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MARY ELLIS;

OB, THE RUNAWAY MATOB.

CHAPTER L
INTRODUCTION,

I'r 18 rarely that our sympathies are awakened
for the poor who reside near us, and daily pass
our dwellings. How indifferent are we to their
condition—how regardless of their wants! Un:
less their sufferings and privations are forced
upon our notice, we dream not of their exist-
ence. We read of misery in towns and villages
far remote, and wonder that it could be allowed
to exist; we even venture so far as to pass
strong censure upon those who failed to relieve
it, and think, ¢surely they must have known
of its presence!” and yet, perhaps, in the low
comfortless habitation beside our own dwelling,
is one suffering almost to the extent of human
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2 MARY ELLIS.

endurance, and we know it not. While sym-
pathizing with the far off distress, we forget
that want and suffering are all around us.
Thus I mused, after passing from the poor,
half furnished dwelling of the widow Morrison,
She had lived a few doors away from my own
home for years; and although I had often no-
ticed her, sometimes with an armful of wood,
sometimes with her pail of water, yet no feeling
of interest in her, as one of the great human
family, had ever been awakened in my bosom.
It was a cold morning in January, with a
deep snow upon the ground, when I noticed, as
I passed in the morning to my business, that
the widow Morrison’s windows were not open
as usual. ‘Why I observed this, I knew not, for
I had never thought much about her. But,
somehow or other, the fact of the windows being
closed, haunted me all the while, and when 1
started to go home for dinner, I felt a nervous -
‘anxiety to know whether the windows were still
closed. A chilling sensation ran through my
merves as I came in sight of the poor looking
tenement, and saw that there was still no sign
of life about the house. I did not, however,
yet, feel interest enough in the poor widow te
call in to see why she was 2ot stirring as usual,
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There might be many reasons why she had not
unclosed her windows. She might be away on
a visit. And no doubt she is, I said to myselt
—thus endeavoring to quiet the strange concern
I felt.

I said nothing about it during dinner; and
left as usual for my place of business; not,
however, in passing, without casting an eye ot
concern upon the closed windows of the dwell- -
ing of the poor widow. Her image was present
tomy mind during all the afternoon ; and as the
day began to draw to a close, I grew so restless,
that I could no longer restrain a desire to go at
once and satisfy myself of her real condition.
Once having made up my mind to do this, I lost
no time in repairing to her humble home.

It was just before night-fall when I knocked
at her door, but there was no answer from
within. The noise was returned with a hollow
deserted echo. I shook the latch rapidly, and
then listened for a sound, but none came to my
ear. Yes! there was a sound; a low, feeble,
child-like murmur. But again all was still. I
knocked now louder than before, and shook the
rattling door violently, for my mind had become
strangely agitated. The weak fastening guve
way, and in the next moment I stood, for the
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first time, within the humble dwelling of the
poor widow.

Upon a low bed, with scanty clothiag, lay the
widow Morrison, cold and stiff in death. With
his young cheek upon her pale, cold face,
nestled on her arm, and almost within her
bosom, was a sweet child, scarce three years
old. He lifted his little head as I entered thus
abruptly, looked at me for a moment, and then
laying his white hand upon her face, shook he
head gently, and said—

¢ Gran’ma, get up—Oh, gran’ma, get up!
I’'m so cold!”

For a moment my feelings overcame me, and
my eyes filled with the first drops that had
moistened them for months. Lifting, in the
next moment, the dear child from his cold rest-
ing place, I carried him at once to my own
house ; and then, with some of my family, ze-
turned to perform the last offices for the dead.
Our kindness had come too late for the released
sufferer. How shocked were our feelings, to
find, on examination, that there was in the house
neither fuel nor food! Thus, almost at our next
door, had one perished of cold and hunger.

From a friend of the widow, who was pre-
sent at the burial, I gained many interesting
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patticulars of her life. I have thrown them
into form, and now present another leaf from
the book of human life, though blotted and
soiled with many tears.

CHAPTER II.

PARENTAL ANXIETIES.

’

In the years of light-hearted maidenhood,
Mary Ellis was one of the happiest of the happy.
The present was to her all brightness and bloom
—the future filled with glad anticipations. But
like too many others, she reposed little confi-
dence in the experience of the aged. Innocent
as a child, she had never suspected anything
but rectitude in the heart of another. Sadly,
through many years of sorrow and disappoint-
ment, did she repent her early thoughtlessness.

Her parents, poor, but sensible people, looked
with mach corcern upon their only child, just
entering a world in which are thickly planted
the germs of sorrow, and-where temptation is
ready to meet the unwary at every step. Espe-
cially did they feel a lively anxiety for Mary,
when she would attend any of the ¢ parties”
which were then so frequent among the young
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3 MARY ELLIS.

people ; for she was handsome, and full of spi

rits, and they dreaded lest some one, unworthy
of her in every way, should win her young and
happy heart. The evenings when she would
be thus absent, were evenings of little enjoy

ment to them; for always on such occasions
would their minds revert to the many instances

. of unhappy marriages which had fallen under

their notice. Let me introduce the old couple
for a few minutes, to the reader. Mary has gone
to a party, and what was very unusual, instead
of going before night, had waited until after
dark, when she was called for by a gay look
ing young man, whom she introduced as Mr
Morrison

The old couple sat for some time in silence
after they were gone; at last the father re-
marked, in a slow, serious tone :

¢« I can’t say that I feel altogether right about

_our Mary, to-night. To tell the truth, I never

was, and am less now than ever, a friend of
these parties.”
¢¢ Those are just my own thoughts, replied

Mrs. Ellis. ¢ do wish our Mary would stay -

at home. But, you know, Thomas, that we

. can’t expect young folks to feel as we do.”

¢¢ True—true. But then, we old folks can
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see danger when they only know delight [
know Mary is a good girl; but she is thought-
less, and knows nothing of the world. But
who is this Mr. Morrison? I cannot say that I
‘like his looks. There is too much of the fop
about him, and too little of the man.”

¢ In truth, Thomas, I cannot.say. But when
I think of poor Sarah Jones, and of her mar-"
riage with the gay but graceless Wilkins, who
broke her heart in a year, I tremble for our own
dear child. I want to know all about the man -
who steps beyond our door-stone with Mary,
and I not by their side. No stranger can ever
gein my willing consent to her hand, unless
innocence be written upon his face in characters
that none can mistake.

«I agree with you there, wife. But the
young heart is wayward in its loves. We must
not expect to find Mary with a judgment as ma-
tured as our own, or even willing to profit by"
our experience.”’

¢¢ That is the thing that troubles me,”’ replied
Mrs. Ellis. ¢ The time may not be far off, when
we may, perhaps, see her standing on the very
edge, as it were, of a dreadful precipice, and
yet be unable to open her eyes to her perilous
situation ; and have the agony to see her take
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the fatal leap, even while we are conjuring her,
by all the love that is in our hearts, to start back
‘rom her danger.”

Tear after tear stole down from the eyes of-
Mrs. Ellis, a8 her feelings overcame her in
view of so sorrowful a reality.

«] wonder,” continued Mrs. Ellis, recover-
ing herself, «¢that Mr. and Mrs. Jameson are
willing to have promiscuous assemblages of
young persons at their house, when they have
three daughters, each of whom is in danger of
forming an unhappy intimacy with some one
unsuited to her in every way.”

¢The three daughters, you may be sure, 18
the only reason for these parties. They are to
be married off; and Mrs. Jameson is the very
woman to plan schemes for getting them
mated !”’

«¢ Strange, and unnatural !”’

¢Traly it is so. But there are too many
who have families, and yet do not understana
how to take the right care of them. And the
worst of it is, their own childrep are not aione
the sufferers.”

«Jt seems to me, Thomas, that we are not
discharging our duty to our child, when we
suffer her t¢ mingle in such company, as we
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*

have too much reason to believe is to be founo
at Mrs. Jameson’s.”

¢«I have thought so myself, often,” replied
Mr. Ellis. ¢ But have not yet found it in my
heart to deny her a participation in the parties
of young persons, in which she seems to tako
so much pleasure.” ,

From the anxious father and mother at home,
waiting, lonely and troubled in spirits, for the
return of the light of tneir countenances, even
until the hour of midnight, let us turn to the
gay assemblage of thoughtless young persons,
amid whom Mary Ellis is the centre of attrac-
tion. Let us mingle with them, and see and
hear what it is that makes the time pass so plea
santly and so swiftly away.

CHAPTER III

PARTY-GOING.

Iris a mild evening in June. We enter a
room, brightly illuminated, the furniture of
which is more showy than costly. This room
is filled to overflowing with young persons of
both sexes. They seem ta be in high spirits,

i we may judge from the merry peals of
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laughter that fall from their lips. Let us trace
out the cause of this hearty mirth. Ah! we
have found it. A black waitér has handed a
lady a glass of brandy in place of wine, and
she has taken nearly the whole of it before
making the discovery.

But where is Mary Ellis? .Oh ! here she is,
leaning, with too confiding an air, upon the arm
of a gaily dressed young man, who is whisper-
ing something in her ear that seems to please
her greatly. How sweetly she smiles! From
the liquid depths of those soft eyes look out the
very soul of affection; and yet they are brigh.
with a wealth of innocent joyfulness. In every
movement there is grace, simple and natural;
and her voice is ¢ music’s own.”

From a contemplation of her loveliness we
are startled by a vulgar laugh at one end of the
room.

““Halha! ha! Tom!—Ha! ha! ha! Tom!
8he’s more than a match for you 1”

All eyes were turned to the scene of mirth.

¢ Why, what’s the matter here?”’ asks a
dozen voices ; and one answers—

¢ Why, Tom, here, has attempted to clash wits
with Miss Jameson, but she’s more than a match
for bim, I tell you, though,ahe {s hard to beat.”
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Let us listen to the elegant and witty spax-

¢ You say, Mr. Welsh, that I am too wide
awake for a lady. You are mistaken there, for
I always feign dullness when with you, to make
myself agreeable.”

“«¢It is well for me, Miss Jameson,” retorts
Mr. Welch, ¢ that you were so considerate, for
if you had thown all your soul into yoyr eyes,
Ishould have been consumed in their bright-
ness.”

«Not so bad, Mr. Welsh! I am almost dis-
posed to cry quits.”

¢¢ Do, pray—for I shall hate to retire from
the field worsted.” -

¢¢ O, that would be no disgrace to you.”

