance

Several hours passed away, and they had proceeded some
distance down the river; for the motion of the boat was rapid—
too rapid, as it seemed to Gertiude, for safety. At first occupred
by her own thoughts, and unable to enjoy the beautiful scenery:
which a few weeks pieviously had caused her such keen delight,
she had sat inattentive to all around, gazing down into the deep
blue water and communing with her own heart. Gradually,
however, she was led to observe several circumstances which
excited so much curiosity, and finally so much alarm, that,
effectually aroused fiom the train of reflections she had been
indulging, she had leisure only to take into view her own and
Emily’s present situation, and its probable consequences

Several times since they left Albany had the boat in which
they were passengers passed and repassed another of similar
size, construction, and speed, hikewise responsibly charged with
busy, living freight, and bound in the same direction. Ocecasion-
ally, during their headlong and dangerous couise, the contigwity
of the two boats was such as to excite the serious alarm of one
sex, and the unmeasured censure of the other The rumour be-
gan to be circulated that they were racing, and racing desperately.
Some few, regardless of- danger, and entermg upon the interest
of the chase with an insane and foolish excitement, watched with
pleased eagerness the mad career of rival ambition; but by far
the majority of the company; mcluding all persons of reason and
sense, looked on in indignation and fear. The wusual stopping
places on the river were either recklessly passed by, or only
paused at, while, with 1ndecent haste, passengers were shufiled
backwards and forwards, at the risk of life and limb, their
baggage (or somebody’s else) unceremoniously flung after them,
‘the panting, snorting engine in the meantime hellowing with
rage at the check thus unwillingly imposed upon 1its fieedom.
Towards noon the fever of agitation had reached its height,
and could not be wholly queted even by the assurance fiom
headquarters that there was no danger.

Gertrude sat with her hand locked 1 Emily’s, anxiously watch-
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i very indication of terror, and eﬁdeavouripg to judge from
irllli ecogtenances and words of her most .mtelhgento]o_?k}ng
fellow-travellers the actual degree of thel‘r jnsecunty. Emily,
shut out from the sight of all that was going on, but re}xdgrgd,
thiough her acute hearing, vividly conscious of the prévailing
alarm, was perfectly calm, though very pa,le', _aqd from time to
tune questioned Gertrude concerning the vicinity of the other
boat, a colliston with which was the punmpal cause of fear. )

At length their boat for a few moments distanced 1ts competi-
tor. The assurance of perfect safety was impressively assertgd,
anxiety began to be rehieved, and, most of the passengers being
restored to themr wonted composwe, the various parties scattered
about the deck and resumed their newspapers or their conver-
sation The gay group to which Isabel Clinton belonged, sevgml
of whom had been the victims of nervous agitation and trembling,
seemed reassured, and began once more to talk and laugh merrily.
Emly, howeves, still looked pallid, and, as Gertrude fancied, a
httle famt “Tet us go below, Emly,” said she; “it appeats
now to be very quiet and safe. There aie sofas 1n the ladies’
cabin, where you can hie down; and we can both get a glass
of water.”

Emily assented, and 1n a few minutes was comfortably rechn-
ing in a corner of the saloon, where she and Gertrude remamed
undisturbed until dinner-time. They stayed quetly where they
weie, while the gieater part of the passengers ciowded from
every part of the boat to mvigorate themselves, after their
fright, by the enjoyment of a comfortable meal.

QGertrude opened her travelling-basket and took out the
packages which contained therr luncheon It consisted merely
of such dry morsels as had been hastily collected and put up
at their hotel mm Albany by Dr Jeremy’s dnection. Gertrude
looked from the little withered shces of tongue and stale bread
to the veteran sponge-cakes which completed the assortment,
and was hesitating which she could most consciously recommend
to Emily, when a civil-looking waiter appeatred, bearing a huge
tray of refreshments, which he placed upon the table close by,

1t the same time turning to Gertrude and asking 1f there was
anything else he could serve her with. -

“This 15 not for us” said Gertrude “You have made a
mstake ”

“No mistake,” replied the man “Orders was for de blind
lady and hansum young Miss I only ’beys orders Anyting
fwder, Miss?”

Qertrude dismissed the man with the assurance that they »

’
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wanted nothing more, and then, turning to Emily, asked, with
an attempb at cheerfulness, what they should do with tlus
Aladdin-like repast.

“Eat it, my dear, if you can,” said Emily; “it 1s no doubt
meant for us.”

“But to whom are we indebted for 1£1”

“To my blindness and your beauty, I suppose,” said Emily,
smiling. She then continued, with wonderful simplicity, “Per-
haps the chief steward took pity on our inahiity to come to
dinner, and so sent the dinner to us. At any rate, my child,
you must eat it before 1t is cold.”

“I% said Gertrude, conscious of her utter want of appetite.
“I am not hungry; but I will select & nice bit for you”

The sable waiter, when he came to remove the dishes, really
looked sad to see how little they had eaten. Gertrude diew
out her purse, and after bestowing a fee upon the man, enquired
whom she should pay for the meal.

But before the man could give her any reply, another white-
aproned 1ndividual appeared, and beckoned to his fellow-waiter,
who thereupon snatched up his tray and trotted off, leaving
Gertrude and Emily to wonder who the benevolent gentleman
might be.

Dinner concluded, Enily again lay down, advised Gertrude to
do the same, and, supposing that her advice was being followed,
slept for an hour; wlile her companion sat by, watching the
peaceful slumber of her friend, and carefully and noxseleesly
brushing away every fly that threatened to disturb her repose.

“What time is 1t?” asked she on awakening

“ Nearly a quarter past tluee,” replied Gertrude

Emily started up. “We can’t be far from New York,” said
she “Where are we now?”

“T don’t know exactly,” replied Gertrude “I think we must
be near the Pahsades; if you will stay here I will go and see”
-She passed across the saloon, and was about ascending the stair-
case, when she was startled and alarmed by a 1ushing sound,
mingled with the hurried tiead of feet® She kept on, however,
though once or twice jostled by persons with frightened faces,
who crowded past, and pressed forward to learn the cause of
the commotion. She had just gained the head of the stanway,
and was looking fearfully round hei, when a man rushed past,
gaspmg fol breath, his face of an ashen paleness, and shrieking
the horrid word of alarm—*Fue—fie!”

A second more, and a scene of dismay and confusion ensued
too terrible for description. Shiieks 10se upon the air, groans

* &
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and cries of despair burst forth from hearts that were breaking
with fear for others, or maddened at the certainty of their own
destiuction. Tach called upon each for help, when all were
alike helpless Those who had never prayed before, poured
out therr souls m fervent ejaculation, “O, my God!” Many a
bram reeled m that time of darkness and peril. Many a brave
spint sickened and sunk under the fearfulness of the hour.

Gertrude straightened her slight figure, and, with her dark
eyes almost staiting from 'therr sockets, gazed around upon
every side Al was alike tumult; but the destroyer was as
yet discernble m one direction only. Towards the centre of
the boat, where the machinery, heated to the last degree, had
fired the parched and inflammable vessel, a huge volume of
flame was already visible, darting out 1its fiery fangs, and
causing the stoutest heart to shrink and crouch m horior.
She gave but one glance, then bounded down the stairs, bent
solely on rejoining Emily But she was arrested at the very
onset. One step only had she taken when she felt herself en-
cncled by a pair of powerful arms, and a movement made to
agam rush with her upon deck, while a familiar voice gasped ~
forth the words, “Qertrude, my child! my own darling! Be
quiet—be quiet—I will save you'”

Well might he urge her to be quiet, for she was struggling
madly

“No, no!” shouted she “Emly! Emily! Let me die! let
me die! but I must find Emilyt”

“Where is she?” asked Mr. Phillips, for 1t was he

“There, there,” pomnted Gertrude—“in the ‘cabin. Let me
go! let me go!”

He cast one look around him, then said, in a firm tone, “Be -
calm, my child! I can save you both; follow me closely!”

With a leap he cleared the staircase, and rushed mto the cabn.
In the farthest corner knelt Emily, her head thrown back, her
hands clasped, and her face like the face of an angel

Gertrade and Mr Phillips were by her side 1n an instant He
stooped to hft her in his arms, Gertrude at the same time
exclmmmg,. “Come, Emily, come! He will save us!”

But Emily resisted “Ieave me, Gertiude, leave me, and
save yourselves! O!” said she, looking implorngly in the
face of the stranger, “leave me, and save my child” Ere the
words had left her lips, however, she was borne half-way across
the saloon, Gertrude following closely.

“If we can cross to the bows of the boat, w
s oat, we are safe!”
Mr. Phillips, mn a husky voice ’ safe!” said

¢
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To do so, however, proved impossible, The whole centre of
the boat was now one sheet of flame. “Good heavens!” cx-
claimed be, “we are too late! We must go back!”

A moment more, and they had with much difficulty regamed
the long saloon And now the hoat, which, as soon as the fire
was discovered, had been turned towards the shore, struck upon
the rocks, and parted in the middle. Her bows were conse-
quently brought near to the land, near enough to almost ensure
the safety of such persons as were at that part of the vessel.
But alas for those near the stern, which was far out in the
niver, while the breeze, which blew fresh from the shoie, fostered
and spread the devouring flame in the very direction to place
those who yet clung to the bioken fragment between two equally
fatal elements

M. Phallips’s first thought, on gaining the saloon, was to beat
down a wmdow-sash, spring upon the guards, and diag Emily
and Gertrude after him  Some ropes hung upon the guards; he
seized one, and, with the ease and skill of an old sailor, made 1t
fast to the boat; then turned to Gertrude, who stood firm and
unwavering by his side

“Gertinde,” saad he, speaking distinetly and steadily, “I shall
swim to the shore with Emly. If the fire comes too near, cling
to the guards, as a last chance, hold on to the rope Keep your
veil flying ; 1 shall return.”

“No, no!” cried Emily. “Gertrude, go first”

# Hush Emily,” exclaimed Gertrude, “we shall both be s'wed 1

«“ Clmrr to my shoulder in the water, Enuly,” said Mr. Phillips,
utterly regard]ess of her protestations. He took her once more in
his arms, there was a splash, and they were gone. At the same
mstant Gertrude was seized from belund. She turned, and found
herself grasped by Isabel Clinton, who, kneeling upon the plat-
form, and frantic with terror, was clinging so closely to her as
utterly to disable them both, at the same time shueking n
pitiable tones, “ O, Gerirude, Gertrude, save me!”

Geitrude tried to lift-her up, but she was immovable, and,
without making the slightest effort to help herself, was madly
winding Qertrude’s thick travelling dress round her person, as if
for a protection from the flames, while ever, as they darted forth
new and nearer hffhtmnfrs, the frightened girl would cling more
wildly to hercompanion in d'mger at the same time praying,
with piercing shneks, that she would help and save her

But so long as Gertrude stood thus imprisoned and restrained
by the arms which were clasped entirely around her, she was
powerless to do anything for her own or Isabels salvation. She
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looked forth in the direction Mr. Phillips had taken, and, to her
j6y, she saw him returning. He had deposited Emily on board a
boat, which was fortunately at hand, apd was now approaching to
claim another burden. At the same instant, 2 volume of flame
swept so near the spot “where the two girls were stationed, that
Gertrude, who was standing upright, felt the scorching heat, and
both were almost-suffocated with smoke

And now a new and heroic resolution took possession of the
mind of Gertrude One of them could be saved, for Mr. Plullips
was within a few rods of the wreck. It should be Isabel! She
had called on her for protection, and 1t should not be dented her!
Moreover, Willie loved Isabel! Willie would weep for her loss,
and that must not be He would not weep for Gertrude—at
least, not much; and if one must die, 1t should be she.

With Gertrude, to resolve was to do. “Isabel,” said she, in a
tone of such severity as one might employ towards a 1efiactory
child with whom, as in this instance, milder remonstrances had
failed, * Isabel, do you hear me? Stand up on your feet; doasI
tell you, and you shall be saved. Do you hear me, Isabel?”

She heard, shuddered, but did not move

Gertrude stooped down, and forcibly wrenching apart the hands
which were convulsively clenched, said, with a sternness which
necessity alone extorted from her, “Isabel, if you do as I
tell you, you will be on shore in five minutes, safe and well, but
if you stay there, behaving like a foolish child, we shall both be
burﬁ’ed to death. For mercy’s sake, get up quickly, and listen to
me

Isabel rose, fixed her eyes upon Gertrude’s calm, steadfast face,
and saxd, in & moaning tone, “ What must I do? I will try.”

“Do you see that person swimming this way?”

113 Yes.”

“He wll come to this spot Hold fast to that piece of rope,
and I will let you gradually down to the water But stay |"—and
snatching the deep blue verl from her own head, she tied 1t 10und
the neck and flung 1t over the far hair of Isabel Mr Phillips
was within a rod or two. “Now, Isabel, now!” exclaimed Ger-
trude, “ or you will be too late ” Isabel took the rope between her
hands, but shrunk back, appalled at the sight of water One
more hot burst of fire, however, which issued forth thiough the

window, gave her renewed courage to brave a mere seeming

danger, and, aided by Gertrude, who helped her over the guards,
she q,llowed herself to be let down to the waters edge. Mr
Phillips was fortunately just in time to save her, for she was so
utterly exhausted with fear, that she could not have clung long
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to the rope. Gatrude had no opportunity to follow them with
her cye; her own situation, it may well be beheved, was now
all-engrossing.  The flames had reached her. She could hardly
breathe, 50 enveloped was she in clouds of dark smoke, which
had more than once been relieved by rireaks of fire, which had
darted out within a foot of her, She could hesitate no longer
She seized the picce of rope, now left vacant by Irxabel, who was
rapidly approaching a place of safety, and, grasping it with all her
might, leapt over the side of the fast-consuming veseel. How
long her strength would hase enabled her thus to cling—how
jong the guards, as yet unapproached by the fire, wounld have con-
tinued a sure support for the cable—there was no opportunity to
test, for, yust as her feet touched the cold surface of the river, the
huge wheel, which was but a httle distance from where she huang,
gave one sudden, expiring revolution, sounding hike a death-dirge
through the water, which came foaming and daching up agamst
the ride of the boat, and as it swept away again, bore with it the
light form of Gertrude!

CHAPTER XLI
SUSPENSE

Let us now revisit calmer scenes, and turn our eyes towards
the quiet, familiar country-seat of Mr. Graham.

The old gentleman himself, wearied with travels, and socicty
but httle congenial to his years, is pacing up and down his garden
walks, s contented, satisfied countenance denoting plainly enough
how rejoiced he is to find himself once more in his cherished
homestead. Perhaps he would not like to acknowledge 1t, but
it is nevertheless a fact, that no small pait of his satisfaction
arises fiom the circumstance that the 1epose and <eclusion of

. s household are rendered complete and sccure by the temporary
absence of its bustling, excitable mistress, whom he has left be-
hind lim 1 New Yok, There is something pleasant, too, in
being able to indulge his imagination so far as almost to deceive
hunself into the belief that the good old times have come back
agamn when he was his own master.

Emily and Geitrude are closely associated with those good
old times; and it adds greatly to the delusion of lus fancy to
dwell upon the certainty that they are both 1n the house, and
that he shall sce them at dunner.
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Yes, Gertrude is there as well as the rest, saved——she haidly
Lnew how—from the watery grave that threatened and almost
engulfed her, and established once more in the peaceful and
endeared spot, now the dearest to her on earth . )

When with some difficulty restored to the consciousness which
had utterly forsaken her in the protiacted struggle between death
and life, she was mformed that she had been found and picked
up by some humane individuals, who had hastily pushed a boat
from the shore, and aided in the rescue of the sufferers; that
she was clinging to a chamr, and that her situation was such
that, a moment more, and 1t would have been impossible to save
her

A few hours from the time of the terrible catastrophe brought
Mr Graham to the scene, and the next day restored all three in
safety to the long-deserted old mansion house in D—."

This respectable, venerable habitation, and its adjoining grounds,
wore nearly the same aspect as when they met the admiring eyes
of Gerty on the first visit that she made Miss Graham in her
early childhood

But how is 1t with the inmates?