¢«¢Indeed, and why 2’ asks Mr, Welsh.

¢ Because,” replies the lady, ¢ mno one ex-
pects anything else. 'When we disappoint the
reasonable expectations of our friends, then fail-
ure is truly mortifying.”

Similar to this was the lady-like sally that
had called forth such peals of rude and boister-
ous mirth. But see! all is again quiet, and
interest and expectation sits on every face, Ah!
the explanation is at hand. Here comes sundry
waiters with wines, fruit, and confectionary ;
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the thizd round within an hour. See how earns.
) estly they have all commenced eating, as though
it were one of the chief pleasures of life. And
their tongues are no less idle than their testh.

This course of refreshments through, and all
parties more or less stimulated by the wine,
their merriment becomes more loud and less
rational. The piano, which earlier in the even-
ing wag made to give out sweet and gentle
music, now accompanies the ¢ Lithping Lover,”
the ¢ Schoolmaster,” or ¢ Lord Lovel,” suc-
ceeded by the half insane ¢ bravos,” and calls
for a repetition of the piece.

As most of the assembly have conscientious
scruples about dancing, and would be struck
with pious horror at the sound of & violin, a
promenade is substituted by way of variety.

¢ Will you take my arm, Miss Mary ?” said
young. Morrison, as soon as he saw the move-
ment; and in a few minutes they were in deep
conversation, unnoticed, because in the prome-
nade each individual was too much interested
with his or her partner to observe others.

Pressing her arm closely within his, Morri-
son, who was as really charmed with Mary as
a thoroughly selfish man can be with a lovely
wamen, began to insinuate in more direct terms
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than he had ever yet done, that he felt for her
a strong preference. Their acquaintance had
been of but recent date ; and with no knowledge
of his character, a prudent girl would have at
once thrown him from the subject, and left his
company as early as possible. But Mary was -
excited by the circumstances surrounding her,
and her rational perceptions had been rendered
indistinct by the frivolous nonsense which had
flowed all around, and in which she had been a
willing participant. She had already been turn-
ing over in her mind the question whether
Morrison did really love her, and whether he
would say so at once or keep her in suspense,
when she perceived with a woman’s quickness,
the real meaning of his distant allusions. Her
young heart trembled, and beat quickly and
heavily against her bosom,—she felt agitated,
but it was with a joyful feeling, mingled, it is
true, with doubt and fear, and an indistinct per-
ception of wrong. More and more direct did
he become in his allusions, until, at last, he ven-
tured to tell her, in terms that could not be mis-
taken, that until he had seen her, he had never
felt a preference for any particular woman.
Poor girl l—she hardly knew where she was,
or what to say. Scarcely seventeen, she was
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yet no guide to herself, and one with no fixed
principles had now her heart. At a promis-
cuous party of the young and thoughtless, she
had met him a stranger ; and at another assem-
blage of the kind he had renewed the attentions
offered on the evening of their first acquaint-
ance ; and thus again and again renewed them,
until, finally, he had declared himself her lover.
and was, without hesitation, reflection, or con-
sultation, accepted !

In this brief relation, how many a thought-
less though innocent girl’s history can be traced.
Does it not seem strange that parents—parents
who love their children with the most devoted
affection, will allow their daughters, young girls
from sixteen to twenty, unacquainted with the
world and unsuspecting, to mingle, unattended
by any one to whisper a friendly eaution, in
scenes of which the imperfect sketch just given,
is but a faint picture! It is strange, but alas!
how true. 'Who does not remember the vision
of some sweet young face that has dawned upon
him amid the crowd of the thoughtless and the
gay?! How the wonder arose in the mind why
she was there, who seemed less a woman' than
an angel? How the lovely face grew familiar,
and how a sweet young voice thrilled on the ear
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with a strange but pleasant music? Months
would pass away, and at last she would be
missed from the gay circles, and to the inquiry,
would be answered, she has married the dash-
ing young W—, or the idle spendthrift Y—.
At once, ghe is consigned to forgetfulness. But
after the lapse of a few brief years, you meet
her, perchance on the street, perchance at seme
friend’s, a sad, pale, sorrow-stnicken creature,
the miserable wreck of her who once glanced
before your eyes like a bemg from another
world.

All large parties, especially those into which
a particular station in life, and not character,
becomes the passport, are dangerous places for
young girls. It makes little difference whether
_ the social grade, so called, be the lower, the
middle, or the highest, unless character and
mtellect form the standard of admission. Why
will parents shut their eyes to this fact ?

How shall we introduce our daughters inio
company ? asks an intelligent person, who, in
the main, has correct views. I will tell you.
No longer indulge a selfish and recluse spirit.
Because you are married and have a family, it
is no reason why you show.d shut yourself out
from: the world. Do not, however, pass from
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the extreme ot seclusion, to the other extreme
of fashionable party-going. But endeavor to
form a small social circle of those who have
moral worth and intelligence. Cultivate a feel-
ing of goodwill towards each member of this
circle, and endeavor to introduce a openess of
social aim, that you may all be as one. Into
this circle, introduce your sons and your daugh-
ters. Let a want of moral principle always
exclude from admission, even if it cut off some
of the members of families who formed a part
of the circle. You will not only by this course,
cease to live a life of selfish seclusion, but you
will diffuse around you a pure moral atmo-
sphere ; and one which your own children may
breathe with healthy enjoyment.

CHAPTER 1V,

ONE OF 1TS CONSEQUENCES,

Tre hours passed heavily away ; and long
after the clock had struck twelve, did the mother
"and father wait in anxious suspense for the re-
turn of their child. The next hour had nearly
closed, when Mary came home, in company
with Morrison, The quick ears of the parents,
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soon detected the low murmur of their voices,
as they lingered for some time at the door, to
say their last words over and over again. Mrs.
Ellis’ anxieties had been so keenly felt, that
she could not sit quietly and hear the sound of
Mary’s voige in conversation with one who was -
to her a stranger, and that, too, at the hour of
midnight. She went at once to the door, and
as she turned the key, Morrison bade Mary a
hasty good-bye, and was out of sight by the
time the door was fairly opened.*

The parents asked Mary no q estions then,
nor remarked upon the lateness of the hour, but
they noticed, with a new and keen sensation of
pain that in her eye was an expression hereto
fore u stranger in that mirror of the thoughts
and feelings. Mary slept as little that night as
did her parents. But how different were their
thoughts. Towards day she fell into a troubled
sleep, and dreamed that one with the counte-
nance of Morrison, though brilliant and super-
human in its expression, had called for her at
her mother’s to ride into the country ; and that
she had accompanied him, in simple confi-
dence, But that after he had taken her far
away from the sight of any habitations, his
face suddenly changoéci to that of a demon, and
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while he was in the act of dashing her shrnk.
ing form over an immense precipice, she awoke
in terror.

On the next morning, Mary’s appearance
added another weight to the burden that was
resting upon the feelings of her mother. But
neither of her parents through the day, for rea-
sons weighing with themselves alone, made any
allusion to the peculiar emotions, which had
agitated their bosoms. '

On the second evening after the party, Mor-
rison called, and after a formal introduction to
Mr. and Mrs. Ellis, spent a few hours in alter-
nate conversation with them and Mary. How
different were the impressions made on the
minds of the parents and child. The former
felt a strong dislike to him, from his own exhi-
‘bition of himself; while the latter, looking a1
him through a different medium, found some
new cause for admiration in every word and in
every movement. Which does the reader ima-
gine were capable of forming the most rational
judgment—the parents or the child? But let
the sequel show. .

For some weeks, Mary hid in her own bosom
the secret that Morrison had formally declared
himself her lover, and that she had not dis-
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couraged his preference. But the time soon
came to reveal all.

One evening, when Mary was dressing to go
to a party, the attendance on which had been
partially and mildly opposed by her parents,
her mother asked her if she were going before
night. She replicd that she was not, that Mr.
Morrison was going to call for her.

¢Do you know anything about this Mr.
Morrison, Mary 1" inquired her mother, in a
serious tone of voice.

€O yes, ma’am, I know a good deal about
him.,’ . .

¢Well, Mary, I should like to hear what you
do know about him ; for I think one so young
as you should be sure of the real character of
the man you allow to keep your company.”

¢ Why, mother, [ know he is a very fine
young man. His manners, his appearance,
all, show him to be a gentleman.”

¢ Older heads than yours have erred, my
child, and older eyes been deceived. Have you
no_further evidence than your own observa
tion 1’

% Why, every body likes him. Mary Jones
is jealous enough of his attentions to me ; and
Jane Williams said no longer ago than Thurs-
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day, that I was a forward chit, and all becansa
Mr. Morrison took but little notice of her, while
he kept with me nearly the whole of the even-
ing”

¢ My dear child, that is all of no account.
The preference of Mary Jones or Jane Wil-
liams to any one, is no argument to prove his
worth. I am not at all prepossessed in favor of
Mr. Morrison ; and neither is your father. We
can see deeper into his real character than you
can. He is selfish, and wants stability and
firmness. Unless I am much mistaken, the
woman who marries him will eat her bread in
pitterness of spirit.”’

¢Oh mother! mother! how can you talk
‘80 ?” said Mary, bursting into tears. ¢ You
_have entirely misapprehended his character.
I am sure he is the reverse of all you have
thought him.”

Mrs. Ellis was truly alarmed at this exhibi-
tion of feeling. She had spoken to guard her
daughter against allowing her affections to be
influenced by a stranger. whose worth, and fix-
~ edness of character she suspected, and lo! the
fact that those atfections were already deeply
interested, was too plainly manifest. The em«
barrassed silence that ensued, told that the
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mother’s perception of a right cburse of action
was, for a time, perfectly clouded. She at
length said—

¢ Mary, I see too plainly that you have un-
wisely suffered yourself to indulge an undue
preference for a stranger, without letting your
mother, your only safe adviser, know of such a
preference. Your own better judgment tells
you that in this you were wrong. Your pain
of mind this evening—your tears, show that
you have an internal conviction of wrong; for
pain never succeeds a right action. Now,
my child, what course is left for you? Why,
this plain and simple one. Pause and reflect.
Do not go out to-night. The matter under con-
sideration is one that will affect for good or evil,
for happiness or misery, your whole life ; and,

. surely, one evening’s privation were a small
sacrifice to make where such great interests are
involved.”