Mr Graham, although some features of his character are too
closely inwrought to be ever wholly eradicated, is, in-many re-
spects, a changed man  The time had once been when he would
have resisted courageously every innovation upon his domestic
prejudices and comforts, but old age and ill health had somewhat
broken his spint, and subdued his hitherto mvineible will

No wonder, therefore, that he looked forward to a few weeks
of old-fashioned enjoyment much as a schoolboy does to his
vacation

Emily is sitting in her own room, carelessly clad in a loose
wrapper. She is paler than ever, and her face has an anxious,
troubled expression. Every time the door opens she starts,
trembles, a sudden flush overspreads her face, and twice already
during the morning she has suddenly burst mto tears Her
nervous system is evidently fearfully shattered, and Gertrude
looks at her and weeps, and wonders to see how her wonted
calmness and composure have forsaken her.

They have been together since breakfast, but Emily will not
allow Gertrude to stay with her any longer She must g0 away
and walk, or at least change the scene She may come back in
an houg a.r_xd help her to dress for dinner. Gertrude feels that
Emily is In earnest, that she really wishes to be left alone,
and, beleving that, for the first time, %er presence even 1s

burder:sooxg)e, she retires to her own room, leaving Emily to bow
u -
o 15

-
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her head upon her hands and, for the third time, utter a few
hystencal sobs,

Gerttude is immedintely followed by Mre Elhis, who shuts
the door, seats herself, and, with 2 manner of her own, alone
suflicient to excite alarm, adds to the poor girl’s fear and distrees
by declaiming at length upon the dreadful effect the recollection
of that shocking nccident is having upon poor Ewily. “She's
completely upset,” is the housckeeper’s closg remark; “and
if she don’t begin to get better 1n a day or two, I don't hesitate
to say there's no knowing what the concequences may be

Fertunately for poor Gertrude, Mrs. Ellis 15 at length summoned
to the kitchen, and she is left to reflect upon the strange circum-
stances of the lnst fow days—days fraught to het with matter
of thought for years, 1f g0 long a time had been alloned her. A
moment, however, and she is again interrupted. The housemaid
has something for her, A letter! With a trembling hand ¢he
receives it, searcely daring to look at the wnting or post-mark.
Her first thought is of Willic, but before she can indulge either
a hope or a fear on that score, the illusion is dispelled, for the
handwnting is wholly strange. Another idea, of scarcely less
moment, flashes into her mind, and, hardly able to breathe from
the violence of the emotions by which she is oppressed, she
breaks the seal and reads—

“My panumseé Grrrrupk,—My much-loved child—for such
you indeed are, though a father's agony of fear and despair
alone wrung from me the words that claimed you. Tt was no
madness that, m the dark hour of danger, compelled me to
clasp you to my heart and call you mine A dozen times before
had I been seized by the s@me emotion, and as often had 1t been
subdued and smothered. And even now I would crush the
promptings of nature, and depart and weep my poor life away
alone, but the voice within me has spoken once, and cannot
again be silenced Had I seen you happy, gay, and light-hearted,
I would not have asked to share your joy, far Jess would I have
cast a shadow on your path; but you are sad and troubled,
my poor cluld, and your grief umtes the tic between us closer
than that of lindred, and makes you a thousand times my
daughter,

“You have a kind and a gentle heart, my child You have
wept once for the stranger’s sorrows; will you now refuse to
ity, if you cannot love, the solitary parent who, with a breaking
heart and a trembling hand, wiites the 1ll-fated word that dooms
bim, perhaps, to the hatred and contempt of the only being on

N\
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earth’ with whom he can claim the fellowship of a natural tie!
Twice before have I striven to utter it, and, laying down my pen,
have shrunk from the cruel task. But hard as 1t 1s to speak, I
find it harder to still the beating of my restless heart; therefore,
listen to me, though 1t may be for the last time Is there one
bemg 6n earth whom you shudder to think of? TIs there one
associated only in your mind with deeds of darkness and of
shame? Is there one name which you have from your childhood
learned to abhor and hate, and in proportion as you love your
best friend, have you been taught to shrink from and despise
her worst enemy? It cannot be otherwise. Ah, I tremble to
think how my child will recoil from her father when she learns

the secret, so long preserved, so sorrowfully revealed, that he is
Prmr Amory!”

As Gertrude looked up, when she had finished reading this
strange and unintelligible letter, her cotuntenance expressed only
complete bewilderment—her eyes ghistened with great tears, her
face was flushed with wonder and excitement—butb she was
totagy at a loss to account for the meaning of the stiangei’s
words

She sat for an instant gazing into vacancy, then springing
suddenly up, with the letter grasped in one hand, ran across
the entry towards Emily’s room, to share with her the wonderful
contents, and eagerly ask her opinion of therr hidden meaning
She stopped, however, when her hand was on the door-lock.
Emily was already ill—it would not do to distress or &ven
disturb her, and retreating to her own room as hastily as she
had come, Gertrude once more sat down to reperuso the singular
words, and endeavour to find some clue to the mystery.

That Mr Phillips and the letter-writer were identical she at
once perceived It was no slight impression that his exclamation
and conduct during the time of their imminent danger on board
the boat had left upon the mind of Gertrude Duing the three
days that had succeeded the accident, the words, “My child,
my own darhn_g '” had been continually ringing in her ears and
haunting her imagination Now the blissful idea would flash
upon her th&t‘the noble, disinterested stranger, who had risked
his life 5o daringly 1n her own and Emily’s cause, might indeed
be her father, and every fibre of her being had thrilled at the
thong13t, while her head grew dizzy and confused with the strong
sensation of hope that agitated and almost overwhelmed her
brain 'l‘her}, agam, she had repulsed the idea, as suggesting
only the height of 1mpossibility and folly, and had compelled
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herself to take a more rational and probable view of the matter,
and believe that the stranger’s words and conduct were merely
the result of overwhelming excitement

Her first enquiries on recovering consciousness had been for
the preserver of Emily and Isabel, but he had disappeared; no
trace of him could be obtamned

The same motives which now induced her to forbear consulting
Emily concerning the mysterious epistle, had hitheito prevented
her from imparting the seciet of Mr. Phillips’s inexplicable
language and manner; but she had dwelt upon them none the
less, and day and night had silently pondered, not only upon
recent events, but on the entire demeanour of this strange man
towards her, ever since the earliest moment of their acquaintance

The first perusal of the letter served only to excite and alarm
her. But as she sat for more than an hour gazing upon the
page which she read and re-read until it was blistered and blotted
with the great tears that fell upon it, the varying expression of
her face denoted the emotions that, one after another, possessed
her, and which at last, snatching up a piece of paper, she com-
mitted to paper with a feverish rapidity that betrayed how
deeply, almost fearfully, her whole being bent and staggered
beneath the weight of contending hopes, anxieties, warmly
enkindled affections, and gloomy, upstarting fears.

“MyY DEAR, DEAR FATHER,—If I may dare to believe that
you aie so, and if not that, my best of friends, how shall I
write to you, and what shall T say, since all your words are a
mystery? O that my noble friend weire indeed my father! But
alas! I feel a sad presentiment that the bright dream 1s all an
illusion, an error. I never before remember to have heaid the
name of Phlip Amory. My sweet, pure, and gentle Emily has
taught me to love all the world, and hatied and contempt are
foreign to her nature, and, I trust, to my own. .

“Nor bid me think of yourself_as a man of sin and crume.
It cannot be It would be wronging a noble nature to believe
1t Gladly would I trust myself to repose on the bosom of
such a parent, gladly would I hail the sweet duty of consoling
the sorrows of one so self-sacrificing, so generous, whose life
has been so freely offered for me, and for otheis whose existence
was dearer to me than my own When you took me 1 your
arms and called me your child, your darhng child, I fancied
that the excitement of that dreadful scene had for the moment
disturbed your mind and bramn so far as to invest me with a
falre identity—perhaps confound my image with that of some

~
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loved and absent one. I mow believe that it was no sudden
madness, but rather that I have been all along mistaken for
another, whose glad office it may perhaps be to cheer a father’s
saddened life, while I remain umecognized, unsought—the father-
less, motherless one I am accustomed to consider myself. If you
have lost o daughter, God grant she may be restored to you,
to love you as I would do, were I so blessed as to be that
daughter! And I—consider me not a stranger; let me be your
child in heart; let me love, pray, and weep for you; let me
pour out my soul m thankfulness for the kind care and sympathy
you have already given me And yet, though I disclaim 1t all, and
dare not, yes, dare not dwell for a moment on the thought that
you are otherwise than deceived in believing me your child, my
heart leaps up in spite of me, and I tremble and almost cease
to hicathe as there flashes upon me the possibility, the blissful
God-given hope! No, no' I will not think of 1t, lest I should
10t bear to have it ciushed! Oh, what am I writing? I know
not, I cannot endure the suspense long; write quickly, or come
to me, my father—fo1 I will call you so once, though perhaps
never again. “GERTRUDE ”

Mr. Phullips—or rather Mr. Amory, for we will call him by his
true name—had either forgotten or neglected to mention s
addiess  (ertrude did not observe this circumstance until she
had folded and was preparing to direct her letter. She then
recollected the unfortunate omission, and for a moment experi-
enced a severe pang in the thought that her communication would
never reach him, She was 1eassured, however, on examining
the post-mark, which was evidently New York, to which place
she unhesitatingly addressed her missive; and then, unwilling
to tiust it to other hands, tied on her bonnet, caught up a veil
with which to protect and conceal her agitated face, and hastened
to deposit the letter herself in the village post-office.

Gertiude’s case seemed a peculiarly tiying one. She had been
alieady, for & week past, struggling with a degree of suspense and
anviety which agitated her almost beyond endurance; and now a
new occasion of uncertainty and mystery had auisen, mvolving 1n
s issues an almost equal amount of self-questioning and torture
It seemed almost beyond the power of 50 young, so sensitive, and
<o mexperienced a gl to rally such self-command as would
z‘r:;:‘lﬁ(; rﬁ{er to co;xt}ro] her emotions, disguise them fiom obset va-

) compel her t in si
diagenation 0? o de%(t)i ‘f;'l.dure alone and in silence tlis cruel

But she did do 1t, and bravely too  She turned for help to Him
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whose strength is made perfect in weakness. It is certain that, as
she took her way towards home after depositing the letter i the
postmaster’s hand, the firmness of her step, the calm uplhifting of
her eye, gave token that she that moment conceived a brave
resolve—a resolve which, during the two days that intervened
ere she received the expected reply, never for one moment
deserted her,

And it was this. She would endeavour to suspend for the
present those vain conjectures, that fruitless weighing of prob-
abilities, which served only to harass her mind and destioy her
peace, she would ponder no more on matters which concerned
herself, but would turn all her mental and her physical energy
mto some other and more disinterested channel, and patiently
wait unfil the cloud which hung over her fate should be dis-
sipated by the hght of truth, and explanation triumph over
mystery. And this she did with much benefit to heiself.

CHAPTER XLII
TIES—NOT OF EARTH

In a private room of one of those first-class hotels in which
New York aty abounds, Philip Amory sat alone. It was
evening. The window-curtamns were drawn, the lamps burning
brightly, giving a cheerful glow to the room, the comfortable
appearance of which contrasted strongly with the pale counte-
nance and desponding attitude of its solitary inmate, who, with
his head bowed upon his hands, leaned upon a table in the
centre of the apartment

He had sat for nearly an hour in prec1sely the same position, -
without once moving or looking up With lus left hand, upon °
which his forehead rested, he had thiust back the wavy masses of
s silvered hair, and as 1if thewr hight weight were too oppressive
for his heated brow; and the occasional movement of his fingers,
as they were slowly passed to and fro beneath the graceful curls,
alone gave evidence that he had not fallen asleep

Suddenly he started up, straightened his commanding figure to
its full height, and slowly commenced pacing the room. A slight
knock at the door arrested his steps, a look of nervous agitation
and annoyance overspread his countenance, he again flung hum-
self mto s chawr, and in reply to the servant’s announcing
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; I cant hardly claim the merit of frankness for the acknowledg-.:*
~» ment that it was only my own hot temper and stubborn r\vﬂlr ‘
.which exposed us both to the imminent danger which' you-were
. fortunately able to avert. -No, no; you must mot deprive me -~

© of the ‘satisfaction: of once more
expressing m gmmude {or» '
> your invaluable.aid? y,‘ L s

PRAST !‘.",

. Youn.are making my. visit,” sald Wthe, smiling, | “ the“ve >
: reverse, of wba.t it was intended to be. I did mot come lmre 2

‘*‘5 bhmevenmg tou'ecewe, bnt, bo: 1'313 best of my ability, to‘render .
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‘u: 1+ SThe:friends’ of Isabel Chnton owe
owe you' .a. debt of 1 atxtud
- mhch &t«mﬂ‘be unpomb}e for t‘hem ever o’ repay e gr o
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“You are mistaken, Mr. Sullivan; I have done nothing which
places that young lady’s friends under a particle of obhigation to
me y

“Did you-not save her lifel” . SN

“Yes; but nothing was farther from my intention.”

Willie smiled.

“Tt could have been no accident, I think, which led you to risk
your own life to rescue a fellow-passenger.”

“Tt was no accident, indeed, which led to Miss Chinton’s safety
from destruction. I am convinced of that But you must not
thank me; it 15 due to another than myself that she does not
now sleep 1 death.” -

“May I ask to whom you refer?”

“T refer to a dear and noble girl, whom I swam to that burning
wreck to save. Her veil had been agreed upon as a signal be-
tween us. That veil, carefully thrown over the head of Miss
Clinton; whom I found chnging to the spot assigned to—to her
whom 1 was seeking, deceived me, and I bore mn safety to the
shore the burden which I had ignorantly seized from the-gaping
waters, leaving my own darling, who had been offered as a
sacrifice to—-"

“Q, not to die!” exclaimed Willie

“No, to be saved by a miracle. Go, thank her for Miss
Chinton’s Iife.”

“T thank God,” said Willie with fervour, “that the horrors of

_such scenes of- destruction are half redeemed by heroism like
that.”

The hitherto stern countenance of Mr. Amory softened as he
histened to the young man’s praise of Gertrude’s self-devotion.

“YWho is she? Where is she?” continued Willie

“ Ask me not!” rephed Mr Amory “I cannot tell you if I
would I have not seen her since that ill-fated day.”

His manner even more than his words seemed to intimate
an,unwillingness to enter into any further explanation regarding
Isa\twel’s rescue, and Willie, perceiving it, stood for a moment
sileit and irresolute. Then, advancing a step nearer, he said—

“raough you so utterly disclaim, Mr. Phullips, any participation

in Mis\ Clinton’s happy escape, I feel that my errand here would
be but knperfectly fulfilled if I should fail to deliver the message
which I Jbring to one who was, at least, the final means of her
safety. Mﬁar Clinton, the young lady’s father, desired me to tell
you that, 1§\saving the life of his only surviving child, you

have prolong ed his own days, and rendered him grateful to
that degree which words on his part are powerless to express;
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you ‘and those who ‘dwell next” your “heart.? i «J e ém wf ¥

\ There:svas. a shght*moxsture ‘in/the “clear; “penetratmv ~eyes of
Mr"Amory“ but?4 *bland "and. courtéous- smglgr ‘upofi_ his:lip) 83
he;said,’ amrepiy to ‘Willie’s words—""7 7"ty W LA
RN *thxs from - Mr.<Clinton? “Bat’ you: surely do moﬁ *mean%
‘to thank .me wholly in his na:me, my fnend Ha.ve you nothmg t

tO say for, ,your own sake?” " . Ty et LA
- Willie'looked " surpnsed at the questmn, but rephed unhesn:a
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- “(értainly, sir; a5 one of a large circle of acquamtances and.s
friends whom- M:ss Clinton honours with her regard,.you may "’
rest/ assured sthat my gratitude for your disinterestéd_ exertlons-
"are unbounded and not only on her account, but'on™that’ of'n

“every” other Whom you bad the noble satlsfactmn of, rescumg
from death.” s

. “Am I to understand, by your words, that 'you speak ‘only
as a friend of humamty, and that you felt no deep personalw
" interest-in any of my fellow-passengers?” et

el

#1 was unacquainted with nearly all of them. sts Chnton—
was the only one whom I had known for any greater length
of time than during two or three days of Saratoga” mtercourse,
but I should certainly have felt deeply grieved ab her: death
‘since I have lately beéh continually in her somety, and am
" aware that her father, my respected partner, who is now much
enfeebled in health, could hardly have survived so: severe R:N

_shock as the loss, under such harrowing cxrcumstances,‘*of an
only child, whom he idolizes.” :

v Ly

“#You spea,k very coolly, Mr. Sullivan. Are you aware that the

prevaﬂmg belief gives you credit for feeling more than-a mere
“friendly interest in Miss Clinton?” DN

-
. S

v o

*+ The gradual dilating of Willie's large grey eyes; as he fixed
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astonished expression which crept over his face-as he dehber—
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hife, to hiear it not only whispeied from ear to car, but openly
proclaimed as a fact”

“T am exceedingly surprised and vexed at what you tell me”
said Willie, “Nonsensical and false as such a rumour is, it
will very naturally, if it should reach Miss Clinton, be a sountce
of annoyance to her.”

“Do you refer to considerations of delicacy on the lady’s part,
ot have you the modesty to believe that her pride would be
wounded by having her name thus coupled with that of her
father’s junior paitner? But, excuse me, perhaps I am step-
ping on dangerous ground, and your own pride may shrink
from the frankness of my speech”

“By no means But, in answer to your question, I have not
only reference to both the motives you name, but to many
others, when I assert my opinion of the resentment Miss Clinton

-would probably cheush if the foolish talk you mention should

1cach her ears”

“Mr. Sullivan,” said Mr Amory, diawing Ins chair nearer to
Willie's, “are you sure you are not standing 1 your own light?
Are you aware that undue modesty, coupled with false and
overstrained notions of refinement, has before now stood in the
way of many a man’s good fortune, and is hkely to interfere
largely with your own?”

“How so? You speak 1n riddles.” )

“ Handsome young fellows like you,” continued M:i Amory,
“can, I know, often command ahmost any amount of property
for the asking, but many such chances rarely occur to one
mdividual, and the world will laugh at you if you waste so
fair an opportunity as that which you now enjoy”

“Onportunity for what? You surcly do not mean to advise
me—-"

“T do, though. I am older than you are, and I know some-
thing of the world. A fortune is not made in a day, nor is
money a thing to be despised. Mr. Clinton’s life 1s, I dare
say, enfeebled and almost worn out in toihing after that wealth
which will soon be the inberitance of his daughter She is
young, beautiful, and the pride of that high circle 1 which
she moves Both father and daughter smle upon you Why,
then, do you hesitate? T trust you are not deterred from taking
advantage of your position by any romantic and chivalrous sense
of infertority on your part”

“Mr Phillhps,” said Willie, with evident embarrassment, “the
pecuhar relations in which I stand towards Mr Clinton have
been such as of late to draw me into constant intercourse both
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Tady, herself, too, Bas' o many admirérs, thatcit svould b%:{phg

THeight' of vanity:in, me to beheyer—r:=" /5 sl 3
.78 Pooh, pooh |7 exclaimed Mer..Phillips,
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springing from 1 :
‘and- tlapping--the' young.than. upon vthe shoulder, “fell ,that,:
: Siillivan, ‘fo.8 greatér fovice than T'am)'-It is'Vefy becoming™
Jin' you to say s0;.bub (though' I hate 4o flatter) & fewslight ’
“remindersiwill hardly harm a youth avho has such'a:very low
opinion “of his own merits. Pray, who was the''gentlem:g,gi{f(n:'r
“svhose’sbeiety” Miss ‘Clinton was, a few n@ghts since, ,gpg‘rggdy;
£ 46 forgs Atie music of Alboni, and the smiles and compliments
.of a wholedrain of adorers? With whom did she, in comparison”
~3vith “all’ this, prefer a quiet moonlight walk in the garden:of-
.. the"United States Hotell” DR
* - ‘Willie” hesitated a moment, while endeavouring to rally-his.
recollection § then he exclaimed— e T
“T yemember! That, then, was one of the caunses of suspicion.

I was, on that occasion, & messenger merely, to summon. Mis§’
-Tsabel to the bedside of her father, by whom I hiad been anxiously -

- watehing for hours, and who, on awaking from a long-protracted
sleep, which had excited the alarm of the physician, -enquired-
- for his daughter with such eagerness, that I did not- hesitate
. to interrupt the pleasure of the evening, and call her to.the
-post_of duty which awaited her in the cottage' occupied.by:
. Mr. Clinton, at the farther extremity of the grounds,.to which:
I accompanied her,” R SO
*,* Mr.-Amory almost langhed outright, and exclaimed—" . = -
"~ “So much for watering-place gossip! But, these things, apart,
. “andl there is every 1eason to believe, my dear Sullivan, that though.
the young Jady’s heart be still, like her forbune, in the uiited:

.+ keeping of herself and her father, there is nothing’ easier than
_Jor you to win and claim them both. You are a rising ‘young
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blinded to the opportunity you sce held out before you of making
that appearance 1n society, and taking that stand in Ife, to which
your education and your personal qualities entitle you A umon
with Misg Clinton would entitle you mmmediately to such a posi-
tion as years of assiduous effort could hardly win, and you would
find yourself at twenty-five at the highest point in every 1espect
to which you could possibly aspire; nor have you, I will venture
to say, lived for six years utterly deprived of female society, with-
out becoming proportionably susceptible to such uncommon grace
and beauty as Miss Clinton’s ”

A moment’s pause ensued, during which Mr. Amory sat watch-
ing the countenance of Willie, while he awaited lns reply. He
was not kept long in ignorance of the effect his glowing picture
had moduced.

“Mr. Pinlhips,” said Willie, “I have not, mdeed, spent many of
the best years of my life toiling beneath a burmmng sun, and in a
protracted exile from all that I held most dear, without being
snstained and encouraged by high hopes, aims, and aspirations
But you misjudge me greatly if you behieve that the ambition
that has hitherto spurred me on can find its gratification in those
rewards which you have so vividly presented to my mmagination.
No, though these advantages may scem beyond the grasp of most
men, I aspire to something higher yet, and should think my best
endeavours wasted indeed 1f my hopes and wishes tended not to a
still more glorious good ¥

“And to what quarter do you look for the fulfilment of such
flattering prospects?” asked Mr. Amory

“Not to the gay circles of fashion,” 1ephed Willie, “ nor yet to
that moneyed aristocracy which awards to each man his position
in ife Young as I am, I have hived long enough, and seen
enough of tnal, to lay to heait the belief that the only blessings
worth striving for are something more enduring, more satisfying,
than doubtful honours, precarious wealth, or fleeting smiles”

“To what, then, may I ask, do you look forward?”

“To a kome, and that, not so much for myself—though I have
long pined for such a rest—as for another, with whom T hope
to share it A year since”—and Willie’s lip trembled, his voice
shook with emotion, as he spoke—* there were others, beside that
dear one whose image now entirely fills my heart, whom I
had fondly hoped, and should deeply have rejoiced, to see reaping
the fruits of my exertions But we were not permitted to meet
agam} and now—but pardon me; I did not mean to intrude upon
you my private affairs ”

“Go on,” sad Mr. Amory, “I deserve some degree of confidence
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1 return for the disinterested advice I have been giving you.
I am 1nterested in what you say”

“Tt 15 long since I have spoken freely of myself,” said Willie;
“but frankness is natural to me, and, since you profess a desire to
leain something of my aim 1n life, I know of no motive I have for
concealment The only relatives I had 1n the world—my mother
and her aged father—are both gone; and I should now be so
solitary as almost to long to follow them, but for one other whose
love will bind me to earth so long as she 1s spared.”

“And she?” exclaimed Mr. Amory, with an eagerness which
Willie, engrossed with his own thoughts, did not observe.

“Ts a young girl,” continued Willie, “without family, wealth,
or beauty, but with a spinit so elevated as to make her great—a
heart so noble as to make her rich—a soul so pure as to make her
beautiful ”

Mr., Amory’s attitude of fixed attention, his evident waiting
to hear more, emboldened Willie to speak still further.

“There lived 1n the same house which my grandfather occupied,
an old man, a city lamplighter He was poor, poorer even than
we were, but, I will venture to say, there never was a befter or a
kinder-hearted person in the world. One evening, when engaged
in lus round of duty, he picked up and brought home a lhttle
ragged child, whom a cruel woman had just thrust into the street
to perish with cold, or die a more lingering death in the almshouse ;
for nothing but such devoted care as she received from my mother
and Uncle True could have saved the half-starved creature from
the consequences of long-continued exposure and 1ll treatment
Through their unwearied watching and efforts she was spared,
to repay in after years all, and more than all, the love bestowed
upon her

“In the atmosphere of love in which she now lived, she soon
became a changed being; and when, 1n addition to the example
and precepts taught her at home, a divine light was shed upon her
hife by one who, herself sitting 1n darkness, cast a halo forth from
her own spirit to illumine those of all who aie blessed with
her presence, she became, what she has ever since been, a being to
love and trust for a ifettme  For myself, there weie no bounds to
the affection I soon came to cherish for the hittle girl, to whom I
was first attracted by compassion merely.

“We were constantly together. I was her teacher, her protector,
the partner of all her childish amusements; and she, on her part,
was by tmins an advising, consoling, sympathizing, and encouraging
friend 1In this latter character she was indispensable to me, for
she had & hopeful nature, and a buoyancy of spirit which often
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me that Gertrude can in any way be a drawback or disadvantage-
to the man who shall be so fortunate as to call her his.”  For
my own part, I desire no better, no more truly aristocratic position’
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refinement, knowledge, grace, and beauty. You talk t0 me of
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pure gold, tried in the furnace of sorrow and affliction, and thexbe,

- come forth bright and unalloyed.: You speak of family dhd‘af
honourable birth. ‘She has no family, and her birthis shrouded’

in"mystery; but the blood that courses in her veins Would, never.
disgrace the race from whith she sprung, and -every throb-of her

+ -unselfish ‘heart-allies her to all that is noble. S e

«-. ¢ Bix years may have outwardly, changed her much; but:they.

;- cannob havé robbed her'of what I prize the Tost.. She has'chirms

+ “over which time can have o power, -a-grace that is. . gift bf
; Heaven,a beanty that is eternal, “Could“T ask for moré} R

' * D0 not believe] then,” continued ey after,s short patide; “ihat

“ 10y felity tomy ‘eaily Playiate i an’ emotion”/of v giatitude

merely. £ It i§"trde” L owe heriniuch-—far more- thaii Txcan ‘ever

aris A EINFET IS ' R M ~ ¢ - aadite . op L “ Fa
A7 repay;y, buif, the ~honest warmth*of my, affettion dor the noble’girl
S RIS AT FE B St S Aol B SR e RIS TRN I SR S e



240 THE LAMPLIGHTER

springs from the truest love of a purity of character and singleness
of heart which I have never seen equalled ”

“And she whom you love so well?—are you sure——" asked
Mr. Phillips, speaking with a visible effort, and faltering erc he
had completed his sentence

“No,” answered Willie, anticipating the question. “I know
what you would ask; I am not sure. I have no reason to indulge
the hopes I have been dwelling upon so fondly, but I do not
regret having spoken with such openness and candour, for, should
she grieve my heart by her coldness, I should still be proud to have
loved her., Until this time, ever since T gained my native land, I
have been shackled with duties, which, sacred as they were, have
chafed a spirit longing for freedom to follow its own impulses In
this visit to you [and, as he spoke, he rose to depart] I have
fulfilled the last obligation imposed upon me by my excellent
friend, and to-morrow I shall be at hbeity to go where duty alone
prevented me from at once hastening ”

He offered his hand to Mr. Amory, who grasped it with a
cordiality very different from the feeble greeting he had given
him on his entrance. “Good-bye,” said he, “you carry with
you my best wishes for & success which you seem to have so
much at heart.”

CHAPTER XLIII
. THC LONG-LOOKED-FOR RETURNED

“Miss Gertrude,” said Mrs Prime, opening the parlour door,
putting her head cautiously in, looking round, and then advancing
with a stealthy pace, like that of a favourite family cat which
is venturing to step a hittle beyond 1its usual limits, “my! how
busy you are! There’s Miss Patty Pace—"

T have been meaning to ask after her,” exclaimed Gertrude
“Is she alive and well yet?”

“She!” replied Mrs, Prime. “Lor, she won’t never die! I came
a purpose to speak to you about her The baker’s boy brought an
arrant from her, and she wants to see you the first chance she can
get.” -
“Poor old thing!” said Gertrude. “T1l go and see her this
very afternoon.” -

And Gertrude went. She found Miss Patty nearly bent double
with rheumatism, dressed with less than her usual care, and
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crouclung over a miserable fiie She appeared, however, to }Je
in tolerable spirits, and hailed Gertiude’s entrance by a couhall
meeting.

Tnnumerable were the questions she put to Gertiude regaiding
her own personal experiences dwing the past year, and the
movements of the cucles m which she had been hiving She
showed a special teiest m Saratoga life, the latest fashions
exhibited there, and the opportunities which the place afforded
for fonmng advantageous matiimomal conneetions

“So you have not yet chosen a companion,” said she, after
Gertiude had patiently and good-naturedly responded to all hei
quertes “That 15 a circumstance to be regretted Not,” con-
tmmed she, with a slight wave of the hand, “that 1t 15 ever too
late 1n hife for one to meditate the conjugal tie, which 1s often
assumed with advantage by persons of fifty or more Eaxistence,
I may say, 1s twofold when 1t is shared with a congemal
partner, and T had hoped that before now, Miss Gertrude, both
you and myself would have formed such an alliance. Expeinience
prompts me, when I declaie the protection of the matiimomal
union one of 1ts greatest advantages”

“T hope you have not suffered from the want of 1£7” said
Gertrude -

“T have, Miss Gertrude, suffered mncalculably. ILet me impress
upon you, however, that the keenest pangs have been those of
the sensibilities, yes, the sensibilities—the finest pait of our
nature ”

“I am sorry to hear that you have been thus grieved,” said
Gertrude “T should have supposed that, hving quite alone,
you might have been spaied this tral”

“0, Miss Gertrude!” exclaimed the old lady, lifting up both
hands,—“O that I had the wings of a dove, wherewith to flee
away from my kindred! I fondly thought to have distanced
them, but within the last revolving year they have discovered
my retieat, and I can no longer elude therr wigilance Hardly
can I recover from the shock of one wisitation—made, as I am
convinced, for the sole purpose of taking an iventory of my
possessions, and measuring the length of my days—before the
vultures are again seen hovering round my dwellng But,”
exclaimed the old lady, raising her voice and mwaidly chuckhng
as she spoke, “they shall fall into theii own snare, for I wall
dupe every one of them yet!”

. “I was not aware that you had any relations,” said Gertiude ;
and 1t seems they are such only in name”

“ Naime'” said Miss Pace emphatically, “I am animated with
220) 16
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gladness at the thought that they are not honoured with a
cognomen which not one of them is worthy to bear. But, Miss
Gertiude, you are a young lady of quick comprehension, and I
avail myself of your contiguty to request at your hands a favour,
such as I little thought once I should ever feel compelled to
scek. I want you—I sent fo1r you to write the last will and
testament of Miss Patty Pace”

The poor woman’s tiembling voice evidenced a deep compassion
for heiself, which Gertiude could not help sharing, and she ex-
pessed a willingness to comply with her wishes as far as was
1 her power, at the same time declaring her utter ignorance of
all the forms of law.