Mary did not reply for some time. But there
was an evident struggle between inclination and
duty. There was something so reasonable in
her mother’s appeal to her, that it seemed
almost like madness, even in her own view of
the case, to go in opposition to it. But when
the image of Morrison came up before her mind.
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and she saw him disappointed at not finding her
ready to accompany him, she hesitated, wavered,
and at last said—

¢ Mother, indeed you are too serious in this
matter. I am sure you have mistaken the cha-
racter of Mr. Morrison altogether. I have seen
more of him than you have, and I know you
are mistaken. I am sure there is no cause for
concern on your part, and none, why I should
not go to the party to-night. I should like to
go very much, and will be expected. Do, mo-
ther, lay aside your objections. I don’t want to
go against your consent.”

«] cannot lay aside objections founded on
such serious considerations. But I will not
command you to stay at home. You can go to-
" night. But you must expect, hereafter, that
both your father and myself will think it our
duty to require you to mingle less frequently in
these parties of idleness and dissipation.”

With a heavy heart Mary made her arrange-
ments for going to the party that evening. And
with a heart much heavier, did her mother
observe the preparations. Knowing that Mor-
rison’s reception on that evening could not, in
the nature of things, be very cordial, she got all
ready to go before the hour when he should call,
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and knowing his knock, she met him at the
door dressed to go out.

Morrison soon discovered that all was not
right, and to his repeated question as to what
troubled her, she at length mentioned to him
the objections of her mother.

¢« That is generally the way,” he said, with
some warmth,—¢¢ with all parents. They are .
jealous over their daughters ; and yet, one can’t
blame them so much forit. But their jealousy
is always capricious and unreasonable. I be-
Lieve no one can allege anything against mv
character. I am sure I am willing to challenge
the world to produce a dishonorable action
against me.”

¢I never doubted you, Mr. Morrison, and
never will,” replied Mary, earnestly.

¢ Thank you for your confidence,” said he,
in & tender tone, pressing her hand within his.
¢ You shall never have cause to repent.”

«But I fear,”” said Mary, ¢ that my parents
will positively object to our keeping cornpany.

Would it not be best for you to go at once to

my father, and seek his approbation ?”’

¢I do not know why I should Leg him to
think well of me. If he have unfounded pre-
audices against me, I am the one to complain
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of injustice, and not the one to seek meanly for
favor.”

¢« But, is he not my father "’ asked his come
panion, roused for a moment to a proper sense
of her lover’s ungenerous remark.

¢ True !—true ! But I never could seek the
favor of any one—much less where an ill-
founded prejudice was entertained against me.”

«I am still unconvinced,” said Mary. ¢«A
parent has a right to be consulted in regard to
the disposal of his daughter’s hand. And, even
if he have a prejudice against the person, and
the prejudice be without foundation, it can easily
be removed ; and steps should at once be taken
to have it removed. A child cannot be happy
if her parents object to her marriage.”

¢t There may be some truth in what you say,”
was the modified reply of Morrison, who, as he
really loved, or thought that he loved, Mary,
had no idea of offending her. ¢ And if you
really think that I had better see your father,
why I suppose I must do so.”

¢ Certainly, I see no ather right course,” was
Mary’s answer.

Their conversation gradually changed from
this unpleasant subject, and by the time they
had reached the house where they were to
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spend the evening, Mary was listening with a
pleasant thrill of delight to the honeyed words
of affection, stealing into her ear like refreshing
{ews into the cup of the half closed violet.

In a few evenings after, Morrison called at
the house of Mr. Ellis, for the purpose of form-
ally asking for his daughter. His reception
was not very cordial. Mary, who knew the
real design of the visit, soon made an excuse to
withdraw, and left Morrison alone with her
parents. After some time, spent in an embar-
rassed silence, or a more embarrassed effort to
carry on a conversation, Morrison came boldly
to the point, and made his distinct avowal of a
preference for Mary

¢ Mary is much too young to think of mar-
rying,” was the prompt reply of Mrs. Ellis,
made before her husband could even form a
thought upon the subject.

¢ Many are married much younger, madam,” -
said Morrison.

¢“The example bf wrong-doing in others,
wmstead of being an argument in favor of such
wrong being imitated, is a strong reason for
others to shun a like evil.”

¢ We are not thoughtless in regard to our
danghter, Mr. Morrisoné’ * said Mr. Ellis, having
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now sufficiently gathered his thoughts into form
as to allow him to take a part—< and we have
long since made up our minds, neither to con-
sent to a very early marriage, nor to approve of
a union with a stranger.”

¢ Your rule, Mr. Ellis, may be, as a general
thing, a good one,” replied Morrison, ¢ but no
rule can apply to all cases. Yet even if I am,
to a certain degree, a stranger to you, still I am
known in this city, and I can readily be inquired
after.”

Mr. Ellis, who had already made sufficient
inquiries to convince him that Morrison was no
suitable companion for Mary, now fixed his posi-
tive objection on the age of his child, from which
no argument could move him. Morrison was
deeply chagrined on leaving the house, and
being forced to leave, too, without a private
interview with Mary; for the parents, with a
oneness of purpose, determined not to leave
them alone.

CHAPTER V.
A WRONG BEGINNING IN LIFE.

It is peinful to record any instance of filial
disobedience, but such disobedierce did Mary
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Ellis practice towards her parents. Stolen inter-
views were frequently had, and the two finally
resolved upon a clandestine marriage, which
was entered into but two months after the rejec-
tion of Morrison’s suit by Mr. and Mrs. Eilis.

Mary had gone out, professedly, to spend an
afternoon with a friend. She was to have been
home before evening. But at night-fall she had
not made her appearance. When her father
came in concern was expressed by the mother
in consequence of Mary’s not having returned
from her visit. Night closed darkly in, but she
was still absent. An hour passed and yet she
came not. BStill, they could only suppose that
she was detained from some good cause. But,
when hour after hour passed away, and the
time stole on even to the hour of midnight, a
chilling fear, unwhispered by either, gathered
about their hearts; a fear that took no form,
but was even the more painful from its uncer-
tainty. : _

The weary hours passed on, and at last the
dim morning twilight came coldly in upon them,
while they were yet anxious watchers. She will
now soon come, they thought ; for they fed their
hopes with the idea, that she had been overper-
suaded to stay all night with a friend. Two
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hours had passed since the sun had risen, and
as Mary was still absent, her father, with a
heavy heart, prepared to go out in search of
her. He was met at the door by a stranger,
who placed a letter in his hand, and instantly
retired. Trembling he broke the seal, and read
a confirmation of his worst fears. Mary had
nsked all on a union with Morrison.

In silent anguish of spirit Mr. Ellis handed
the letter to his wife, and bitter were the tears
shey wept together over this token of Mary’s
sad infatuation. She was their only child. 1ln
her were centered their fondest hopes. In one
fearful moment, all these garnered hopes were
scattered to the winds. Filial disobedience was
no cause of the profound sorrow that settled like
a dark shadow over their spirits. [t lay in their
yearning affection for the child who was, in their
minds, wilfully sowing the seeds that would pro-
duce, in after years, a fruitful harvest of mex-
pressible anguish. Unlike too many in their
situation, who feel more of offended pride, and
mortified ambition, than real concern, they lost
no time in repairing to the residence of a Mrs.
L——, where Mary said she was with her hus-
band. It was but an hour from the time that
Mary despatched her lntter, until she was weep-

.
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ing on the breast of her mother. And did that
mother chide her for an act that cou!d not be

“recalled? It never entered her heart to utter
a word of reproach. But the shade of unusual
seriousness that rested on her face, and the fixed
glance of her eye, that seemed with her inward
perceptions scanning the future, troubled the
heart of Mary.

¢ You have taken my child without my con-
sent, Mr. Morrison,” were the father’s first
words. ¢ But let that pass! Cherish her as
a tender plant, and a father’s heart shall bless
you!” Then folding his daughter in his arms,
m a long embrace, he could only say, ¢ God
bless you!”” while a tear stole down his pale,
time-furrowed cheek.

I will not mock the unutterable grief, that
throbbed with a strong pulsation from heart to
heart of the parents, by any attempt to picture
it to the mind. It was such as cannot be im-
agined, and is never described when felt. The
disobedient child had no conception of its real
character. Relieved beyond measure at finding
kindness and apparent oblivion, where she had
expected reproach, and perhaps abandonment,
she fondly hoped that there was less of real
objection in her parelgi’ minds, and less of sor

-
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row in their hearts than she had anticipated.
Fond delusion! Not long to last. For, even .
the soon noted a change in her parents, which
a closer observer would have known to be the
failing spirit wiere the cherished, hope was
blighted. One hope, the future welfare of their
child, had been the life-spring of their exist
ence for years; that had failed, and now they
drooped in spirit, and there were none with the
power to comfort them. '
Mary and her husband were at once invitea
to come home, and live there. But Morrison
preferred going to house-keeping immediately,
- and Mary readily acquiesced, not considering
for 2 moment how lonely her parents would be,
and how much it would have gratified them if
they had spent a few months under the paternal
roof before starting fairly out into the world.
Morrison, I will merely say, in passing, was
at this time & junior partner in a retail dry goods
store. His interest was but sinall, however, and"
his income limited. He had been for some
years a clerk in this store, and had recently
been offered an interest, which he accepted.
He was an expert salesman, and a ready man
of businsss, though fond of pleasure. His
partners were of the same stamp of character,
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so that there were n the firm 1.0 checks or bal.
ances. They could make money in good times ;
and well they knew how to spend it.

A house was taken at a high rent, and filled
with showy and expensive furniture. Little
taste or neatness was displayed in its selection
or arrangement ; but as there was the fashion-
able quantity of pier and cara tables, sofas and
looking glasses, astral lamps and mantle orna-
ments, brussels carpets, etc., etc., it was all
right. Into this Mary was introduced, and in-
stalled mistress. How fondly did she look
around upon all these things, and congratulate
herself upon having made so good a choice,
notwithstanding the mistaken notions of her
parents! But they saw all with different eyes.
Too many like beginnings they had witnessed,
and too many sad endings. They feured that
her husband’s means could not sustain an out-
lay of several thousand dollars for furniture,
and the cost of maintaining a style of living
such as his commencement indicated. But they
said nothing. Admonition they knew would be
vain.