To Gertrude’s astonishment, Miss Patty announced her own
perfect acquaintance with all the legal knowledge which the
case demanded; and in so complete and faultless a manner did
she dictate the words of the important instrument, that, being
afterwards properly witnessed, signed, and sealed, it was found
at the end of a few months—at which time Miss Patty was
called upon to give up her earthly tiust—fiee fiom imperfection
and flaw, and proved a satisfactory direction for the disposal
of the mnheritance It may be well to state here, however, that
he who was pronounced sole heir to her really valuable property
never availled himself of the bequest, otherwise than to make
a careful bestowal of 1t among the most needy and worthy of
her relatives.

The sole inheritor of her estates was Willlam Sullivan, the
kmght of the rosy countenance; and the same chivalious spiurit
which won Miss Patty’s virgin heait, and gained for him her
lasting favour, prompted lum to disclaim and utterly refuse the
acceptance of a reward so wholly disproportioned to the slight
service he had rendered the old lady.

Though he could not fail to be amused, he was nevertheless
deeply touched, by the preamble to the will, in which Miss
Patty set forth 1in a most characteristic manner the feeling and
motives which had influenced her in the choice of an heir to
her possessions

Then followed an inveniory of the estate—a most remarkable
estate, consisting of odds and ends of everything, and finally a
catefully and legally worded document, assigning the whole of
the stiange medley, without legacies o1 encumbrances, to the
sole use and disposal of the appointed heiwr

Geirtiude found 1t no easy task to gather and transfix n
wrting the exact idea which the old woman’s 1ambling dictation
was mtended to convey; and it was two or three hours before
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the manusgcript was completed, and the patient and diligent
sertbe permitted Lo depart. o

The sky was overcast, and a drizzling rain beginning to fall, as
she commenced walking towards home; but the distance was
not great, and the only damage she sustained was a slight
dampness to her garments. Emily percerved it at once, however.
“Your dress is quite wet,” said she. “You must go and sit
by the parlour fire I shall not go down until tea-fime, but
father 15 thete, and will be glad of your company; he has been
alone all the afternoon.”

Gertiude found Mr Chaham sitting in front of a pleasant
wood fire, half dozing, half reading She took a book and a
low chan and joined lnm. TFinding the heat too great, however,
she soon rotreated to a sofa at the opposite side of the room.

Hadly had she done so when theie was a ring at the front
door bell. The housemard, who was passing by the door, opened
it, and immediately ushered in a visitor. It was Wille!

Gertrude rose, but trembling from head to foot, so that she
dared not trust heiself to take a step forward. Willie advanced
into the centre of the room, then looked at Qertiude, bowed,
hesitated, and said, “Miss Flint!—is she here?” The colom
;usihgd into Geitrude’s face. She attempted to speak, but
atled,

It was not necessary. The blush was enough. Willie 1ecog-
nized her, and, starting forward, eagerly seized her hand.
“derty! 1s it possible?”

The perfect naturalness and ease of his manner, the waimth
and earnestness with which he took and 1etamed her hand,
reassuied the agitated girl. The spell seemed partially removed
For a moment he became in her eyes the Willie of old, and she
found voice to exclamm, “O, Wille, you have come at last! I
am so glad to see you!”

The sound of thew voices disturbed Mr Graham, who had
fallen into a nap, fiom which the nnging of the door bell and
the entrance of a strange step had failed to arouse hum. He
tume’c'i round in his easy chair, then rose Willie dropped Ger-
tinde’s hand, and stepped towards lim  “M: Sulhvan” said
Gertinde, with o fecble attempt at a suitable mtrod’uctxon
They shook hands, and then all three sat down. ’

And now all Gertrude’s embarrassment returned She had
seen. Willie before; she was aware of his arrival, knew even
the steamer 1 which he had come, but was amioils to conceal
from hun this knowledge She could not tell him, since he
sctmed 50 ignorant of the fact himself, that they had met

™
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before; and it may well be imagined that ehe was at an
utter loss what to do or say under the chicnmstances, Her
embarrassment soon communcated iteelf to Willie; and Mr.
Grahans presence, which was a restiaint to both, made matters
WOl

Willie, however, fitst broke the momentary «<ilence  “1 choald
hardly have known you, Gatiude T did not know xou,
How—"

*Iow did you come?” asked Mr Graham abruptly, appuently
unconscious that he was interruapting Willie's remark.

“In the Fwopa,” replied Willie, “She got into New York
about a week ago”

“QOut here, I meant” smid My Graham, rather <tifily. “Did
you come out in tle coach?”

“Q, eacuse me, oiry” said Willie, “I nusunderstood you. No,
I drove out fiom Doston m a chaise”

“Did anyone take 3o horse?”

“J fastencd him in fiont of the house.”

Willie glanced out of the window (it was now nearly dusk)
to sce that the ammal was still where he had left lim  Mr
Graham settled himeelf in his easy chair. and looked into the
fiie There was another pause, more painful than the first—
“You mie changed, too” said Gertiude at Jast, in reply to
Willie's anfimshed comment Then, fearing he might feel hurt
at what he must know to be truec in more ways than one, the
colow, which had retreated, mounted once more to her cheekes

He did not scem to feel hurt, however, but replied “Yes, an
Eastern climate makes great changes; but I thwnk T can hardly
have altered more than yjou have., Why, only think, Gerty,
you weie & child when I went away! I suppoce T must have
known I should have found you a young lady, but I begin to
think I never fully 1ealized it”

“Yhen did you leave Caleutta?”

“The latter pat of Felrumy., I passed the spring months
in Parig”

“You did not wnite!” said Gertrude in a faltering voice

“No, T was expecting to come across by every steame, and
wanted to surprise you.”

Conscious that she had seemed far less surprised than he
expected, she looked confused, but replied, “I was disappointed
about the letters, but I am very glad to see you again, Wilhe/

“You can’t be so glad as T am,” said he, lowering his vorce,
and looking at her with gicat tendeiness. “You seem iore
and more hike yourself to me every minute that I see you. I
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hegin to think, however, that I ought to have written and told
you I was coming.”

Gertrude smiled. Willie's manner was so unchanged, his
words so affectionate, that it seemed unkind to doubt his
friendliness, although to his undivided love she felt she could
have no claum

«No” smd she; “I lke surpmses ~Don’t you remember I
always did” -

“Remember! Certainly,” 1eplied he; “I have never forgotten
anything that you liked”

Just at this moment QGertrude’s birds, whose cage hung mn
the window at which Wallie sat, commenced a little twittering
noise, which they always mede just at might He looked up
“Your birds,” said Gertrude; “the birds you sent me”

“ Are they all alive?” asked he

“Yes, all of them”

“You have been a kind mistress to the little things They are
very tender

“T am very fond of them”

“You take such care of those you love, dear Gerty, that you
are sure to preserve their hives as long as may be.”

His tone, still more than his woids, betrayed the deep mean-
ing with which he spoke.

“Ts Miss Ghaham well?” asked Willie

Gertrude related, 1 reply, that her nerves had been recently
much disturbed by the teirible experiences through which she
had passed, and led to the subject of the recent disaster, at
which Gertrude forbore to mention her having been heiself
present

Willie spoke with feeling of the sad catastrophe, remaiking
that he had valued friends on board the boat, but was unaware
that Miss Graham was among them.

Conversation between Gertrude and Willie had by this time
assumed a footing. of ease, and something of therr former
fanharity. The latter had taken a seat near her on the sofa
that they might talk more unrestramnedly; for, although Mr.
Graham might have dropped asleep agamn, for anything they
knew to the contrary, 1t was not easy wholly to foiget s
presence Theie were many subjects, however, on which 1t
would have seemed natwal for them to speak, had not Gertiude
purposely avoided them She neither felt prepared to 1eceive
nor willing to force the confidence on matters which must
Inevitably be mfluenced by his engagement with Miss Clinton,
and therefore preserved utter silence on these topics, even tak-
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ing pains to avord them. And Willie, deeply grieved at thic
stiange want of sympathy on her part, forbore to thrust upon
her notice these seemingly forgotten chienmstances.

At length a servant appeared at the doot, and, not ob-crv-
mg that theie was company, aunounced tea, M, Grahawm roie,
and stond with his back to the fire Willic 10se alwo, and
prepaved {o take leave,  Mr. Grabam, with frigid ewility, in-
vited um {o 1emain, and Gertrude hesitated not to urge Jum
to do 50; but he declined with such decsion, that the latter
understood plainly that he perceived and felt the negleet sath
which My Grabam had tieated him and hisg visit,

Gertrude accompanied bim to the door. The 1ain had ccaced,
but the wind whistled across the pinzza, It reemed to bo
giowing cold. Willic buttoned s coat, while he promised to
see Gertrude on the following day.

“You have no overcoat,” said she; “the night is chilly, and
you me accustomed to o hot chmate. You had better take
this shawl;” and she took from the hat-tree a heavy Seotch
plaid, which alsays hung theie to be used on occasions hike
the present

He thanked her and threw it over his arm; then, taking
hoth her hands in his, looked her steadily in the face for a
moment, as 1f he would fain have spoken Secing, however,
that she shrank from Ins mild and aficctionate gaze, he dropped
hier hands, bade her good-night, and ran down the door-steps

Gortinde stood with the handle of the door in her hand
until she hemid the sound of the horse’s hoofs as he drove
down the road; then, hastily shutting it, ran and hid herself
in het own 10om. Well as she liad borne up during the longed-
for and yet much-dreaded meeting, calmly and naturally as she
had sustammed her part, her courage all forsook her now, and
m looking forward to days, weecks, and months of frequent
inteicourse, she felt that the most trying part of the struggle
was yet to come

Had Willie been wholly changed—had he seemed the thought-
less worldling, the fashionable man of society, the cold-heaited
devotee of business or of gain—in one of which characteis she
had lately half-fancied he would appear—had he greeted her
with chilling formality, with heartless indifference, or with
awkward restraint, she mught, while she despised, pitied, o
blamed, have learned to love him less Buf he had come back
as he went—open-heaited, generous, manly, and affectionate.

And she must school herself to the cruel task of seemng him
day by day, hearing the story of his love for another, and
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wishing him all joy, as a sister might do a kind and affectionate
brother. She must learn to subdue the love whose deptih and
intensity she had scarcely known until now, and m.ou.ld it into
fiiendship. As she thought of all this, she found it impossible
to still the wildly-beating waves that swelled against her ach-
ing, throbbing heart. She threw herself upon the bed and
wepth. r .
Piesently there was a light tap at her door. Believing it
tn be a summons to the tea-table, she said. without 1sing,
“Jane, is that you? I do not wish any supper.” -

%t 1sn’t that, miss,” said the girl; “but I have brought you
a letter.”

Geitiude sprang up and opened the door.

“A httle boy handed 1t to me, and then ran off,” said the
gitl, placing a package in her hand.

“Bring me a hight,” said Gertrude.

The girl went for a lamp, Gertrude in the meantime en-
deavouring to judge what a package of such unusual size and
thickness could contamn. And wlile she was wondeling Jane
brought a lamp, by the light of which she at once detected
the handwriting, and, breaking the seal, drew from the enve-
lope several closely written pages, whose contents she perused
with all the eagerness and excitement which the weight, 1m
port, and the intense interest of the subject might well demand.

CHAPTER XLIV

THE FATHER'S STORY

1t ran as follows :—

“My DivenrEr,~My loving, tender-hearted girl  Now that
your own words encourage me with the assurance that my worst
fear was unfounded (the fear that my name was already blasted
to your young ears, and your father doomed by your young
heart to infamy)—now that I can appeal to you as an mmpaitial
witness, I will disclose the story of my life » and, while T prove
to you your parentage, will hope that my unprejudiced child,

at least, will beheve, love, and trust h s 3
worlds 1 npustice, ) er father, in spite of a

“X will conceal nothing,
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“Mr., Graham 1s my stepfather, and my blessed mother, long
smce dead, was, m all but the tiec of nature, a tiue mother
to Emily Thus allied, however, to thote whom you love hest,
I am parted from them by a heavy curse, foi, not only was
mme the il-fated hand (O, hate me not yet, Gertrude!) which
locked poor Emily up in daikness, but, in addition to that
terrible deed, I stand accused in the eyes of my fellow-men
of another crime, daik and disgiaceful. And yet, though lying
under a ban, I am mnocent as a child of all intentional wiong,
as you will learn, if you can trust to the truth of the tale
I am about to tell.

“ Nature gave and education fostered in me a rebelhouns spirit
I was the 1dol of my invalid mothei, who, though she loved
me with a love for which I bless her memory, had not the
energy to tame and subdue the passionate and wilful nature
of her boy. Though ungoveined, however, I was neither cruelly
nor viciously disposed ; and though my sway at home and among
my school-fellows was ahke indisputable, I made many friends,
and not a single enemy But a sudden check was at length
put to my freedom My mother mairied, and I soon came to
fecl, and feel utterly, the check which Mr. Graham was likely
to mmpose upon my boyish independence, Had he tieated me
with kindness, had he won my afiection, 1t 1s mmpossible to
measuie the influence he might have had in moulding my yet
unfoimed character.

“But the reverse was the case His behaviour towaids me
was that of chilling coldness and reseive. He repelled with
scorn the fiist advance on my part, which led me, at my
mother’s instigation, to addiess him by the paternal title—an
offence of wluch I never again was gulty. And yet, wiile he
seemed to ignore the ielationship, he assumed its privileges
and authority, thus wounding my feelings and my pride, and
exciting a spirtt of 1ebellious opposition to his commands

“Two things served to embitter my sentiments and strengthen
my giowing dishike to my oveibearing stepfather One was
the consciousness of my utter dependence on his bounty, the
other, a hint, which I received through the mistaken kindness
of a domestic who had always known the famuly, that AMr.
Chaham’s dislike to me had its origin in an old enmity be
tween himself and my own father

“Great, however, as was the warfaie in my heart, power
iested with Mr. Graham; for I was yet but a child, and
necessarily subject to government—nor could I be deaf to my
mother’s entreaties that, for her sake, I would learn submussion.
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Tt was only occasionally, therefore, when I had been, as I
considered, most unjustly thwarted, that I .broke forth 1nto
dnect rebellion, and even then there weie influences ever at
work to preseive at least outward harmony in our household
Thus jears passed on, and, though T did not learn to love M.
Graham more, the force of habit, the intense imlerest afforded
by my studies, and a growing capabihty of self-control, ren-
dered my mode of life far less obnoxious to me than it had
once been

“There was one great compensation for my trials, and that
was the love I cherished for Emily, who responded to 1t with
equal waimth on her part I pause not to dwell upon the
tenderness and depth of this affection; 1t 1s enough to say
that 1t became the life of my life

“At length my mother died I was at that time—sorely
aganst my will—employed m Mr. Giaham’s counting-house,
and still contmued an mmate of his family. And now, with-
oub excuse or even warmmng, my stepfather commenced a course
of pohey as unwise as it was cruel He tried to 10b me of
the only thing that sweetened and blessed my existence—the
love of Emily. I will not here recount the motives I 1mputed
to lim, nor the means he employed It is sufficient to say
that they were such as to change my foimer dislike nto hitter
hatied—my unwilling obedience to his will mto open and de-
hiberate opposition

“Instead of submitting to what I considered his tyrannical
interference, I sought Emily’s society on all occasions, and per-
suaded the gentle girl to lend herself to my schemes for thwart-
ing her father’s purposes I did not speak to her of love, I
did not seek to bind her to me by promises, I lunted not
at marnage—a sense of honour forbade 1t But, with a boyish
independence, which I have since feared was the height of folly
and 1mprudence, I sought every occasion, even 1 her father’s
presence, to mamfest my determination to mamntamn that con-
stant freedom and familiaity of intercourse which had been
the gowth of circumstances, and could not without foice be
restraned

“At length Emly was taken ill, and for six weeks I was
debarred her -presence  As soon as she was sufficiently recov-
ered to leave her room, I constantly sought and at last obtamed
an opportunity to see and speak with her, We had been to-
gether 1 the library more than an hour when Mr Graham
suddenly entered, and came towards us with a face whose
harshness and severity I shall not soon forget. I did not heed

-
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an interruption, for the piobable consequences of which T he-
lieved myself prepated I was little pepared, however, for the
natmie of the attack actually made upon me

“That he would accuse me of disobedience to wishes which
he had hinted in every. possible way, and even intunate mote
plainly than before his 1esolve to place barriers between Emily
and myself, I fully expected, and was ready with my iephes,
but when he bwst forth with a torrent of unqualified and
ungentlemanly abuse—when he stormed and raved, imputing to
me mean, selfish, and contemptible motives, which had never
for a moment nfluenced me, or even occurred to my mind—I
was struck dumb with surprise, 1mpatience, and anger

“But this was not all. It was then, in the presence of the
pue-minded gnl whom I woishipped, that he charged me
with a dark and horrid ciime—the ciime of foigery—asserting
my guilt as recently discovered, but positive and undoubted.
My spint had raged before—now 1t was on fiie. I lifted my
hand and clenched my fist What I would have done I know
not Whether I should have found words to assert my inno-
cence, fling back the lie, and 1efute a charge as unexpected as
1t was false—or whether, my voice faihng me from passion, 1
should have swept Mr Graham from my path, perhaps felled
him to the floor, while I strode away to rally my calmness m
the open awr, I cannot now conjectme; for a wild shizek fiom
Enuly recalled me to myself, and, turning, I saw her fall fant-
g upon the sofa

“ Forgetting everything then but the apparently dymng condition
into which the horior of the scene had thiown her, I sprang foi-
watd to her relief There was a table beside her, and some bottles
upon 1t I hastily snatched what I believed to be a simple re-
storative, and, in my agitation, emptied the contents of the phial
in her face I know not what the exact character of the mixture
could have been, but 1t matters not—its effect was too awfully
evident The deed was done—the fatal deed—and mine was the
hand that did 1t!