Mrs. Morrison was soon lost in the giddv
whirlpool of fashionable visiting, and fashion-
able ambition. There were many to cutat her
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society, and to flatter her vanity ; and too soon
the simple-minded, pvre-hearted maiden, had
become the flippant, pleasure-seeking woman
of fashion—a follower in the wake, and an aper~
of the frivolities of the thoughtless and giddy,
in the next rank or elevation of society in the
plain above her. ‘

Nor had she gained this position without
paying its penalty—domestic infelicity. Not
that her husband disapproved of any display or
pleasure, but because, in the very nature of
things, the minds that can take an ardent delight
in these, cannot understand nor practice the .
gentle and reciprocal virtues which make the
marriage life a happy one. Often did she weep
1 the silence of her own chamber, at the indif-
ference of her husband, or at his unfeeling
remarks, indulged in at times, without reflect-
- 1ng, that in the life they led the domestic virtues
had no time to spring up and grow.

The unhappy parents saw all this, and it
added but another weight to those already too
heavy for them to bear. The stamina of their’
minds was completely gone, and with it was
fast going their physical health. They tried
hard, for the sake of their child, to keep up, but
m vain, Scarcely two yeuars had passed since
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her marriage, when, yielding to the touch of the
pale messenger, they closed their eyes upon a
world of disappointment and sorrow.

Roused from her dream of gay delusion, at
so unexpected an event, Mrs. Morrison had
time to pause and call back her scattered senses.
The fashionable period of seclusion and mourn-
mg gave leisure for reflection, and she began to
have a faint perception of the ultimate tendency
of her present course of action. The more she
thought about it, the more did she see her
error ; and the clearer she saw her error, the
more distinctly was her heart made sensible
that she could not fall back upon the real affec-
tion of her husband. - This was a startling dis-
covery, and one that when made to a woman’s
heart, awakens it to drgam no more.

The very necessity for excitement, after the
mourning season had passed, threw her again
into fashionable life. She was gayer than ever,
and as insincere and heartless in her fashionable
professions as the gayest and most heartless.
The neglect and indifference of her husband
had nearly extinguished in her bosom all affec-
tion for him,—they merely tolerated each other.
Each pursued the course of action,and followed
the pleasure that.each thought best. But,
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though Mr. Morrison could thus pursue a
course of pleasure, thoughtless of his wife, 1t
was in vain for her to attempt to be happy in
the mere excitements of fashionable visitings
and gay assemblies, She was still a woman,
and a woman’s sphere is one of affection. She
must love, or be miserable.

About this time Mrs. Morrison became a
mother. A new feeling took possession of her
heart as she looked upon the dear emblem of
innocence that rested in sweet unconsciousness
upon her bosom ; but she wanted one who could
share with her the love she bore her child. Her
husband would come to the bedside and look
upon it, but he was too selfish even to care
much for his own child!

‘When Mrs. Morrison was again able to min-
gle in society, she felt the same desire to court
admiration, and share excitements, with the
gayest of her fashionable acquaintances. Her
little Emeline was too often left for hours in the
care of a hired nurse, who felt but little real
affection for the tender infant entrusted to her
charge.
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CHAPTER VI
AND 1TS CONSEQY £NCES.

GrapvuaLLy the firm, of waich Mr, Morrison
was a partner, enlarged ity business, which
showed greatly increased profits. 'This in-
duced Morrison to indulge in a still more
expensive style of living. Only in a desire for
extravagance and show did he assimilate at all
to his wife in disposition. Here they met on
neutral ground—here they were agreed. A
large house, at a very high rent, was taken on
Charles street, and newly furnished, at great
expense, and little taste. Cards of invitation
were sent out to the elite, and crowded rooms
of the gay, the thoughtless, and the fashionable,
answered the summons.

«My dear Mrs. Morrison, what a paradise
you have here !”” said Mrs. Stanley, one of her
dear friends, a lady whose husband was more
prudent than to make a show beyond his
rneans.

¢ Yes, we have every thing our hearts can
desire. Mr, Morrison hever thinks anything
expensive that will add to my comfort.”

Mrs, Stanley sighed. ¢ Afy husband thinks
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too much of his business, and is always talking
about prudence and caution,” she remarked
¢ But I will bring him on by degrees He has
got rich so lately, that he has not yet lost his
old fashioned habits of economy.”

Now, be it known, that Mr. Stanley was
keeping a retail dry goods’ store, and might,
probably, be worth ten thousand dollars. As
an offset to this, the single item of Mrs. Stan-
ley’s dress on this evening, including jewelry,
etc. cost over one thousand dollars.

¢ Welcome to your new home!” said an-
other lady acquaintance, coming up. ¢ Why
you have a palace to live in! Really, Mrs.
Morrison, I must have a set of blue damask
curtains just like yours. Ain’t they beautiful,
Mrs. Stanley 7

¢ The handsomest I have ever seen,” replied
that lady. ¢ I have made up my mind to have
a set, too.” :

¢« Were you at Mrs. Hone’s party last week "
continued the first speaker.

¢ No,” was the answer of Mrs. Morrison.

¢« Well, I am told that it was the grandest
come-off this season. Quite an eclipse of any-
thing we have seen! I wonder why we were .
not invited ? However, I suppose Mrs. Hone
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begins to feel herself a grade higher than usual,
since her husband has turned shipping mer.
chant.”

¢ Pride nlways has a fall,” remarked Mrs
Morrison, ¢ and her time will eome one of these
days.” .

¢« Of course,” said the other two ladies.

¢« ] don’t care much how soon it does come,’
added Mrs. Stanley. ’

Just at that moment Mrs. Morrison was called
to the other end of the room, and the two ladies
continued their conversation.

¢ And your turn will come, too, or I'm much
‘mistaken !”” remarked one of them, glancing
towards her retreating form.

«She is getting up rather fast, Mrs. Web-
ster,”” said Mrs. Stanley ; ¢ that’s my opinion.”

¢ Why, the fact is, Mrs. Stanley,” replied
Mrs. Webster, ¢ her husband is only junior

rtner in the house of Collins & Co., and I've
often heard my husband say, that they all car-
ried more sail than ballast. The first storm will
drive them under.”

¢« Well, be that as 1t may,” said the other—-
¢I've had my own thoughts about her for some
time. She affects an air of superiority that I
~ can’t tolerate  Her txine will come one of these
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days. Ah! my dear Mrs. Morrison, we have
not yet done admiring your beautiful establish-
ment,” said the veracious lady, as the object of
her animadversions came up at the moment.

¢ Thank you, Mrs. Stanley! you are always
pleased to admire my taste, and the style of my
arrangements. Be sure it is to me highly gra-
tifying. But there is Mrs. N.—— just come
in,—excuse me, ladies, again, I must welcome
her to my new paradise, as you are pleased to
call it.” :

«« Now I am sure, Mrs. Webster,”* said "Mrs.
Stanley, ¢ that these curtains are not half so
beantiful as Mrs. Charitan’s? I'll have a set
betore long though, that will throw them both
into the shade, and make Mrs. Morrison almost
die with envy.”

But little difference as to substance and value
was the conversation passing through the richly
furnished parlors of Mrs. Morrison. She hgd
invited her dear friends to admire her new
house and her new furniture, and they took
their own way of doing it. Some, it is true,
made it a point to make no allusion to them,
but it was for the reason that they thought such
allusion would be gratifying. Music, dancing
and casmg, made up the general enjoyment of
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the evening, and at a late hour the company
separated, as is usual in all similar cases.

One month after this party, the house of Col
lins & Co. failed for a large amount, and every
thing was given up into the hands of a trustee
for the benefit of the creditors. All .ue per-
sonal property of the debtors shared the same
fate, Mr. Morrison’s costly furniture, and all.

And now began the downward course with
Mrs. Morrison. She had passed the zenith of
her fortune. In one hour her husband was
reduced to poverty. With Ais habits, and Aer
artificial wants, the salary of one thousand dol-
lars a year which he obtained as salesman in a
jobbing house, went but a small way towards
making them comfortable. All their splendor
was gone, and neither of them was in any
humor to make the best of the bare conve-
niences and necessaries which the eager cre-
ditors of the firm had left them.

How lonely did she feel in her small house
poorly furnished, and in a retired street. Day
after day she waited and looked for a visit from
her ¢« dear Mrs. Stanley,” her bosom friend ;
but that lady*had quite forgotten her, as was
shortly afterwards evident from her failing ta
recognize her on the street.
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This was a severe blow for Mary Morrison.
On this she had not calculated. Although she
had been insincere to all, she had been deceived
by the professions of all, and particularly by
the most heartless one of her fashionable
friend:.

Suddenly, about a year after this reverse, her
anxieties were aroused by an alarming illness
of her husband. He was taken with a prevail- -
ing fever and life hung upon a feeble thread
that a breath might sever. All the passionate
love she had borne him when first she suffered
her young heart to invest him with perfections
that, alas ! existed only in imagination, returned
upon her as she stood by his bedside, and felt
the awful truth that he must die. But it was
of no avail now. The invisible arrow winged
its unerring flight, and Mortison closed his eyes
forever upon the world. -

And now came thick and fast upon her the
trials which were to prove her as in a furnace
of fire. Trials, that would either reveal the
pure gold of her real character, hidden long
under the exterior dross of fashionable habits,
or consume the whole as poor and worthless.

After her husband had been buried out of her
sight, the pressing necessity to consider well
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her situation and resources, diverted her mind
from a vain and heart-sickening contrast of the
past with the present ; and kindled up a lively
concern for the future. Her little girl was be-
tween two and three years old, and she had
been sadly neglected. But for all that, she was
a sweet-tempered child, and had been gradually
winning an interest in her mother’s heart, ever
since her banishment from the fashionable cir-
cle in which she was at one time ¢a bright par-
ticular star.” Now, when her eye rested upon
the sweet, innocent, confiding face of her little
one, her feelings were agitated with an affection
more tender, more ardent, than she had ever
felt. Her heart literally yearned over her
child.

CHAPTER VII,
TRIED IN THE FIRE.

Upon a careful examination into the state of
her affairs after the death of her husband, Mrs.
Morrison found that she had not twenty dollars
in money, besides her scanty household furni-
ture. This was a starthng discovery, and for a
ume she gave way to a feeling of despair that
was indeed terrible. Not a single ray glim-

. 4%



42 MARY ELLIS..

mered through the darkness and hopelessness
of her thoughts, obscured as they were by a
sense of weakness and ignorance of the world,
and by a shrinking dread of the shame and dis-
grace of actual labor for money. But no suf-
fering child of humanity is ever left to the
dominion of idle and despairing thoughts in
the day of strong trial. The way of relief is
not only always at hand, but there are invisible
messengers of good ever ready, not only to
stir the thoughts to inquiry, but to guide them
aright, if there exists also, even a latent wil-
lingness to do the right. Nor did Mrs. Morri-
son long remain bowed down and hopeless.
Gradually, something like a faint light seemed
to dart its feeble rays from afar off—true, it was
again obscured, and all seemed darkness and
doubt and despair. But steadily did she con-
tinue to fix her eye in the direction whence the
kind ray had seemed to come ; and soon a light,
8o dim, so faint that nothing could be seen, was
diffused around her. Eagerly looking still, she .
could now distinctly see whence the light of
hope had come. For the first time she felt con-
fidence in a power within her.

Bringing out at once her newly formed hopes
and resolutions into action, she prudently set
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about lisposing of every thing that was really
useless to her, or that would be useless in a
single room. At auction she obtained one hun-
dred and fifty dollars for these. All of her
jewelry had been retained at the time of her
nusband’s failure, though the greater part of it
had been subsequently disposed of—still, she
had enough, with a watch, to sell readily for
one hundred and fifty dollars more. Two hun-
dred and fifty of this sum were deposited in the
8avings’ Bank, and with the balance in posses-
sion for immediate wants, she dismissed her
servant, and removed into a comfortable room
at a rent of three dollars a month. This was
done before she had yet resolved upon any cer-
tain means of earning a support for herself and
child. But she had acted wisely in beginning
to do just what she saw to be right, withoujsit-
ting down in despair to think about what she
could not do.

It must not be supposed that after she had
removed to her humble abode, that she did not
feel keenly the heartless desertion of the friends
of her better days. Sometimes in looking back,
it seemed as if her feelings would drive her
mad ; nor could she gain any relief by trying
to penetrate the future. Only in the present
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was there a temporary repose of mind. But
the bias of wrong habits of feeling and action
had so warped her original character, that it
was not now possible for any sudden change to
correct at once her evils, She would have to
suffer much and suffer long before a healthy
reaction could pewsibly take place.

One day, some weeks after she had entered
upon her new mode of living, in conversation
with the woman from whom she rented her
room, and who had proved a more sincere
riend than she had found since she left her
mother’s house, she expressed a desire to do
something by which she could earn enough to
buy food for herself and child, and thus enable
her to leave her money in the Savings’ Bank
untouched.

¢¢What do you think you could do, child 1"
said she, in answer.

¢ Indeed, Mrs. Winter, I do not know. 1
have thought and thought, but I really know
of nothing that 1 could do.”

The old woman mused for some time. ¢ Can
you sew well?” she at length inquired.

¢“Yes ma’'am. At least I can do fine
work.”

¢ Fine work you will not be able to get all at
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once. But as you seem so willing, I think
something can be got for you to do.”

Little did Mrs. Morrison think, a few months
before, that such words of enconi'agement, from
such a source, would have been so soothing to
her feelings. But now they were as oil to the
troubled waters of her spirit.

¢« You cannot,’ continued Mrs. Winter,
¢ make pantaloons for the tailors ; neither can
you make and fit dresses; nor do millinery
work—nor bind shoes, nor hats. But still you
might learn some one of these, and after awhile
be able to do very well for yourself.”

¢¢ But how long would it take me to learn to
do some of these?” she inquired eagerly.

¢ Why, child, when any one is very anxious, .
they can easily learn to do almost anything.”

¢ Well, what would you advise me to do,
Mrs. Winter 2’ ’

#That I can hardly tell just now. I must
think a little first, and look -about me to see
what can be done.”

¢ How gooa you are!” said Mrs. Morrison
almost involuntarily, her eyes filling with
tears.

«I try to do, my child, as I would be done
by. It does me no injury to think a little for
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you; and assist you with n’ly advice. You help
me by renting my room, and thus lightening
my burdens, and if I can help you a little with
my advice, why we will be even, on the score
of obligations. But this is not the proper light
in which to look at these things. There is no
situation in life in which we may be placed
where we cannot be useful to others; and the
delight arising from the love of being useful to
others, is the highest state of happiness to which
the human mind is capable of advancing.”

Mrs. Morrison listened to her kind adviser
with a new feeling of interest. The sentiments
uttered by her were so evidently true, that her
mind almost appreciated them at once,—yet
they were so new that she wondered almost if
they were not spoken by inspiration.

¢ You have seen better days, Mrs. Winter ?"
she said, after musing for some moments aver
the last uttered sentiments,

] cannot say that I have, Mrs. Morrison,”

- she replied, ¢« I have seen days of more worldly

prosperity, it is true, but I cannot call them bei-
ter days. I-was once as familiar as you have
been with gaiety and dissipation : but it pleased
the Divine Providence which is ever duving
what is best for us, t- cut off the springs of
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woridly splendor, and lo! the streams became
suddenly dry. It was a sad trial to be forced
out from among the old familiar friends and to
miss the old familiar faces—=to meet those with
whom I had been on terms of the closest inti-
macy, and find myself unrecognized. But in
the school of adversity I learned wisdom, and
found comfort where peace and contentment
can alone be found ;—I mean, in a perfect, or,
as far as possible, » perfect acknowledgment of
of the goodness and wisdom of the Divine Pro-
vidence, and a calm trust in its operations to-
wards me. I soon discovered, that, for years, I
had been drinking at an impure fountain, and
that my whole moral nature had become poi
soned. Could I, in such a state, be happy?
Your own experience will answer the ques-
tion.”

Although Mrs. Morrison could not possibly
perceive the perfect beauty of Mrs. Winter’s
system of ethics, yet enough was apparent to
make her in love with it. But she had not yet
put away from her the strong love of self that
had ruled her for years, and consequently could
not act from a pure love of the neighbor at once,
8till the desire to do so, was the beginning, ana
if brought ont into actior. whenever occasion
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offered, would eventually tend to change the
ruling affection from a love of self to u love of
the neighbor.

True to her promise, Mrs. Winter thought
carefully over many plans by which she might
assist her new friend, in whom she felt a lively
interest. She mentioned her situation to others
whenever it seemed to promise any good result, -
and in various ways, endeavored to obtain for
her some suitable employment.

¢Mrs. Wellman was asking me yesterday,
if 1 knew of any one who could do some hem-
ming and ruffling for her, very neatly,” said a
person to whom Mrs. Winter mentioned Mrs.
Morrison’s desire to obtain work.

¢ Did you name any one to her,” said Mrs.
Winter.

¢¢ No, I did not, for I knew of no person who
could do it neatly. I do a good deal of common
sewing for the family.”

I wish then you would speak for Mrs. Mor-
nson,” said Mrs. Winter.

« Certainly. I am going again this afternoon,
and will get the work for her.”

True to her promise, she brought a large roll
of fine laces and muslins, to hem, ruffle, insert,
etc. Mrs. Wellman said that ¢ they must be
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done very nice, and that if they pleased her she
would give her a good deal of work.”

How joyfully, how thankfully, and with how
patient a spirit did Mrs. Morrison sit down to
her work! In a few days it was all done, and
beautifully dome, too; at least so said Mrs.
Winter.

.A new and painful task was now to be per-
formed, that of ' carrying home her work, and
getting the hire of her labor. With keen emo-
tions of pain she shrank from the bare thought,
as it flashed through her mind, for the first time,
while surveying her finished task. She knew
nothing of the person for whom the work was
intended, not having even inquired her name.

On learning the name of the person for whom
it was intended, she turned pale, and almost
staggered toa chair. A Mrs. Wellman had been
one of the most intimate of her former acquaint-
ances. But she experienced a relief of mind
from the fact, that the Mrs. Wellman, whose
work she had been doing lived in another part
of the town from that where her former acquaint-
ance residled. Much agitated in mind at the
similarity of the name, and still fearing that
there was but one Mrs. Wellman, she dressed
herself in neat but plain attire, corresponding

5
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with her new condition, and taking the small
bundle in her hand, went with a throbbing heart
to carry it home. She pulled the bell of a house
in Hanover street, with a timid band, which was
answered by a servant-man who had manv a
time handed her to and from her carriage on
her visits to Mrs. Wellman. But he did not
recognize her, and to her low-toned inquiry for
Mrs. Wellman, was shown into the parlor.

That lady soon made her appearance—
sweeping into the room with an air of vulgar
consequence.

¢« Here is some work you sent me by Mrs.
" Mayfield,” she said, in a faint, trembling tone,
endeavoring to keep her face as much out of the
light as possible.

Mrs. Wellman took the bundle from her hand,
looking her steadily in the face for a few mo-
ments with a rude stare, and then, as if satisfied
with the scrutiny, proceeded to examine the

* work.

Hem after hem, frill after frill, and even
stitch after stitch, were looked into with a long
and close examination ; during all which time
Mrs. Morrison felt as if she would gladly have
sunk into the floor. '

¢ This will do very well. I am pleased with
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your work, and will give you more. What is
your name?” she added, looking her intently
in the face.

¢t Morrison,” was the reply, in a voice
scarcely audible. .

¢¢ Morrison—Morrison. That’s a familiar
name. But what’s your Christian name ?”

¢« Mary.”

¢ Well, Mary, how much do you charge for
this "

¢¢ Two dollars, ma’am.”’

¢¢That is reasonable enough. Here is the
amount. Come to-morrow, and I will have some
more work prepared for you. Are you a single
woman 1"

«] am a widow, ma'am!”

“Ah! you look young. Have you any
children 2

«I have one. A little girl about three years
old.”

¢« How long has your husband been dead ?”

¢Only a few months, ma’am.”

¢ Why, I did not know . Did your hus-
band ever do business in this city

¢ Yes, ma’am.’

«1 remember there was a Mornson in the
firm of Collins & Co. Was he your hasband 1"’
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¢« He was,” quickly replied Mre Mornem,
looking up with an eager countenancs, expect-
ing an instant and sympathizing recognition by
one who had been of her most intimate ac-
quaintances. But Mrs, Wellman looked at her
with a countenance expressive of the most per-
fect composure. No sign of recognition was
visible in a single feature.

+¢ I remember,” she at length said, in a care-
less manner, ¢ having heard you spoken of.
You must find your change of fortune rather a
tistressing event.”

Mrs. Morrison did not, for she could not reply.
But rose at once to go, saying, as calmly as she
could, that she would call on the next day for -
the promised work.