“Brought suddenly to consciousness by the intolerable torture
that succeeded, the poor girl sprang screaming fiom the sofa,
flung her arms wildly above her head, rushed in a frantic manner
through the'room, and finally crouched in a corner. I followed 1n
an agony scarce less than her own, but she repelled me with her
hands, at the same time uttering piercing shrieks, Mr Graham,
who for an instant had looked like one paralysed by the scene,
now 1ushed forwaid hike a madman. Instead of aiding me m
my efforts to hft poor Emily from the floor, and so far from
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compassionating my situation, which was only less pitiable than
hers, he, with a fierceness redoubled at my bgmg, as he conmder_ed,
the sole cause of the disaster, attacked me with & storm of';eer.mg
taunts and cruel reproaches, declarmg that I had killed his child.
With words Itke these, which are still ringing 1n my ears, he drove
me from the room and the house, 2 repulsion which T, overpowered
by the misery of contrition and remorse, had neither the wish nor
the stiength to resist. )

“ Q! the tenible night and day that succeeded. I can give you
no idea how they were passed I wandered out into the country,
spent the whole night walking beneath the open sky, endeavouring
to collect my thoughts and compose my mind, and still morning
found me with fevered pulse and excited bram. With the return-
mg light, T began to realize the necessity of forming some future
plan of action.

“Emily’s sad situation, and my intense anxiety to learn the
worst effects of the fatal accident, gave me the stiongest motives
for hastening with the eailiest morning, either openly or by
stealth, to Mi. Graham’s house. Everything also which I pos-
sessed—all my money, consisting meiely of the residue of my
last quarter’s allowance, my clothing, and a few valuable gifts
from my mother—were 1n the chamber which I there occupied.
There seemed, theiefore, to be no other course left for me than
to 1eturn thither once more, at least; and having thus 1esolved,
I 1etraced my steps to the city, determined, if 1t were necessary
m order to gain the desired particulars concermng Emily, to meet’
her father face to face As I drew near the house, however,
I hesitated, and dared not proceed Mr Graham had exhausted
upon me alieady every angry word, had threatened even deeds
of violence should I ever again cioss his thieshold, and I feared
to trust my own fiery spirit to a collision in which I might be led
on to an open resistance of the man whom I had already suffi-
ciently myured.

“In the terrible work I had but yesterday done—a work of
whose fatal effect T had even then a gloomy foreshadowing—I
had bhghted the existence of his worshupped cluld, and diawn
a dark pall over lus dearest hopes It was enough. I would
not for worlds be gwlty of the added sin of Lfting my hand
agamnst the man who, unjust as he had been towaids an mnocent
yo‘uth,‘ had met a retaliation far, far too severe.

‘Still, I knew s wrath to be unmitigated—was well aware
of lus power to excite my hot nature to frenzy, and resolved
to beware how I crossed Ius path, Meet hum I must to refute
the false charges he had brought aganst me, but not within
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the walls of his dwelling, the home of his suffering daughter
In the counting-house, where the crime of forgery was said to have
been committed, and 1n the presence of my fellow clerks, I would
publicly deny the deed, and dare him to its proof But fust I
must either see or hear fiom Emily; before I met the father
at all, T must leain the exact nature and extent of the wiong
T had done hum m the person of s child For this, however,
I must wait until, under cover of the next night’s daikness, 1
could enter the house unperceived -

“So I wandeied about all day i torment, without tasting o
even desiring food or rest, the thought of my pooi, darling,
tortured Emily ever present to my wretched thoughts The
hows seemed mterminable. I remember that day of suspense
as 1f 1t had been a whole year of misery. But mght came at
last, cloudy, and the air thickened with a heavy fog, which,
as I approached the street wheie Mr. Chaham hived, enveloped
the neighbomhood, and concealed the house until I was dunectly
opposite to 1t I shuddered at the sight of the physician’s chaise
standing before the door, for I lmew that Dr. Jeremy had closed
his visits to Emily more than a week previously, and must have
been summoned to attend her since the acadent. Finding him
thete, and thinking 1t probable Mr Graham was also in the house
at this hour, I forbore to enter, but stood effectually concealed by
the cloud of mist, and watching my opportunity.

“Once or twice Mis Elhs, the housekeeper, passed up and °
down the staircase, as I could distinctly see thiough the side-
lights of the door, which afforded me a full view of the entiy-
way- and presently Dr Jeiemy descended slowly, followed by
Mi Ghaham The doctor would have passed hastily out, but
M: Giaham detamned him, to question hun regaiding lus patient,
as I judged from the deep anxiety depicted on my stepfather’s
countenance, while he sought to read his opinion 1n lus face
The doctor’s back was towards me, and I could only judge of
lis replies by the effect they produced on the questioner, whose
haggard, woin appeaiance became more feafully distressed at
every syllable that fell from the honest and truthful hips of
the medical man

“1 needed, theiefore, no further testimony to forece upon me
the conviction that Emily’s fate was sealed, and, as I looked
with pity upon the afflicted parent, and shudderingly thought
how immedate had been my agency i the work of destructmn,
I felt that the unhappy father could not curse me more hitterly .
than I cursed myself Deeply, however, as I momned, and have
never ceased to repent, my share 1n the exciting of that storm
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wherein the poor gl had been so cruelly shipwiecked, I could
not forget the part that Mr Ghaham had borne in the transaction,
or forgive the wicked imjustice and msults whlc‘h had so unnerved
and unmanned me as to render my hand a fit instrument only of
ruin, and as, immediately after the doctor’s departue, I watched
my stepfather also come down the steps and walk away, and saw
by a street lamp that the look of pain had passed from lus face,
giving place to his usual composed, self-complacent, and arrogant
expression, and understood, by the loud and measured manner in
which he struck ns cane upon the pavement, that he was far from
shaiing my humble, penitent mood, I ceased to waste upon him a
compassion which he seemed so hittle to require or deserve; and
pitying myself only, I looked upon lus stern face with a soul which
cherished for him no other sentiment than that of unmitigated
hatred

“Do not shrink fiom me, Gertrude, as you read this frank
confession of my passionate, and, at that moment, deeply stiried
nature

“As Mr Graham turned the corner of the street, I appioached
bis house, drew forth a passkey of my own, by means of which I
opened the door, and went mm I passed noiselessly upstairs, and
entered a little chamber at the head of the passage which com-
municated with Emily’s room T waited here a long time, heating
no sound and seeing no one, then fearmg Mr. Graham would
shoitly return, I ascended to my own room, and collected my
money and a few articles of value

“T then descended the back staircase to gain Mis Prime’s pre-
muses, when I suddenly encountered Mrs Ellis coming fiom the
kitchen with a bowl of gruel m her hand This woman was a
1ccent addition to the household, mtroduced there a few weeks
before as a spy upon my actions, and ntolerable to me on that
account She stopped short on seemng me, gave a shght scream,
dropped the bowl of gruel, and prepared to make her escape, as
if from a wild beast

“I placed myself m her path, and compelled her to stop and

listen to me  But before my eager questi6ns could find utterance,
an outburst from her confirmed my worst fears

“‘Let me go!” she exclaimed ‘You willam! you will be
putting my eyes out next!’

““Where 18 Emily? I eried ¢ Let me see her ¥’
“‘See her! repled she ¢You horrid wretch! No! she has

suffered enough fiom you. She is satisfied herself now s S0 let
her alone.

" “*What do you mean? shouted I, shaking the housckeeper
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violently by the shouldes, for her woids seaied my very soul, and
I was frantic.

“¢Mean? continued she. ‘I mean that Emily will never sce
anybody again ; and if she had a thousand eyes, you are the last
person upon whom she would wish to look V’

“¢Does Emily hate me, too?’ burst fiom me then.

“The 1eply was rcady. ‘Hate you! Yes—mole than that,
she cannot find words that are bad enough for you! She mutters,
even in her pain, ‘Ciuel '—wicked? She shudders at the sound
of your name, and we aie all forbidden to speak 1t in her pres-
ence’ I waited to hear no more, but rushed out of the house.

“That moment was the crisis of my hife. The thundeibolt had
fallen upon and crushed me. My hopes, my bappiess, my for-
tune, my good name, had gone before; but one solitary light had,
untl now, ghmmered m the darkness It was Emly’s love. 1
had trusted in that—that only It had passed away, and with
1t my youth, my faith, my hope of heaven I was a blank on the
earth, and cared not whither I went, or what became of me

“From that moment I ceased to be myself Then fell upon me
the cloud m which I have ever since been shrouded, and under
the shadow of which you have seen and known me In that
instant the blight had come, my hair became piematurely grey;
my fellow men, to whom 1t had been my noblest hope to prove
some day a benefactor, were henceforth the axmed hosts of an-
tagomsts, with whom I would wage endless wai, and the God
whom I had worshipped—whom I had believed in as & just and
faithful friend and avenger,—who was Hel—where was He%—and
why did He not right my cause? What direful and premeditated
deed of darkness had I been gwlty of that He should thus desert
me? Alas! I lost my faith in Heaven!

“T know not what dwrection I took on leaving Mr. Ghaham’s
house, I paused not until, having reached the end of a wharf, I
found myself gazing down into the deep water, longing to take
one mad leap, and lose myself 1n everlasting obhivion!

“But for this final blow, beneath which my manhood had fallen,
T would have cheiished my life, at least until T could vindicate its
fair fame ; T would never have left a blackened memory for men
to dwell upon and Emily to weep over But now what caied I
for my fellow men? I longed for nothingness and the grave

“There are moments in human hfe when a word, a look, or a
thought may weigh down the balance in the scales of fate and
decide a destiny.

“So it was with me now. Incapable of forming any plan for
myself, I was startled from the apathy into which I had fallen
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regularly to the table, and, instead of pacing the deck all night,
spent & pait of 1t, at least, quietly in my stateroom, Lucy
absented herself wholly fiom that part of the vessel where 1
passed the greater portion of the day, and I seldom exchanged
a word with hei, unless T purposely sought her society

“We capertenced much stormy weather, however, which drove
me to the cabin, where she nsuaily sat on the tiansom, 1cadmg or
watching the troubled waves, and, as the voyage was very long,
we were necessarlly thiown much 1 each other’s way, especially
as Captain Grey, the same individual who had invited me to
slip with Inm, and who seemed still to take an inteiest in my
welfare, goodnatmedly encouraged an intercourse by which he
probably hoped I might be won fiom a state of melancholy
that seemed to astonish and gieve the jolly shipmaster almost
as much as 1t did lus kind-hearted, sensitive child

“ Lucy’s shyness, theiefore, woie giadually away, and before
our tedious passage was completed I ceased to be a 1estramnt
upon her  She talked freely with, or 1ather to me, fo1, while
I maintaned a ngd silence conceining my own past eaperiences,
of winch I could scarcely endwme to think, much less to gpeal,
she exerted herself fieely for my entertamnment, and related
with simple fiankness almost every circumstance of her past
life. She told me that until she was fourteen years old she
Iived with her mother 1n a httle cottage on Cape Cod, their
home bemg only occasionally enlivened by the ieturn of her
father fiom his long absences at sea. They would then usually
make a visit to the city where his vessel lay, pass a few weeks
1 uninteriupted enjoyment, and at length return home to mourn
the departure of the cheerful, light-hearted sea captain, and
patiently count the weeks and months untd he would come
back agan

“She told me how her mother died at last, how bitterly she
mouned her loss, and how her father wept when he came home
and heard the news, how she had lived on ship-board ever since,
and how sad and lonely she felt in time of stoims, when, the
master at his post of duty, she sat alone in the cabin, hstening
to the roar of the winds and waves

“Tears would come into her eyes when she spoke of these
things, and I would look upon her with pity, as one whom
sorrow made my sister. Trial, however, had not yet robbed her
of an elastic, buoyant spirit, and when, five mimutes after the
completion of some eloquent httle tale of eaily guief, the captan
would approach unseen, and surprise her by a sudden joke,
exclamation, or sly piece of mischief, thus provoking her to
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the future; for we were now so near our port, that in a few
hours we might be compelled to leave the vessel and seek
quarters 1n the city. She hstened to me without replying.

“At length I hinted at the nccessity of my leaving her, and
begged to know if she had any plans for the future. She
answered me only by a burst of tears.

“Then, with many sobs, she threw herself upon my compassion,
and, with unaffected simplicity and child-like artlessness, eun-
treated me not to leave her. She reminded me that the moment
she stepped foot on shore she should be in a land of strangers,
and besought me not to forsake and leave her to die alone

“What could I do? T had nothing on earth to hve for. We
were both alike orphaned and desolate. There was but one point
of difference I could work and protect her; she could do neither
for herself It would be something for me to hive for, and for Zer,
though but a refuge of poverty and want, it was better than the
exposure and suffering that must otherwise await her. I told her
plainly how hittle I had to offer, but that I was ready to labour
m her behalf, to guard her from danger, to mty, and, perhaps,
in time, learn to love her.

“The unsophisticated girl had never thought of marmage; she
had sought the protection of a friend, not a husband, but, 1n the
humility of sorrow, she finally accepted my unflattering offer.

“The only witness to the marriage, which within a few hours
ensued, was an old, weather-beatén sailor, who had known and
loved Liucy from her childhood, and whose name will be, perhaps,
familiar to you—Ben Grant He accompanied us on shore, and
to the church, which was our first destination. He followed us
to the humble lodgings with which we contrived for the present
to be contented, and devoted himself to Lucy with self-sacrificing,
but 1n one instance, alas! with fatal zeal

“ After much difficulty, I obtained employment from a man
engaged in trade, who willingly employed me as clerk, occasionally
despatching me from home to transact business at a distance My
duties being regular and profitable, I was soon enabled to place
my young wife in a situation that ensured comfort, if not Iuxury.