Mts. Morrison hardly knew how she arrived
at home. But there she was met by one real
friénd, to whom she could tell all her painful
feelings.

¢« Yoy have much yet to learn of the selfish-
ness and heartlessness of the world,” said Mrs
Wmter, after she had told"her the manner ia
which Mrs. Wellman had treated her. ¢ But
you should think that a kind Providence which
delivered you from false friends, and gavd you
- to percewve that you were foolishly building
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your happiness upon the smiles and approval
of the vicious or the vain, instead of upcn a
sarer and more abiding foundation.”

Thus did this kind friend ever correct, by
gentle means, the evils which rendered Mrs.
Morrison unfit to be contented in the sphere she
now had to move in. And she was successful
far above what she had hoped.

CHAPTER VIIL
DAYS OF DARKNESS. o

Notmine of more than ordinary interest oc-
curred, until Emeline sprung up and verged on
to womanhood. Now all of Mrs. Morrison’s
anxieties became aroused. She remembered
her own false step, and trembled for her glad-
hearted but inexperienced child. She was,
however, spared much trouble on this account,
for one who was all in chatacter she could have
wished him, a young and industrious mechanic,
first won upon the affections of Emeline, and
continued to hold them until it was agreed on
all sides that they should be married.

And they were married. Emeline Morrison
became Mrs, Williams. For three or four years
every thing went on pleasantly enough, and

H*
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Mrs. Morrison’s heart was happy in the affec-
tion of her children and their two sweet babes.
Though living in a very humble condition, by
carefulness and prudence, the income of Mr.
Williams was sufficient to make them comfort-
able. Butalas! a sad change began to show
itself. In those times, every one was in the
nabit of drinking strong liquors, and still there
were but few cases of abandoned drunkenness.
Occasionally, it is true, some one would fall a
victim to the bowl, and one of these it,seemed
was to be Mr. Williams. Several times he had
come home from his work in a condition which
showed that he had been indulging himself too
freely ; and gradually there was a diminishing
of the weekly amount of earnings. Mrs. Mor-
rison ventured a mild remonstrance, and for the
first time received an unkind answer.

Emeline was not so keenly alive to the dan-
ger as her mother, though she soon felt that all
was not right; and many a tear wet her eyes
in the silence of the night, though she hardly
knew why she wept.

Ten years from the day that Mrs. Morrison
gave the hand of her daughter to Mr. Williams,
she saw her, with five small children, and an
idle, drunken husband, turned out of her home,
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and ai1 of her furniture sold for rent. A second
time in her life was she called upon to bring
into action all the resources of a triel spirit
She still had preserved, untouched, her little
treasure, now mearly thirty years since its
_ deposit in a Savings’ Bank. It had continued
to accumulate, until there stood to hér credit
over seven hundred dollars. The time had
come to draw upon it, and she did so for the
purpose of buying some necessary articles of
furniture for a small house, which she took for
“her daughter and grandchildren. '
Since his family had been turned out of doors
and only kept from immediate suffering by the
kindness of a neighbor, Williams was not to be
seen, but as soon as they were again tolerably
comfortable, he walked into their little asylum,
provided by Mrs. Morrison, with an air of per-
fect freedom. It was a sore trial for her to see
an idle, drunken man, eating up the bread she
had bought for his children, and thus hastening
the time when she would be no longer able to
meet their wants. But there was no redress
He kad become unfeeling—even brutalized.
But a new and keener sorrow came upon the
mother and daughter. All of the children were
taken down with scarlet fever. and after great
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suffering, four of them died—one each day for
Yur successive days. Two ata time were these
little ones, escaped from the evil to come, borne
out to the lonely graveyard. Baut for the living
one, the last of the dear little flock, were now
all their feelings interested. Hour after hour
could be seen the mother and daughter seated,
one on each side of the bed, where lay the little
sufferer, eagerly watching every motion, every
symptom, their hearts now trembling in hope,
and now almost ceasing to beat in silent oppress.
ing despair. The last of the jewels was a-
little girl, three years old, whose glad young
face, and bird-like voice, had often chased from
both her mother and grandmother, the burden
of care that oppressed the one, and of sorrow
that weighed down the heart of the other.

It was midnight, and still they leaned over
her, watching her dear face, and listening to
. her painful breathing. There was no sound,
other than that which came faintly from the
sufferer, to disturb the deep silence of the hour.
In another room, the father slept in leaden
insensibility. Suddenly the bright blue eyes
of the little sufferer unclosed, and, looking
first at the one, and then at the other of
the anxious faces that bent over her, she closed
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them again, with 2 murmur of disappointe
ment.

¢ What does little Emily want " said her
mother, in a tender tone.

¢ Where’s father?” asked the child, again
opening her eyes, and looking around.

<« He’s asleep, my dear,” replied her mother,
soothingly.

She closed her eyes again with a faint sigh,
and lay for half an hour, motionless as before.
Again she lifted the dark lashes from those in-
nocent orbs—again looked about—and again
asked—

¢ Where’s father 1

«He’s asleep, my child,” said the mother.
¢ Do you wunt him ?”

«I want to see my father. Where is my
father ?""—she asked eagerly.

Mirs. Williams left the bed-side of her sick
child, and entered the room where her husband
was asleep. She endeavored to rouse him from
his deep slumber, but he answered her gentle
effort to awaken him by a drunken growl, and
turned himself over. She now shook him more
violenily He opened his eyes, and with an
angry exclamation, pushed her half across the
Toom>
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8ick at heart, she retnrned to the bed-side of
her suffering child, whose eager eyes, now
widely and fixedly unclosed, sought her own.

¢« Mother, I want to see father ;" she said, as
her mother bent again over her. ¢« Why don’t
father come 7’ Mrs. Williams burst into tears,
and covering her face with her hands, sobbed as
if her very heart would break.

¢¢Don’t cry, mother—father won’t be cross
any more. Father!—where’s my father 1"’ She
now called out in a loud, clear voice—¢¢ Father,
come !”

That thrilling voice was heard, even by the
drunkard in his slumber. The door suddenly
opened, and the father stood by the bed-side of
his sick child. The violence of the fever which
had been consuming her, seemed now to have
given way—her little hands were moist and
cool, and her eyes shone with an unearthly
brightness. She raised herself with an unex-
pected strength, and taking the hand of her
father, she looked up to him with an expression
that an angel’s face might weur, and her voice
that was strangely musical and sweet, stole out,
and the words—

« Father, be good!" thrilled every heart.
string with a wild emotion.
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For a moment more that sweet, earnest, ap-
pealing look was fixed in the face of her father,
and then her eyes gradually closed, her mus-
cles relaxed, and she sunk back upon her pil-
low. The heart of the strong man was shaken,
and the fountain of tears long sealed up were
touched. He bowed his head and wept bitter
stears of repentance. -

No look, no word, no sigh beamed from the
eye or passed from the lips of the dear little
sufferer through the hours that intervened until
the dawning of the morning. Still as if death
had parted the spirit from its earthly covering,
did she lay. Mr. Williams, now wide awake
both in mind and body, scarcely left the bed-
side a moment ; but either sat or stood near the
last one of his little flock, watching with intense
interest for some living change to pass over the
features of his child. But hour after hour he
looked in vain.

Forgetful of his accustomed potation in the
morning, forgetful of every thing but the insen-
sible babe whose innocent thoughts, even in the
extremity of life had been filled with his wrong
doings, he continued to watch over her through
all the day, scarcely induced to allow food te

pass his lips.
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Night, gloomy night, with lightning and
storm, came on again. Hushed in a deep slum-
ber had Emily lain all the day, her breathing
8o low as scarcely to be distinguished. The
physician had come in and looked at her, but
had gone away, without remark on her condi-
tion, or prescription, simply saying that he
would come again in the morning. Silently did",
they all gather round the bed, none thinking of
rest, as the storm without deepened into a tern-
pest. The quick, intense flashes of lightning,
came in through the uncurtained windows,
paling the dim light, and seeming to play round
the face of the innocent sufferer, giving it the
livid, ghastly appearance of death: The deaf-
ening crash that would follow was scarcely
heard, as the three would bend nearer, startled
at the deathlike expression that the fierce light
had thrown upoen the face of the ¢hild, to ascer-
tain if she were still alive.

8he was the last of five dear children—how
could they give herup? Even to pray in the
agony of tried affection that she might be spared,
did the mother presume—forgetful that infinite
Love and Wisdom, that sees all for the best,
cannot be moved to grant a prayer that would
change his merciful and wise providence.
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The hearts of the parents were now oppressed
with their owm pulsations ; for they had almost
ceased to hope. They could not hide from them-
selves the truth that Emily, in the last twenty
four hours, had failed rapidly. Now she lay
before them, with a face only exceeded in white- .
ness by the snowy pillow on which it lay—and
with a form shrunk to half its ordinary size.
The motion of her chest was so slight, that it
scarcely seemed to agitate the covering that en-
closed it, and, save this, there was about the
child no sign of life. The pale light of the
morning came in, and as it gained strength, re-
vealed to the anxious watchers, more of death
in the face of the hushed sleeper, than the dim
lamps had shown. Each bent forward with a
yearning fear about their hearts—an intense
oppression. But the tale was soon told. Once
did the eye-lids slowly unclose—once did the
orbs which had been hidden for hours, look up
with their brightness undiminished—once did
a feeble but sweet smile play round her lips,
and then all was fixed in the rigidity of death.

In silence and in tears did they bear out the
body of their last babe, and lay it with the rest.
As the heavy clods rattled upon the coffin lid,
Williams inwardly swore by the life that ani-

6
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mated him, to be again the industrious citizen,
the tender husband, and the kind son that he
had been 1n years, now passed forever. But noe
sudden resolution can change the will. The
shock of powerful affliction ; the roused sense
of evil doing, may for a time keep down the
passions, strong by indulgence ; but unless some-
thing beyond and above mere human resolves
is called to the aid, the victim to a love of evil
will again sink back—again return to wallow in
the mire of sensuality.

CHAPTER IX.
THE DRUNKARD’S MADNESS.

TEN years had rolled away since the never-
to-be-forgotten night in which the last dear chiid
passed into the world of spirits. In a small,
meanly furnished room, was laid in her last
moments, a pale-faced mother, who had but a
few days before given birth to an infant, Suf-
fering and privation had worn away her flesh,
and she was little more than a breathing skele-
ton, Seated by the bedside was an old woman,
also emaciated and care-worn, who bent her
eyes, filled with glances of affection, upon the
child -of her many thoughts, now evidently
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drawing near the moment of death. The
reader will recognize in these two lonely wo-
mer, the widow Morrison, and her long suffer-
ing child. But where, he asks, is Williams?
Alas! his spasmodic repentance was soon suc-
ceeded by a moral collapse, and he speedily
returned to the habits of a miserable drunkard.
He had continued to eat his bread in idleness—
bread earned by the patient and hard labor of
his wife and her mother. Not long did the
treasure she had laid up for sickness, extremity,
or old age, last the widow Morrison. She could
not see her own child want. It had been ex-
hausted years before this time of painful
extremity.

Night had just closed in on a sull evening in
autumn. The breathing of the dying woman
had grown less and less labored, and, as if pass-
ing into a gentle slumber, she had laid herself
back upon the pillow with closed eyes, and a
peaceful expression of countenance. With in-
tense interest did Mrs. Morrison regard the face
of her daughter, watching the feeble play of
every muscle that showed the mind to be active,
although the body was calm and almost motion-
less.

Buddenly the door was swung rudely open
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and with a heavy step, came reeling n the
drunken husband. The noise startled Mrs
Williams from her sweet dream, and she lifted
herself with a wild expression and gesture from
her pillow.

Mrs. Morrison’s raised finger, and low
¢ h-u-s-h,”” was answered by

«Shut up your trap, old woman! I want
none of your gammon. I guess I can be
allowed to hear my own feet in my own house.”

¢« O James !—James!” said his wife, in a
faint voice, ¢ you will kill me 1"’

“ Women are hard to kill. You've been
saying that for the last ten-years, but you are
here yet. Come, get up! I want some supper,”
—and the drunken wretch actually caught her
by the arm, and, but for the timely interference

~of her mother, would have dragged her out
upon the floor.

This resistance was answered by a blow upon
the face of Mrs. Morrison, so powerful as to
knock her insensible upon the floor. This was
more than the feeble body of Mrs. Williams
could endure. With one loud, piercing shriek,
that seemed to embody the agony of a broken
heart, she fell back upon her pillow and was
dead in an instant.
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For an hour did Mrs. Morrison lay, veic of
sense or motion, upon the floor. The wretched
father. when he saw the awful result of his
drunken anger, was sobered instantly. But
even in his sober moments, he had no thought,
no affection for others. He thought only of
himself, and precipitately left the house, When
Mrs. Morrison recovered from the stunning
effects of the blow and fall, she found the body
of her daughter lying cold in death-across the
bed, and the infunt under her, only protected
from injury by a pillow, close beside which it
lay in a gentle sleep.

Her cup of sorrow now seemed full, and for
the first time for many years, all energy of
mind forsook her. She seated herflf by the
bed-side, and gave way to thoughts of despair.
From this she was roused by the entrance of a
neighbor, who came in to see if she could be
of any service for an hour or two, in relieving
Mrs. Morrison from the care of her daughter.
Bhe found need for all her kind intentions.

It were needless to dwell on the oft told scene
of burial. Mrs. Williams’ body was removed
in due time. Her husband did not make his
appearance, and none knew where to find him,

or cared to have him present
6*
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One week after the death of her daughter,
while the widow Morrison was sitting in her
lonely dwelling, holding in her arms all that
now made life desirable, the door slowly opened,
and a pale, haggard-looking man entered, and
silently seated himself in a chair. There was
a strange fear expressed in his face, and hts eye
glancing wildly and nervously about, occasion-
ally looking with something like terror towards
the door, as if he had just escaped from some
one who sought his life. Presently he got up,
and coming close to the alarmed widow, said, in
a husky whisper—
¢You won’t let them hurt me, will you?
Hark! See! They are coming! Quick! hide
me !—hide me! There now! Don’t move,

" nor tell them I am here!” And he crouched
down behind her chair, in a paroxysm of terror,
the large drops of perspiration streaming over
his face and falling to the floor.

In speechless alarm Mrs. Morrison lcoked at
the terrified being, and all at once discovered
that the pale, emaciated, horror-stricken wretch

" by her side, was none other than the husband
of Emeline. )

«Keep off l—keep off " he suddenly scream-
ed out, “Go away—oh!—ou!—OH!” in a
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loud, prolonged yell of agony, Then cowering
down upon the floor he hid his face in his kands
and trembled in every limb.

¢« What is the matter, James ?”’ said Mrs.
Morrison, laying the child upon the bed, and
regarding the terrified man, evidently bereft of
his senses, with a look of pity mingled with fear.

¢« Oh mother ! evil spirits in every form are
after me. See! see! It comes!—it comes!”

¢« What comes, James ?”

¢« The great red dragon, with eyes of flame !
See, he is coming down from the ceiling, ana
now—=Save me ! save me ! oh !—o-A!” the last
interjection prolonged into a wild scream of
terror.

¢ It is gone !’ he said, breathing more freely,
and an expression of returning reason lighting
up his face. ¢« Oh mother! I shall die, if they
are not kept off. Why did you let them in?
There now! one of them is pushing his head
under the door. Be off! be off! You can’t
hurt me now! No, you know you can’t.”

The wretched man sprung fron. his recams
bent position as if a knife had pierced his heart;
flung himself upon the bed, and buried himself
beneath the clothes. The infant narrowly es«
caped being crushed to death.

~
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Mrs. Morrison, whose bewildered senses be-
gan to come back to her, picked up the child
and ran with it into a neighbor’s. Several men
went into the house, and after trying in vain to
quiet the alarmed and wretched being, laboring
under an attack of mania-d-potu, had him con-
veyed to the Alms-House, where he rapidly
grew worse, and died in less than a week.

CHAPTER X,

CONCLUSION,

Mrs. MorrisoN was now all alone with the
child that had fallen to her charge. She was
nearly sixty years old, and much enfeebled by
constant toil and great mental suffering. She
bad no means with which to pay for nursing
the child, and even if she had been able, she
would still have been unwilling to have parted
with it. No certain means were within her
reach for even a subsistence ; but she did not
give way to despondency. A kind neighbor
who kept a cow supplied her with new milk
twice a day for the infant, and between knitting,
spinning, and doing coarse sewing for the shops,
she managed to get enough food to supply her
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own wants, and to gather together the rent for
the landlord whenever he should call for at.
For a year after her daughter died, the widow
Morrison managed to get along without actuat
suffering. But her strength began now rapidly
to fail, and of course, her slender income was
diminished. Little Henry could now just totter
about, and required even more of her attention
than when, seated upon the floor, he used to
amuse himself for hours. For another year she
toiled on, but it was amid many sufferings and
severe privations. Henry was often sick from
his first to his second year, and required, in con-
sequence, the most careful attention. He was
now entering his third year, and Mrs. Morrison
began to fear, from too apparent indications,
that she should be unable long to bear up.
Winter soon came on, and she had nothing
laid by for the inclement season. And though
she toiled on ir pain and weakness, she could
earn but little. Tea and coffee, which become
80 necessary from long use, to old persons, she
could now rarely procure. Unwilling to make
her wants known, where relief would have
been obtained, she struggled on, often stinting
herself that her dear little boy might have a
hearty meal. Through it all she managed to

4RNQNRE
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have her money ready on the day her landlord
called. Something she continued to earn all
along, but she called none of it her own, until
she had laid by just what the rent would amount
to in the day or the week for which she_drew
her little earnings. As the weather grew more
severe, she found it very difficult to procure
wood enough to keep them warm. Almost every
night, as soon as it grew dark, would she retire
to her bed with little Henry, te keep warm, and
thus save wood and candles. Often when they
thus retired, their supper had consumed every
_ particle of food in the house. But she generally
managed to husband so well her little resources
as to have still a few cents left to buy bread for
breakfast ; and through the succeeding day she
never failed to obtain something for work already
finished. So constantly was her mind occupied
with the duties devolving upon her that she had
no time to be unhappy. And the sore trials she
had passed through, and the afflictions she had
cxperienced, had elevated her affections above
mere selfish and sensual things, and caused
her to fix them upon a higher and more certain
source of contentment.

There was one abiding principle of her mind
that had, in all her long suffering, buoyed. her



MARY ELLIS. n

up. It was a fixed confidence in the Divine
Providence. She perceived, clearly, that, in the
Divine Providence, eternal ends were always
in view, and that all temporal affliction was of
use to enable its subject to see clearly where
affection was wrongly placed.

Thus had she gradually attamed a state of
preparation for another life, by the putting away
of evils, through the Divine assistance. The
keen suffering she had endured showed how
deeply seated had beer tne aisease. Patiently,
but fulfilling all her duties, she now waited for
her change. 4

For the first time, one cold night in January,
she retired to bed, after having consumed the
last morsel, without anything left with which
to buy food on the next morning. She had paid
her rent on that day, and in doing so parted
with her last cent. She found herself through
the day more feeble than usual, and to a neigh-
bor who dropped in just about night-fall, she -
expressed herself as being conscious that she
had nearly filled up the days of her pilgrimage.

¢] can hardly tell you,” she said, ¢ how
pleasantly my mind has been affected through
the day, in looking back on a long and che-
quered life, and perceiving the hand -of Good-
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uess in every event. It is all summed up for

" me now, and I can sce the result. I know tha
I am near a peaceful end to all my wandering ;
and standing now as I do upon the utmost verge
of time, I bless the kind Providence that has
watched over me, and am thankful for all the
affliction I have endured.”

In a calm and holy frame of mind did the
Widow Morrison take her dear child in her
arms, and resign herself to slumber. Sweetly,
no doubt, did she sink away, like an infant on
its mother’s breast. But the sleep that locked

-up her senses, proved to be a gentle lapsing
away of life. When next she awoke it was in
the world of spirits.

The rest has already beerw told.



BELL MARTIN.

——

CHAPTER L
SPRIGS OF AMERICAN ARISTOCRACY.

“ ARe you going to Mr, Martin’s grand ‘come.
off;’ to-morrow evening, Harry ¥’ asked one young
man of another, as they lounged in the bar-room
of the Mansion House.

« Of course I am. Will you be there "

“0, yes. I never miss being present on such
occasions. But say, Harry, are you serious in
that matter about pretty Bell 1"

“Am I? What a question for you to ask!
Certainly I am.”

“ Do you think you can get around the old man,
her father

“I can try. My family is as good as his. So
you see we are even there. But I do n’t think
much about him, now. I must first get the right
side of Bell.”