“The sweetness of her disposition, the cheerfulness with which
she endured privation, the earnestness with which she strove to
make me happy, were not without effect, and the few months
that I passed with your mother, Gertrude, form a sweet episode
m the memory of my stormy life. I came to love her much—
not as I loved Emily; that could not be expected,—but, as the
golitary flower bloomed on the grave of all my early hopes, she
cast a fragrance round my path, and her child is not more dear
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to me because a part of myself, than as the memento of the
cherished blossom snatched hastily from my hand and rudely
crushed

“ About two months after your birth the business in which
I was engaged called me, m the capacity of an agent, to a station
at some distance from Rio. I had been absent nearly a month,
had extended my journey beyond my o1iginal intentions, and had
written regularly to Lucy, mforming her of all my movements
(though I have since beheved that the letters never reached
her), when the neighbourhood in which I was stationed became
mfected with a fatal malaila I was seized with the fever, and
lay for weeks at the point of death After an almost mterminable
illness, I made my way, destitute, ragged, and emaciated, back to
Rio I sought my former home. It was deserted, and I was
warned to flee from its vieimity, as the fearful disease of which
I had already been the prey had nearly depopulated that and the
neighbouring streets. I made every enquiry, but could obtain no
intelhgence of my wife and child. I lingered about the city for
weeks, 1n hopes to gain some information concerning Lucy, but
could find no one who had ever heard of her. All day I wandered
about the streets and on the wharves—the latter being places
which Ben Grant (in whose faithful charge I had left your
mother and yourself) was in the habit of frequenting—but not
a syllable could I learn of any persons that answered my de-
sciiption.

“My first thought had been that they would naturally seek my
employer, to learn, if possible, the cause of my prolonged absence,
and, on finding my home empty, I had hastened 1n search of him.
But he, too, had, within a recent period, fallen a victim to the
prevailing distemper, and his place of business was closed. I
prolonged my search until hope died within me I madly agreed
to work my passage i the first vessel which promised me an
escape from scenes so fraught with harrowing recollections,

“ And now commenced 1n truth that course of wretched wander-
ing which, knowing neither pause nor cessation, has made up the
sum of my existence ~With varied ends in view, following
strongly contrasted employments, and with fluctuating fortune,
I have travelled over the world My feet have trodden almost
every land, I have sailed upon every sea, and breathed the air
of every clime I am familiar with the city and the wilderness,
the civilized man and the savage. If I have taught myself to
hate, shun, and despise humanity, 1t 1s because I know it well

“Once, during my wanderings, I visited the home of my boy-
hood. Unseen and unknown, I trod famliar ground, and gazed
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on familiar though time-worn faces. I stood at the window of
Mr. Graham’s library; saw the contented, happy countenance
of Emily—happy in her blindness and her forgetfulness of the
past. A young girl sat near the fire, endeavouring to read by
its flickering hight. I knew not then what gave such a charm
to her thoughtful features, nor why my eyes dwelt upon them
with a rare pleasure; for there was no voice to proclaim to
the father’s heart that he looked on the face of his child. I
am not sure that the strong impulse which prompted me then
to enter, acknowledge my identity, and beg Emily to speak
to me a word of forgiveness, might not have prevailed over
the dread of her displeasure; but Mr. Graham at the moment
made his appearance, cold and implacable as ever. I looked
upon him an instant, then fled from the house, and the next
day departed for other lands.

“ Although in the various labours which I was compelled to
undertake to earn for myself a decent maintenance, I had
more than once met with such success as to give me temporary
independence, and to enable me to indulge myself in expensive
travelling, I had never amassed a fortune; indeed, I had not
cared to do so, since I had no use for money, except to employ
it in the gratification of my immediate wants, Accident, how-
ever, at last thrust upon me a wealth which I could scarcely
be said to have sought

“After a year spent in the wilderness of the West, I found
myself in that land which has recently been termed the Land
of Promise, but which has proved to many a greedy emigrant
a land of falsehood and deceit For me, however, who sought
it not, it showered gold. I was among the earliest discoverers
of its freasure-vaults Nor was it merely at the mines that
fortune favoured me. With the first results of my Iabours
I chanced to purchase an immense fract of land, little dreaming
at the time that those desert acres were destined to become
the streets and squares of a great and prosperous city.

“Bo 1t was, however, and without effort, almost without my
own knowledge, I aclueved the greatness which springs from
untold wealth

“But this was not all. The blessed accident which led me
to this golden land was the means of disclosing a pearl of
price.

“One day a miserable, half-starved, and apparently dying man
crept to the door of my tent, and asked in & feeble voice for
charity. I did not refuse to admit him into my narrow domicile,
and to the extent of my ability relieved his suffering condition.
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He proved to be the victim of want rather than disease, and,
his hunger appeased, the savage brutality of his coarse nature
soon mamnifested itself in the dogged indifference with which
he received a stranger’s bounty, and the gross ingratitude with
which he abused my hospitality. A few days served to restore
him to his strength; and then, anxious to dismiss my visitor,
whose conduct had already excited suspicions of his good faith,
I gave lum warning that he must depart.

“He begged permission to remain until the next morning,
as the might was near, and he had no shelter provided To
this I made no objection, little 1magining how base a serpent
I was harbouring. At midnight I was awakened from my sleep
to find my lodger busily engaged in rifling my property, and
preparing to take an unceremonious leave of my dwelling.
Nor did his willainy end here. Upon my seizing and charging
him with the theft, he snatched a weapon which lay near at
hand, and attempted my life I succeeded, however, 1n subduing
and mastering my desperate antagonist. He now crouched at my
feet in abject submission. I should probably have handed the
traitor over to summary justice; but, ere I had time to do so,
he by chance held out to my cupidity a bribe so tempting,
that I forgot the deserving of my knavish guest in the eager-
ness with which I bartered lis freedom as the price of its
possession

“He fieely emptied his pockets at my bidding and restored
to me the gold, for the loss of which I never should have repined.
As the base metal rolled at my feet, however, there ghttered
among the coins a jewel which filled me with greater surprise
than 1if it had been a new-fallen star.

“It was a ring of peculiar design and workmanship, which had
once been the property of my father, and after his death had been
worn by my mother until the time of her marriage with Mr.
Graham, when it was transferred to myself. This nng, with a
watch and some other trinkets, had been left in the possession
of Lucy when I parted with her at Rio, and the sight of 1t seemed
to me like a voice from the grave I eagerly sought to learn from
my prisoner the source whence 1t had been obtained, but he
maintained an obstinate silence At length, however, the promise
of instant permission to depart, ‘unwhipped by justice’, at the
conclusion of his tale, wrung from him a secret fraught to me
with vital interest.

“This man was Stephen Grant, the son of my old friend
Ben. He bhad heard from his father’s hps the story of your
mother’s misfortunes; and the circumstance of a violent quarrel
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which arose between Ben and his vixen wife at the young stran-
ger’s mtroduction to their household impressed the tale upon his
recollection. From his account it appeared that my long-con-
tinued absence from Lucy, during the time of my illness, was
construed by her honest but distrustful counsellor and friend
into cruel desertion. The poor girl began soon to feel convinced
of the correctness of the old sailor’s suspicions and fears. She
had already apphed to my employer for information concerning
me, but he, fully believing me to be among the dead, forbore
to distress her by a communication of his belief, and rephed
to her questiomng with an obscurnity which served to give new
force to her hitherto vague surmises. She positively refused,
however, to leave our home; and, clinging to the hope of my
final return thither, remained where I had left her until the
terrible fever began its ravages Her small stock of money
was by this time consumed, her strength both of mind and
body gave way; and Ben, becoming every day more confident
that the simple-hearted Lucy had been betrayed and forsaken,
persuaded her at last to sell her furniture, and with the sum
thus raised flee the mfected country before 1t should be too
late She sailed for Boston in the same vessel in which Ben
shipped before the mast, and on reaching that port her humble
protector took her to the only home he had to offer.

_“There your mother’s sad fate found a mournful termination;
and you, her infant child, were left to the mercy of the cruel
woman who, but for her consciousness of guilt and her fear of
1ts betrayal, would doubtless have thrust you at once from the
miserable shelter her dwelling afforded. This guilt consisted in
a foul robbery committed by Nan and her already infamous son
upon your innocent and hapless mother, now rendered, through
her feebleness, an easy prey to their rapacity. The fruits of this
vile theft, however, were never participated in by Nan, whose
promising son so far.exceeded her mm duplicity and craft that,
having obtained possession of the jewels for the alleged purpose of
bartering them away, he reserved such as he thought proper,
and appropriated to s own use the proceeds of the re-
mainder)

“The antique ring which I now hold in my possession, the
priceless relic of a mournful tiagedy, would have shared the fate
of the rest, but for 1ts apparent worthlessness. Notwithstanding
the information thus gained, and the exciting idea to which it gave
rige, that my child might be still living and finally restored to me,
I could not ye\t; feel any secunity that these daring hopes were not
destined to be grushed in their infancy, and that my newly found
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treasure might not again elude my eager search. To my enquiries
concerning you, Gertrude, Stephen, who had no longer any motives
for concealing the truth, declared his inability to acquaint me with
any particulars of a later period than the time of your residence
with Trueman Flint.

“Further than this I could learn nothing; but it was enough
to inspire all my energies and fill me with one desire only—the
recovery of my child I hastened to Boston, had no difficulty in
tracing your benefactor, and, though he had been long since dead,
found many a truthful witness to his well-known wirtues. Nor,
when [ asked for his adopted child, did I find her forgotten in the
quarter of the city where she had passed her childhood, and
where, having experienced the tnals of poverty, she made 1t both
the duty and the pleasure of her prosperity to administer to
the wants of a neighbourhood whose sufferings she had aforetime
both witnessed and shared.

“But alas! to complete the sum of sad vicissitudes with which
my unhappy destiny was already crowded, at the very moment
when I was assured of my daughter’s safety, and my ears were
drinking 1n the sweet praises that accompanied the mention of her
name, there fell upon me like a thunderbolt the startling words,
‘She is now the adopted child of Emily Graham, the blind girl’.

“Q, strange coincidence! O, righteous retribution! which, at
the very moment when I was picturing to myself the consumma-
tion of my cherished hopes, crushed me once more beneath a
destiny that would not be cheated of its victim!

“My child, my only child, bound by the gratitude and love of
years to one 1n whose face I scarcely dared to look, lest my soul
should be withered by the expression of condemnation which the
consciousness of my presence ‘would inspire !

“The seas and lands which had ntherto divided us seemed not
to my tortured fancy so msurmountable a barrier between myself
and my long-lost daughter, as the dreadful reflection that the only
earthly being whose love I had hoped m time to win had been
reared from her infancy 1 a household where my very name was
a thing abhorred.

“Stung to the quick by the harrowing thought that all my
prayers, entreaties, and explanations could never undo her early
1mpressions, and that all my labours and all my love could never
call forth other than a cold and formal recognition of my claims,
or, worse still, a feigned, hypocritical pretence of filial affection, I
half resolved to leave my child in ignorance of her birth, and never
seek to look upon her face, rather than subject her to the terrible
necessiby of choosing between the friend whom she loved and the
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father from whose crimes she had learned to shrink with horror
and dread. .

“I directed my steps to the well-remembered counting-house,
and here learned from a clerk that the whole household, m-
cluding yourself, had been passing the winter in Paris, and were
at present at a German watering-place Without hesitation, or
further enquiry, I took the steamer to Liverpool, and from thence
hastened to Baden-Baden.

“T took an early opportunity to obtain an introduction to Mrs.
Graham, and, thanks to her unreserved conversation, made myself
master of the fact that Emily and yourself were left in Boston,
and were at that time under the care of Dr. Jeremy.

“It was on my return voyage, which was immediately under-
taken, that I made the acquaintance of Dr. Gryseworth and his
daughter.

“QOnce more arrived in Boston, I learned that Dr. Jeremy had
left that very morning for New York, and would not be back for
two or three weeks

“Nothing could have been more favourable to my wishes
than the chance thus afforded of overtaking your party and,
in the character of a travelling companion, introducing myself
gradually to your notice. You know how this purpose was
effected; how, now in the rear, and now in advance, I
nevertheless maintained a constant proximity to your foot-
steps.

“Tor much of the freedom with which I approached you,
and made myself an occasional member of your circle, I was
indebted to Emily’s blindness; for I could not doubt that
- otherwise time and 1ts changes would fail to conceal from her
my 1dentity, and I should meet with a premature recogmition.
Nor, until the final act of the drama, when death stared us
all in the face, and concealment became immpossible, did I trust
my voice to her hearing.

“How closely, during those few weeks, I watched and weighed
your every word and action, seeking even to read your thoughts
in your face, none can tell whose acuteness is not sharpened
and vivified by motives so all-engrossing as mine; and who
can measure the anguish of the fond father who, day by day,
learned to worship his child with a more absorbing idolatry,
and yet dared not clasp her to his heart?

“Especially when I saw you the victim of grief and trouble
did I long to assert a claim to your confidence, and more
than once my self-control would have given way but for the
dread 1nspired by the gentle Emily—gentle to all but me.
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I could not brook the thought that with my confession I
should cease to be the trusted friend, and become the abhorred
parent

“And so I kept silent; and, sometimes present to your sight,
but still oftener hid from view, I hovered around your path
until that dreadful day, which you will long remember, when,
everything forgotten but the safety of yourself and Emily, my
heart spoke out and betrayed my secret.—And now you know
all—my follies, misfortunes, sufferings, and smns!

“Can you love me, Gertrude? It is all I ask T seek not
to steal you from your present home—to rob poor Emily of
a child whom she values perhaps as much as I. The only
balm my wounded spirit seeks 1s the guileless confession that
you will at least ¢ry to love your father.

“TI have no hope in this world, and none, alas! beyond, but
in yourself. Could you feel my heart now beating against
its prison-bars, you would realize, as I do, that unless soothed
1t will burst ere long Will you sooth 1t by your pity, my
sweet, my darling child? Will you bless it by your love? If
50, come, clasp your arms around me, and whisper to me
words of peace Within sight of your window, mm the old
summer-house at the end of the garden, I wait, listening for
your footsteps.”

CHAPTER XLVI

THE REUNION

As Gertrude’s eyes, after greedily devouring the manuscript,
fall upon 1its closmg words, she springs to her feet, and the
next imstant her httle room (the floor strewed with the scat-
tered sheets which had dropped from her lap as she rose) 1s
left vacant She has flown down the staircase, escaped through
the hall-door, and bounding over a lawn at the back of the
house, now wet with the evening dew, she approaches the
summer-house, from the opposite entrance to that at which
Mr Amory is watching for her comimng So noiseless 1s her
hght step, that before he is conscious of her presence she has
thrown herself upon his bosom, and, her whole frame trembling
with the vehemence of long-suppressed and now uncontrolled
agitation, she bursts into a torrent of passionate tears, in-
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terrupted only by frequent sobs, so deep and so exhausting,
that her father, with his arms folded tightly around her, and
clasping her so closely to his heart that she feels its irregular
beating, endeavours to still the tempest of her grief, whisper-
ing softly, as to an infant, “Hush! hush, my child! you
frighten me!”

And, gradually soothed by lus gentle caresses, her excitement
subsides, and she 1s able to lift her face to his, and smile upon
him through her tears. They stand thus for many minutes, 1 a
silence that speaks far more than words. Wrapped in the folds
of his heavy cloak to preserve her from the evening amr, and
still encircled in his strong embrace, Gertrude feels that their
union of spirit 1s not less complete, while the long-banished
man, who for years has never felt the sweet influence of a
kindly smile, glows with a melting tenderness which harden-
ing solitude has not the power to subdue

Again and again the moon retires behind a cloud, and peeps
out to find them still in the attitude in which she saw them
last At length, as she gains a broad and open expanse, and
looks clearly down, Mr Amory, hfting lus daughter’s face and
gazing 1mto her ghstening eyes, while he gently strokes the
disordered hair from her forehead, asks, in an accent of touch-
g appeal, “You will love me, then?”

“O, I do! I do!” exclaims Gertrude, sealing his Iips with
kisses
- His hitherto unmoved countenance relaxes at this fervent
assurance. He bows his head upon his shoulder, and the
strong man weeps.

Not long, however. Her self-possession all restored at seeing
him thus overcome, Gertrude places her hand 1 Ins, and startles
him from his position by the firm and decided tone with which
she whispers, “Come!”

“Whither?” exclaims he, looking up in surprise.

“To Emily ”

With a bhalf shudder, and a mournful shake of the head, he
retreats instead of advancing in the direction in which she
would lead him—*1 cannot”

“But she waits for you; she, too, weeps and longs and prays
for your coming”

“Enuly! You know not what you are saying, my child ”

“Indeed, mdeed, my father, 1t is you who are deceived.
Emily qloes not hate you, she never did She beheved you
dead long ago; but your voice, though heaid but once, has half
robbed hei” of her reason, so wholly, so entirely does she love
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you still. Come, and she will tell you, better than I can,
what a wretched mistake has made martyrs of you both.”

Emily, who bad heard the voice of Willie Sullivan as he
bade Gertrude farewell on the doorstep, and rightly conjec-
tured that 1t was he, forbore making any enquiries for the
absent girl at the tea-table, and, thinking it probable that she
preferred to remain undisturbed, retired to the sitting-room
at the conclusion of the meal, where (as Mr. Graham sought
the hibrary) she remamed alone for more than an hour.

Emily had by chance chosen such a position opposite to the
cheerful fire, that 1ts flickering light played about her face, and
brought to view the rich and unwonted bloom which i1nward
excitement had called up in her usually pale countenance.
The exqusite and refined taste which always made Emily’s dress
an index to the soft purity of her character, was never more
strikingly developed than when she wore, as on the present
occasion, a flowing robe of white cashmere, fastened at the
waist with a silken girdle, and with full drapery sleeves, whose
lining and border of snowy silk could only have heen rivalled
by the delicate hand and wrist which had escaped from
beneath thewr folds, and somewhat nervously played with
the heavy crimson fringe of a shawl, worn 1 the chilly
dining-room, and now thrown carelessly over the arm of the
sofa

Supporting herself upon her elbow, she sat with her head
bent forward, and as she watched the images reflected in the
glass of memory, one who knew her not, and was unaware of
her want of might, might bhave believed that, looking forth
from her long droopmng eyelashes, she was tracing 1maginary
forms among the embers, so intently was her face bent in that
direction

At length a low, quick bark from the house dog once more
attracted her attention, and in a moment steps were heard
crossing the piazza

Before they had gained the door Emily was standing upright,
straining her ear to catch the sound of every footfall, and
when Qertrude and Mr. Amory entered, she looked more like
a statue than a living figure, as with clasped hands, parted
Iips, and one foot shghtly advanced, she silently awaited their
approach

One glance at Emily’s face, another at that of her agitated
father, and Gertrude was gone She saw the completeness of
therr mutual recognition, and with instinctive delicacy forbore
to mar by her presence the sacredness of so holy an interview.
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As the door closed upon her retreating figure Emily parted
her clasped hands, stretched them forth into the dim vacancy,
and murmured, “Philip!”

He seized them between both of his, and with one step for-
ward fell upon his knees. As he did so, the half-fainting girl
dropped upon the seat behind her. Mr. Amory bowed his head
upon the hands which, still held tightly between lus own, now
rested on her lap, and, hiding his face upon her slender fingers,
uttered her name.

“The grave has given up its dead!” exclaimed Emuly, and
extricating her hands from his convulsive grasp, she flung her
arms round lis neck, rested her head upon his bosom, and
whispered, in a voice half choked with emotion, * Philip, dear
Philip, am I dreaming, or have you come back again?”

The conventional rules, the enforced restrictions, which often
set limits to the outbursts of natural feeling, had no existence
for one so wholly the child of nature as Emily. She and Philip
had loved each other in their childhood; before that childhood
was fully past they had parted; and as children they met again.
Not until seated beside each other, with therr hands still
clasped, Philip had heard from Emily’s lips the history of her
hopes, her fears, her prayers, and her despair; and she, while
hstening to the sad incidents of his life, had dropped upon
the hand she held many a kiss and tear of sympathy, did
either fully realize the mercy so long delayed, so fully accorded
now, which promised even on earth to crown their days

Emily wept at the tale of Lucy’s trials and her early death,
and when she learned that 1t was her and Philip’s child whom
see had taken to her heart, and fostered with the truest affec-
tion, she sent up a silent prayer of gratitude that it had been
allotted to her apparently bereaved and darkened destiny to
fulfil so blessed a mission,

“If I could love her more, dear Philip,” exclaimed she,
while the tears trickled down her cheeks, “I would do so-
for your sake, and that of her sweet, innocent, suﬁ'ermg
mother ”

“And you forgive me, then, Emily?” said Philip, as, both
having fimished their sad recitals of the past, they gave them-
selves up to the sweet reflection of their present joy.

“Forgmve?—0O, Philip! what have I to forgive? ILet us
forget the sad events of the past, and trust that the loving
hand wh}ch has thus far shaped our course has but afflicted
us 1n mercy

“In mercy!” exclaimed Philip. “What mercy does my past

N
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experience give evidence of, or your life of everlasting dark-
ness? Can you believe it a loving hand which made me the
ill-fated 1nstrument, and you a lifelong sufferer, from one of
the dreariest misfortunes that can afflict humanity?”

“Speak not of my blindness as a misfortune,” answered Emily.
“J have long ceased to think it such. It is only through the
darkness of the night that we discern the lights of heaven, and
only when shut out from earth that we enter the gates of
Paradise 'With eyes to see the wonderful working of nature
and nature’s God, I nevertheless closed them to the evidences
of Almighty love that were around me on every side. While
enjoying the beautiful and glorious gifts that were showered
on my pathway, I forgot to thank and praise the Giver”

As Emly finished speaking, and Philip, gazing with awe
upon the rapt expression of her soul-illumined face, beheld the
triumph of an immortal mind, and pondered on the might,
the majesty, and power of the influence wrought by simple
piety, the door of the room opened abruptly, and Mr. Graham
entered.

The sound of the well-known footstep disturbed the soaring
thoughts of both, and the flash of excitement which had
mounted into Emuly’s cheeks subsided into more than her wonted
paleness, as Philip, rising slowly and deliberately from his seat
at her side, stood face to face with her father.

Mr. Grabam approached with the puzzled and scrutinizing
air of one who finds himself called upon in the character of
a host to greet a wisitor who, though an apparent stranger,-
may possibly have claims to recognition, and glanced at his
daughter as if hoping she would relieve the awkwardness by
an introdiction. But the agitated Emily maintained perfect
silence, and every feature of Philip’s countenance remained
immovable as Mr, Graham slowly came forward.

He had advanced within one step of the spot where Philip
stood waiting to receive him, when, struck by the stern look
and attitude of the latter, he stopped short, gazed one moment
into the eagle eyes of his stepson, then staggered, grasped at
the mantelpiece, and would bave fallen, but Phihp, starting
f;)lrwaréi, helped him to his armchair, which stood opposite to
the sofa. -

And yet no word was spoken. At length Mr Graham, who,
having fallen into the seat, sat gazing mto the face of Mr.
Amory, ejaculated in a tone of wondering excitement, © Philip
Amory?”

“Yes, father,” exclaimed Emily, suddenly rising and grasping

—
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her father’s arm, *it is Philip; he, whom we have so long
believed dead, restored to us in health and safety!”

Mr. Graham rose from his chair, and, leaning heavily on
Ewily’s shoulder, again approached Mr. Amory, who stood fixed
as marble. His step tottered, and the hand which he extended
to Philip was marked by an unusual tremulousness But Philip
did not offer to reccive the proffered hand, or reply by word
to his salutation,

Mr. Graham turned towards Emily, and exclaimed half
bitterly, half sadly, “I cannot blame him! God knows I
wronged the boy!”

“YWronged him!” cried Philip. “Yes, wronged him, indeed!
Bhighted his Iife and blasted his reputation!”

“No,” exclaimed Mr. Graham; “not that, Philip!—not that!
I discovered my error before I had doomed you to infamy in
the eyes of one of your fellow-men”

“You acknowledge, then, the error?”

“I do!' I imputed to you the deed which proved to have
been accomphished through the agency of my most confidential
clerk. I was unjust, Philip, I grant; but I bhad some cause—
I had some cause”

“Perhaps so,” responded Philip; “I am willing to grant
that”

“Let us shake hands upon it, then,” said Mr. Graham, “and
endeavour to forget the past”

Philip did not again refuse to accede to this request, though
there was but little warmth in the manner of his compli-
ance

Mr Graham, seeming now to think the matter ended, looked
reheved, and as if he had shaken off a burden which had been
weighing upon his conscience for years, and, subsiding into his
armchair, begged to learn the particulars of Philip’s experience
during the last twenty years

The outline of the story was soon told, Mr. Graham listening
to it with attention, and enquiring into its particulars with an
interest which proved that his feelings had sensibly softened
towards the stepson, with every memory of whom there had
come to his heart a pang of self-reproach

Notwithstanding the many strange and romantic incidents
which were unfolding themselves, none seemed to produce so
great an impression upon Mr. Graham’s mind as the singular
crrcumstance that the child who had been reared under his
roof, and endeared herself to him, should prove to be Philip’s
daughter. As he left the room at the conclusion of the tale,
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he muttered to himself more than once, “Very singular!
Very!”

Hardly had he departed before another door was timdly
opened, and Gertrude looked cautiously . Her father went
quickly towards her, and, passing his arm round her waist, drew
her towards Emily, and clasped them both in a long and silent
embrace

“Phihp,” exclaimed Emily, “can you still doubt the mercy
and love which have spared us for such a meeting?”

“Q, Emily!” replied he, “I am deeply grateful. Teach me
how and where to bestow my tribute of prase”

On the hour of sweet communion which succeeded we for-
bear to dwell—the silent rapture of Emily, the passionately
expressed joy of Philip, o1 the trusting, loving glances which
Gertrude cast upon both.

It was nearly midmght when Mr. Amory rose, and announced
s intention to depart. Emily, who had not thought of his
leaving the spot which she hoped he would now consider his
home, entreated him to remam, and QGertrude, with her eyes,
joined i the eager petition But he persisted m s resolution
with a firmness and seriousness which proved how vam would
be the attempt to shake it “Philip,” said Emily at length,
laying her hand upon his arm, “you have not yet forgiven my
father.”

She had divined his thoughts He shrank under her re-
proachful tones, and made no answer. “But you wii, dear
Philip—you well,” continued she, in a pleading voice

He hesitated, then glanced at her once more, and rephed,
“I will, dearest Emily, I will—n time.”

CHAPTER XLVIL

THE RECOMPENSE

‘When Uncle True died, Mr Cooper 1everently buried his old
friend in the ancient graveyard which adjomed the church
where he had long officiated as sexton But long before the
adjacent and time-worn buildmg gave place to a modern
and more 1mposing structure, the hallowed remams of Uncle
True had found a quieter resting-place in a beautiful piece
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of undulating woodland, in the neighbourhood of M.
Graham's country residence, which had been consccrated as
a cemetery.

The same plot of land, which had been purchased through
Willie's thoughtful liberality, and by CGertrude made fragrant
and beautiful with summer rose and winter ivy, now inclosed
also the forms of Mr. Cooper and Mrs. Sullivan; and over
these three graves Gertrude had planted many a flower, and
watered it with her tears, Especially did she view it as a
sacred duty to mark the anniversary of the death of each by
a tribute of fresh garlands; and, with this pious purpose in
view, she left Mr. Graham’s house one beautiful afternoon,
about a week after the events took place which are narrated
in the previous chapter.

She carried on her arm a basket, which contained her offering
of flowers; and as she had a long walk before her, started at
a rapid pace

She had left her father with Emily. Now and then, as she
dwelt in her musings upon the sweet tie between herself and
the latter, which had gained strength with every succeeding
year, and the equally close and kindred union between father
and child, which, though recent in its origin, was scarcely
capable of bemg more firmly cemented by time, her thoughts
would, in spite of herself, wander to that earher-formed and
not less tender friendship, now, alas! sadly ruptured and
wounded, if not wholly uprooted and destroyed She tried to
banish the remembrance of Wilhe’s faithlessness and desertion.
But it would not do The obtruding and painful recollection
presented 1itself continually, notwithstanding her utmost efforts
to repress 1t

She had received two visits from Willie since the one already
mentioned ; but the second meeting had been in 1ts character
very similar to the first, and on the succeeding occasion the
constraint had increased instead of dimmishing. Several times
Wilie had made an apparent effort to break through this
unnatural bairier, and speak and act with the freedom of
former days; but a sudden blush, or sign of confusion and
distress, on Qertrude’s part, deterred him from any further
attempt to put to flight the reserve and want of confidence
which subsisted i their intercourse.

As Gertrude pondered over the awkward and distressing
results of every visit he had made her, she half hoped he
would discontinue them altogether, believing that the feelings
of both would be less wounded by a total separation than
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by interviews which must leave on the mind of each a stll
_greater sense of estrangement

Stiange as 1t may seem, she had not yet acquainted him
with the event so deep m 1ts interest to herself—the discovery
of her dearly loved father Once she tried to speak of 1it, but
found herself so overcome at the very 1dea of imparting to the
confidant of her clhildhood an experience of which she could
scarcely yet think without. emotion, that she paused 1 the
attempt, fearing that, should she on any topic give way to her
sensibilities, she should lose all restrant, and lay open her
whole heart to Wille.

Wholly occupied with these and similar musings, Gertiude
walked on with a pace of whose quickness she was scarcely
herself aware, and soon gammed the shelter of the heavy pines
which bordered the entrance to the cemetery. Here she paused
for a moment to enjoy the refreshing breeze that played
beneath the branches, and then, passing through the gate-
way, entered a carriage road at the right, and proceeded slowly
up the gradual ascent.

After a while she left the broad road which she had been
followmg, and turned into a little bypath  This she pursued
for some distance, and then gained the shady and retired spot
which, partly fiom its remoteness from the public walks, and
partly from 1ts own natural beauty, had attracted her attention
and 1ecommended 1tself to her choice It was situated on the
slope of a httle hill; a huge rock protected it on one side
from the observation of the passer-by, and a fine old oak over-
shadowed 1t upon the other. Upon a jutting piece of stone
beside the grave of Uncle True Gertrude seated herself, as-
was her wont, and, hiting the cover of her basket, emptied her
flowers upon the grass, and with skilful fingers commenced
weaving a gaceful chaplet, which, when completed, she placed
upon the grave at her feet Then with the remamder of the -
blossoms she strewed the other mounds

It was seven years that day since Uncle True died, but the
time had not yet come for Gertrude to forget the simple, kind
old man As she. gazed upon the grassy mound that covered
him, and scene after scene rose up befoie her in which that °
earhest friend and herself had whiled away the happy hours,
there came the recollection of that third and seldom absent
ong, -who completed and made perfect the memory of their
fireside joys, and Gertrude, while yielding to the mward
reflection, unconsciously exclaimed aloud, “O, Uncle Tiue, you

and I are not parted yet, but Willie 1s not of us!”
(20} - 18
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“ 0, Gettiude,” said a reproachful voice close at her side, *is
Willie to blame for that?”

She staited, turned, saw the object of her thoughts with s
mild, sad eye fixed enquiringly upon her, and, without veplying
to his question, buried her face in her hands

He thiew lumeelf upon the ground at her feet, and, as on
the occasion of thewr first childish interview, gently hited her
bowed head from the hands upon which it had fallen, and
compelled her to look hin in the face, eaying, at the rame
time, m the most imploring accents, “Tell me, Gerly, mm puty
tell me, why am I excluded from your sympathy4”

But still sl.e made no reply, except by the tears that coursed
down her cheeks.

“You make me miscrable,” continued he vehemently, “What
have I done, that you have so shut me out of your affection?
Why do you look so coldly upon me, and even shiink from
my sight?” added he as Geitrude, unable to endure s stead-
fast, scarchig look, turned her eyes in another direction, and
strove to free her hands {rom Ins grasp.

“I am not cold—I do not mean to be,” said she, her voice
half choked with emotion.

“0, (Gertrude,” rephied he, rehnquishing her hands and
turmng away, “I see you have wholly ceased to love me I
trembled when I first beheld you, so lovely, so beautiful, and
50 beloved by all, and feared lest some fortunate rival had stolen
yow heart from its boyish keeper. But even then I did not
deem that you would refuse me at least a drother’s claim to
your affection”

“T will not,” exclaimed Gertrude eagerly. “O, Wilhe, jou
must not be angry with me! Let me be your sister!”

He smiled a most mournful smile “I was right, then,”
continued he; “you feared lest I should claim too much, and
discouraged my presumption by awarding me nothing Be it so
Perhaps your prudence was for the best; but O, Gertrude, 1t
has made me heartbroken.”

“Wiilie,” exclaimed Gertrude, with excitement, “do you know
how strangely you are speaking?”

“Strangely?” responded Willie, in a half-offended tone “Is
it so strange that I should love you? Have I not for years
cherished the remembrance of our past affection, and looked
forward to om reunion as my only hope of happiness? Has
not this fond expectation inspired my labours, and cheered my
tolls, and endeared to me my life, in spite of its bereavements?
And can you, m the very sight of these mounds, beneath which
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lie all elze I held dear on earth, crush and destroy without
compassion this solitary but all-engrossing——1%”

“VWillie,” interrupted Gertrude, her calmness suddenly restored,
and speaking i a kind but serious tone, “1s 1t honourable for
you to address me thus? Have you forgotten—-—%”

“No, I have not forgotten,” exclaimed he vehemently, “I
have not foigotten that I have no right to distréss or annoy
you, and I will do so no more But O, Gerty! my sister
Gerty, blame me not, and wonder not, if I fail at present“to
performr a brother’s part. I cannot stay in this neighbourhood.
I cannot be the patient witness of another’s happiness My
services, my time, my life, you may command, and m my
far-distant home I will never cease to pray that the husband
you have chosen, whoever he be, may piove himself worthy
of my noble QGertrude, and love her one half as well as I
dolﬂ

“Willie,” smad Qertrude, “ what madness is this? I am bound
by no such tie as you describe, but what shall I think of
your treachery to Isabel?”

“To TIsabel?” cried Wille, starting up, @s if seized with a
new 1dea; “and has that silly rumour reached gow too? and
did you put faith in the falsehood?”

“Falsehood!” exclaimed Gertrude, hfting her hitherto droop-
mg eyelds and casting upon him, through thewr wet lashes,
a look of earnest scrutiny -

Willie responded unhesitatingly, with a tone of astonishment
not unmingled with reproach, “Falsehood?—Yes With the
knowledge you have both of her and myself, could you doubt
1ts bemg such for a moment?”

“0, Willie!” cried Gertrude, “could I doubt the evidence
of my own eyes and ears? Had I trusted to less faithful wit-
nesses I might have been deceived Do not attempt to conceal
from me the truth, to which my own observation can testify
Treat me with frankness, Willie'—Indeed, I deserve 1t at your
hands”

“Frankness, Gertrude! It 1s you only who are mysterious.
Could I lay my whole soul bare to your gaze, you would be
convinced of 1ts truth, its perfect truth, to 1ts first affec-
tion And as to Isabel Clinton, 1f 1t 1s to her that you have
r?ferer}x,ce, your eyes and your ears have both played you false,
1 —

“0, Willie! Willie!” exclaimed Gerttrude, interrupting him,
“have you so soon forgotten your devotion to the belle of

Saratoga, your unwillingness to sanction her temporary -absence
~  (x20) - 184
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from your sight; the pain which the mere suggestion of the
-journey caused you, and the fond impatience which threatened
to render those few days an eternity?”

“Stop! stop!” ciied Willie, a new light breaking in upon
him, “and tell me where you learned all this?”

“TIn the very spot where you spoke and acted Mr. Graham’s
parlour did not witness our first meeting. In the public pro-
menade ground, on the shore of Saratoga lake, and on board
the steamboat at Albany, did I both see and recogmze you—
myself unknown There, too, did your own words serve to
convince me of the truth of that which from other hips I had
1efused to beheve ” _

The sunshine which gilds the morning is scarcely more bright
and gladsome than the glow of rekindled hope which animated
the face of Willie.—“Listen to me, Gertrude,” said he, in an
almost solemn tone, “and believe that, m sight of my mother’s
grave, I speak with such sincerity and candour as are fitting
for the eais of angels I do not question the accuracy with which
you overheard my expostulations and entreaties on the subject
of Miss Clinton’s proposed journey, or the impatience I ex-
pressed at parting for her speedy return.

“I did mdeed feel pain at Miss Clinton’s sudden departwme
for New York, under a pretext which ought not to have weighed
with her for a moment I did indeed employ every argument
to dissuade her from her purpose, and when my eloquence
had failed to induce the abandonment of the scheme, I availed
myself of every suggestion and motive which possibly might
influence her to shorten her absence Not because the society
of the selfish girl was essential, or even conducive, to my own
happiness—far from it—but because her excellent father, who
so worshipped and idohzed his only child that he would have
thought no sacrifice too gieat by means of which he could add
one particle to her enjoyment, was, at that very time, hovering
between hfe and death, and I was disgusted at the heartless-
ness which voluntanly left the fondest of parents deprived of
all female tending, to the charge of a hired nurse, and an un-
skilful though willing youth Iike myself. If selfishness mngled
at all m my views, dear Gerty, and made me over-impatient
for the return of the daughter to her post of duty, it was that
T might be released from almost constant attendance upon my
invalid friend, and hasten to her from whom I hoped such
warmth of greeting as I was only eager to bestow. Can you
wonder, then, that your reception struck cold upon my thiob-
bing heart?”
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“But you understand the cause of that coldness now?” said
Gertrude, looking up at him through a ram of tears “You
know now why I dared not let my heart speak out?”

“And this was all, then?” cried Wilhe “And you are free,
and I may love you still?”

“Free from all bonds, dear Willie, but those which you your-
self clasped around me, and which have encircled me from my
childhood ”

And now, with heart pressed to heart, they pour in each other’s
ear the tale of a mutual affection, planted 1n infancy, nourished
m youth, fostered and strengthened amd sepaiation and absence,
and perfected thiough trial, to bless and sanctify every year
of thewr after-life,

CHAPTER XLVIII

ANCHORS FOR WORLD-TRIED SOULS

The sun was casting long shadows, and the sunset hour was -
near, when Gertrude and Willie rose to depart They left-the
cemetery by a different gateway, and in the opposite direction
to that by which Gertrude had entered, where Willie found
the chaise mm which he had come -

As soon as they came in sight of the house, Gertrude,
fammliar with the customary ways of the family, perceived that
something unusual was going forward Lamps were moving
about in every duection, the front door stood wide open;
there was, what she had never seen befoie, tlie blaze of a
bright fire discernible through the windows of the best chamber;
and, as they drew still nearer, she observed that the piazza
was half covered with trunks

All these appearances, as she rightly conjectured, betokened
the arrival of Mrs Graham, and possibly of other company.
She might, perhaps, have regretted the ill-timed coming of this-
bustling lady at the very moment when she was eager for a
quiet opportumty to present Willie to Emly and her father,
and communicate to them her own happiness, but, if such a
thought presented itself, 1t vanmished 1n a moment

“Let us drive up the avenue, Wille,” said she, “to the side-

door, so that George may see us, and take your horse to the
stable *
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that evening The weather was mild, but a light fire, which
had been kindled on Mr Chinton’s account, did not render the
room too warm It had, however, driven the young people mto
a remote coiner, leaving the neighbourhood of the fireplace to
Mrs. Graham and Emily, who occupied the sofa, and Mr.
Chnton and Mr Graham, whose armchairs were placed on the
oppostte side . '

Tlus anlangement enabled Mr Graham to converse freely
and uninterruptedly with his guest upon some grave topic of
interest, while his talkative wife entertained herself and
Emily by a recapitulation of her travels and adventures
On a table, at the farther extrermty of the 100m, was placed a
huge portfolio of beautiful engravings, recently purchased and
brought home by Mr. Graham, and representing a series of
European views Qertrude and Kitty were turning them care-
fully over, and Fanny, who was leaning over Gertrude’s
shoulder, was hstening. eagerly to the young ladies’ explanations
and comments

Occasionally Isabel, the only restless or unoccupied person
present, would lean over the table to glance at the likeness of
some famhar spot, and exclaim, “Kitty, there’s the shop where
I bought my blue silk!” or, “Kitty, there’s the waterfall that
we visited 1 company with the Russian officers” While the
assembled company were thus occupied, the door opened, and,
without any announcement, Mr. Amory and Wilham Sullivan
entered

Had either made his appearance singly, he would have been
looked upon with astonishment by the majority of the company,
but comng as they did together, and with an apparently good
understanding existing between them, there was no counte-
nance present which expressed any emotion but that of utter
surprise
* Mr and Mrs Graham, however, were too much accustomed to
society to betray any further evidence of that sentiment than was
contamed in a momentary glance, and, rsing, received their
visitors with due politeness and propriety The former nodded
carelessly to Mr Amory, whom he had seen in the morning,
presented lnm to Mr Chnton (without, however, mentioning the
existing connection with himself), and was preparing to go
through the same ceiemony to Mrs Graham, but was saved
the trouble, as she had not forgotten the acquaintance formed
at Baden-Baden .

Willie’s knowledge of the company also spared the necessity of
introduction to all but Emily, and that being accidentally omitted,
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he gave an arch glance at Gertrude, and, taking an offered seat
near Isabel, entered into conveisation with her, Mr. Amory bemng
1 hike manner engrossed by Mrs Graham.

“Miss Gertrude,” whisperecd Fanny, as soon as the interrupted
composure of the party was once more restored, and glancing
at Willie as she spoke, *that’s the gentleman you were out
driving with this afternoon Is it Wille, Gertrudel—is it Mr.
Sullivan%” 3

Gertrude became more and more embarrassed, while the mis-
chievous TFanny ¢ontinued to ply her with questions; and Isabel,
who had jealously noticed that Willie’s eyes wandered more than
once to the table, turned on her such a look as rendered her
confusion distiessing.

Accident came to her relief, however. The maid, with the
evening paper, endeavoued to open the door, against which het
chair was placed, thus giving her an opportunity to rise and receive
the paper. While she was thus engaged, Mr. Clinton addressed a
question 1n a low voice to Willie, and recerving an affirmatory
reply, took Isabel by the hand, and approaching Mr Amory,
exclaimed with deep emotion, “ S, Mr. Sullivan tells me you are
the person who saved the life of my daughter, and here she is to
thank you.” ’

Mr. Amory rose and flung his arm over the shoulder and around
the waist of Gertrude, who was passing on her way to hand the
newspaper to Mr. Graham, and who, not having heard the remark
of Mr. Clinton, received the caress with a sweet smile and an up-
turned face “Here,” said he, “Mr Clinton, is the person who
saved the life of your daughter. It is true that I swam with her
to the shore, but it was under the mistaken impression that I was
bearing to a place of safety my own darling child.”

“Just like you, Gertrude! Just hike you!” shouted Kitty and
Fanny m a breath

“My own noble Qertrude!” wlispered Emily, as, leaning on
Mr. Amory’s arm, she pressed Gertrude’s hands to her hps

“Q, Gertrude!” exclaimed Isabel, with tears in her eyes, “1
didnlt know. I never thought—-"

“Your child?” cried Mrs Graham’s loud voice, interrupting
Isabel’s unfinished exclamation

“Yes, my child, thank God!” said Mr. Amory reverently;
“restored at last to her unworthy father, and—you have no secrets
here, my darling?”—Gertrude shook her head, and glanced at
‘Willie, who now stood at her side—*and gladly bestowed by hum
upon her faithful and far more Jdeserving lover.” And he placed
her hand 1n Willie’s.
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There was a moment’s pause. All were impressed with the
solemmity of the action. Then Mr. Graham came forward, shook
each of the young couple heartily by the hand, and, passing
his sleeve hastily acioss his eyes, sought s customary refuge
in the hbrary

“J am glad,” said Mr. Clinton, placing his hands upon those of
Willie and Gertrude, which weie still clasped together, “that the
noble and self-sacrificing girl, whom I have no words to thank, and
no power to repay, bas reaped a worthy reward in the love of one
of the few men with whom a fond father may venture to trust the
happiness of his child”

Exhausted by so much excitement, Mr. Clinton now complammed
of sudden faintness, and was assisted to ns room by Wille, who,
after waiting to see him fully restored, retmined to receive the -
blessing of Emily upon his new hopes, and hear with wonder and
dehight the circumstances which attended the dxscovery of Ger-
trude’s parentage.

For although it was an appointment to meet Mr Amory which
had summoned him back to Boston, and he had 1 the course
of their interview acquainted him with the happy termination of
a lover’s doubts, he had not, until the disclosure took place in Mr.
Graham’s parlour, recerved in return the shghtest hint of the great
surprise which awaited him

And now, amid retrospections of the past, thanksgiving for the
present, and hopes and aspirations for the future, the evening
passed rapidly away.

In a beautiful town about thirty miles from Boston, and on the
shore of one of those hill-embosomed ponds which would be
immortalized by the poet 1 a country less rich than ours with
such sheets of blue transparent water, there stood a mansion-house
of solid though ancient architecture. It had been the property of
Philip Amory’s paternal grandparents, and the early home and
sole mherntance of lus father, who so cherished the spot that it was
only with great reluctance, and when driven to the act by the spur
of poverty, that he was induced to part with the much-valued
estate

To reclaim the venerable homestead, repair and judiciously
modernize the house, and fertilize and adorn the grounds, was
a favourite scheme with Pinlip. His ample means now rendering
.it practicable, he lost no time in putting it into execution, and the
spring after he returned from Ins wanderings saw the work n
a fair way to be speedily completed.
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In the meantime, Gertrude’s mariage had taken place; the
Ghahams had removed to their house m town, and the bustling
mistress was already projecting changes 1 her husband’s country
seat,

And Emly, who had parted with her greatest treasure, and found
herself in an atmosphere which was httle in haimony with her
gpirit, murmured not, but, contented with her lot, neither dieamed
of nor asked for outward change, until Philip came to her one day,
and, taking her hand, said gently:

“This 1s no home for you, Emily. You are as much alone as L
in my sohtary farmhouse. We loved each other in childhood, our
hearts became one in youth, and have continued so until now
Why should we be longer parted? Your father will not oppose
our wishes; and will you, dearest, refuse to bless and gladden the
lonely life of your gray-haired lover?”

But Emily shook her head, while she answered, with her smile
of ineffable sweetness

“Oh no, Plulip, do not speak of it! Think of my frail health
and my helplessness ”

“Your health, dear Emily, is improving The roses are alieady
coming back to your cheeks; and, for your helplessness, what task
can be so sweet to me as teaching you, through my devotion,
to forget? Oh, do not send me away disappointed, Emily! A
cruel fate divided us for years, do not by your own act piolong
that separation! Believe me, a unmon with my early love is
my brightest, my only hope of happiness!”

And she did not withdiaw the hand which he held, but yielded
the other also to his fervent clasp

“My only thought had been, dear Philip,” said she, “that
ere this I should have been called to my Father’s home, and even
now I feel many a warning that I cannot be very long for earth,
but while I stay, be 1t longer or shorter, 1t shall be as you wish.
No word of mine shall part hearts so truly one, and your home
shall be mine”

And when the grass turned green, and the flowers sent up their
fiagrance, and the birds sang in the branches, and the spring gales
blew soft, and made a gentle ripple on the water, Emily came
to live on the hillmde with Philip

And 15 the long-wandenng, much-suffering, and deeply-sor-
rowing exile happy now? He is; but is peace spings not
from his beautiful home, his wide possessions, an honourable
rEepllllte among ls fellow-men, or even the love of the gentle

mily .

All these are blessings that he well knows how to prize; but hus



ANCHORS FOR WORLD-TRIED SOULS 283

world-tried soul has found a deeper anchor yet—a suier refuge
from the tempest and the storm; for, through the power of a living
faith, he has laid hold on eternal hfe The blind girl's prayers
are answered ; her last, best work is done, she has cast 2 ray from
her blessed spuit into his darkened soul, and, should her call to
depart soon come, she will leave behind one to follow in her
footsteps, fulfil her charities, and do good on ecarth, until such
time as he be summoned to jomn her again in heaven.
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