“ How do you expect to manage that?”

“ By talking sentiment, Fayin her the most
flattering attentions possible, and being her most
humble servant on all occasions.”

“ She will have a splendid fortune.”

“ There is no mistake about that”

“How large do you think 1"
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«I have ascertained, pretty certainly, that ola
Martin is worth about nine hundred thousand
dollars. He has two children. They will divide
at his death over three hundred thousand dollars
a piece, after the widow’s one-third has been
taken out. And she, of course, is not going to
live forever.” .

“Of course not. And you would come in, if
you had the daughter, for half of that sum also.”

“ Exactly. Now isn't there a glorious prospect
before me ?”

“There is, really. A golden opportunity, like
this, must not pass, unimproved.” :

“Nor will it.”

«“How do you stand with Bell ¥

“Pretty fair, I think. Last week I was at a
party with her, and broke the ice. She is®young,
fou know, and as frank and innocent as a child.

really felt my heart warm toward her.” -

“Indeed! That was a phenomenon!” said the
friend laughing. :

“Was n'tit! But do n’t be alarmed. I’m not
g]oing to fall in love with her until I find the coast
clear.”

“ Do nt, if you please, or I shall be compelled to
cut your acquaintance.”

“Never fear. A young man of my habits can’t
afford to fall in love, unless he is sure of success.”

“ And certain of gaining a fortune.”

«“Of course. That was pre-supposed.”

«“Are you going to buy that splendid pair of
horses, belonging to Porter, which you drove out
yesterday

#] wish to do so0.”

“He asks twelve hundred dollars for them, I
believe.” . C

“Yes. But Ithink would not refuse a thousand
iflaid down before him.” :
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¢ Why don’t you take them, Harry! They are
worth all of that.”

“]I 've sounded my old man about it. But he
looks black so soon as I begin to approach the
subject.” .

«“ What a hore! I wonder if either of us will
ever get our fingers upon some of our dads’ cash,
to s?end it as we please ?”’

“I hope so, one of these days. Won't I put it
in circulation, then!” snapping his fingers, and
winking with a knowing look. It will be one
of the strangest things in nature, if I do n't.”

“ What an annoyance it is,” said the companion
of the one called Harry, “to have rich old fainers
like ours, to tantalize us with the idea of weaith
in fFrospective, while they give us but the mere
trifle of two or three thousand a year to spend.”

«It is indeed! But what do you think? My
old man told me, yesterday, that he thought it
high time that I was beginning to do something.”

“ Do something !”

“Yes.”

“ What did he mean by that 7"

“Open an office for the practice of law, I sup-
ose. You know that, to please him, I studied
aw for a year or two—got squeezed through an

examination, and entered as a member of the
Philadelphia bar.”

“Yes, I remember now; ha! hat And he
wanted you to put up your shingle, ¢ Eternally at
Law, and come into association with the filth and
offtscouring of this righteous city,—Pickpockets,
thieves, blackguards, etc.” ,

% Yes, that was it.”

“ But you had no notion of such a thing1”

“Not Y Why do I want to practice law, or do
any thing else? Has n;t*the old man plenty of
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money? Ain’t Iborn a gentleman? Let the coms
mon herd work, say\L”

« Ditto. Only about every tenth man that is
born, as some one has said, can afford to do
nothing. Thank fortune ! I am one of the decimal
numbers.”

«So is this child. It ’s no use for the old man
to talk to me. I’m not going to open an office and
stick up my name, to be reduced in public estima-
tion to a mere pettifogging lawyer.”

« But would n't it be policy for you to do so ¥’

« How "

« T'o make fair weather with old Martin.”

«“How would my opening an office make fair
weather with him 7"

« He is a merchant 7"

“ Yes.”

« And by industry and enterprise has quad-
rapled the fortune left him by his father.”

“ So I have heard it said.”

“From persevering in industrious habits him-
self, he has, doubtless, come to have a high esti-
mation of industry in others.”

“ There may be something in that.”

« Naturally, then, he would be inclined to think
favorably of a young man, pursuing, with appa-
rent industry, some business or profession, while
he would look unfavorably upon one whom he
would call a mere'idler.”

« | see the force of what you say; and wonder
that the idea never presented itself to my mind.
But do n’t you think the fact of my being known
as only a young lawyer, would lessen my estima~
tion in the eyes of Bell ”

«“I do n’t know. Perhaps it might.”

“I fear so. She’s a young romantic thing, and
the idea of a common workie—for all these law
yers and merchants, and the like, are as much
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workies as mere mechanics—might give her a
prejudice against me.”

«There is force in that view.”

“ And suppose some foreign earl, or count were
to come along and take a notion to her—what
chance would a mere lawyer have? None at all
O, no! Imust still keep up the gentleman, until
I’ve got her hooked, and then for scheming it over
the old codger, her father !”

“I believe you are right, Harry But come,
let ’s have a drink, and then for a ride out to
Howell's.”

The two young sprigs of American aristocracy
then turned to the bar, and each a took a strong
ﬁllass ‘of brandy punch, preparatory to their ride

to the country. Fifteen minutes afterward they
were dashing up Chesnut street behind a pair of
beautiful horses, owned by the friend of Harry,
or Henry Ware, with feelings of contempt for the
spill'ligess pedestrians who plodded along the side-
walks.

The reader needs no further description of their
characters, than what they have themselves given,
to be able to appreciate them fully. Both were
sons of wealthy merchants, wrongly educated.
The systematic labor by which their parents had
risen into wealth and station in society, they des-
pised as something degrading. Idle pleasure
seemed to them the only worthy object of pur-
suit. Every thing else was beneath the station
and dignity of true gentlemen. Spendthrifts—
the liberal supplies of money furnished them with
a false liberality by their fathers, were altogether
insufficient to meet their growing and extrava-
gant wants. Hence, the means of obtaining
more inexhaustible and independent supplies,
soon formed part of their thoughts. They had
hecome men, and, as men, were annoyed by
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what they esteemed the niggardly parental offer-
ings. To such, marriage presents the only way
to obtain the large amount of money called for by
extravagant habits and unsatisfied desires. And
to thoughts of marriage their minds, especially
that of Henry Ware, turned; and he was about
entering, as has been seen, with no small degree
of tact and earnestness, upon the business he had
laid out as necessary to be done;—it is said,
necessary to be done, for only in a business light
did young Ware view the matter. If he had
been in possession of as much money as he
wanted, he would have thought of a wife about the
last thing. With such an encumbrance, he would
have been very far from burdening himself.

CHAPTER 11
LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM.

« How-does that look, Fanny ?” asked Bell Mar-
tin, turning her happy face toward her sister, and
directing attention to a beautiful head dress that a
modest-looking, plainly attired girl,about her own
age, had been arranging for her.

« Very pretty indeed, sister; Mary is always
tast¥ in her devices and arrangements.”

«Isn’t she? We must try and find you a nice
husband, Mary.”

Mary smiled quietly, but made no reply. Her
station did not permit her to return jests, and
knowing this, she never attempted to do so. But
still, she had her own thoughts, as well as they.”

«I think that white rose is a little too much con~
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cealed, Mary, do n't you?” remarked Bell, after .
having surveyed herself for some time in the

« Perhaps it is,” replied Mary, lifting her hand
to re-adjust the flower. )

« But stop, Mary,” interposed the light-hearted
girl, taking hold of her hand before she had
touched the rose. “That ¢perhaps’ was rather
coldly said. You do n’t really think the flower
too much hid—now do yout” .

“No, I do not, or else I would have brought it
out more.”

“Then I won't have it touched, for I never
opposed my taste to yours yet, that you were not
in the right,” Bell replied, laughing. .

“You are very particular this evening, sister,”
remarked Fanny.

«AmI? Well I have my reason for it.”

“Ah! Whatisit?”

«]’m going to captivate young Harry Ware.”

« Indeed ! :

“Yes. I intend carrying the citadel of his
heart by storm.”

«Take care that you do not lose ycur own in
the contest.”

“ Oh, never fear but that I'll keep fast hold of
mine, at least till I see something to gain by a
surrender.”

“Harry is certainly a very captivating young
man. Do n't you think so, Mary 1"

Inrectly appealed to, although in a laughing
mood, Mary replied with the frankness of a sin-
cere heart,

“I have not had an opportunity of observing
him very closely; but the little I have seen «f
him has not prepossessed me a great deal in his
favor.”"

“ Has n't it, indeed ! Miss Demure 1"
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«It has not, Bell; but no doubt I can judge a
flower for-a young lady of your position in
society, much better than I can a lover.”

* Perhaps so. But why do n’t you like Harry
Ware, Mary 1

“Did I say that I did not like him 7

“No. But you said you were not prepossessed
in his favor 1”

«That is true.”

“Then why are you not prepossessed in his
favor?”

“Iam sure I don’t know. But I feel as if 1
should n’t like to see you the wife of Mr. Ware.”

The voice of the maiden trembled slightly as”
she said this, and her tones had in them some-
thing of tenderness; for she loved Bell Martin and
her sister—although standing to them only in the
relation of one that served—almost as purely as
if thf? were of her own kindred. -

“His wife, Mar{! How strangely you talk!
No one said any thing about becoming his wife.
O, dear! That'’s another matter, altogether.”

“It’s the next thing that follows the winnin
and losing of hearts, though, I believe,” replie
Mary, the color on her chee%( deepening.

“Is'it, Mary 7’ Bless me! how the girl talks
And see how she is blushing, Fanny! AsIlive
now I come to think of it, I do believe she has lost
her heart already. I thought Mr. Lane, Pa’s head
clerk, came here gretty often of late.”

This speech had the effect to make poor Mary’s
face as red as scarlet. :

“There! See that! See that, Fanny! Just
look at her face! Now, who would have sus-
pected our modest, quiet Mary

“The next thing that follows the losing and
winning of hearts, 18 marriage, I believe, ain't it,
Mary ?” said Fanny, with mock seriousness.
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“ 0, of course it is. How soon is the wedding
to take place? It shall be in this very house, for
ou are a good girl, Mary, and we all love you,”

1] added, half laughing, half serious.

The momentary confusion that this unexpected
sally wrought in the mind of Mary, soon subsided,
and she said, in her quiet way—

“ You have anticipated what I should have told
you to-morrow.”

“ So it ’s all true, Mary !” ejaculated Bell, almost
springing upon the floor with delight. Then turn-
ing quickly, and grasping the hand of the young
girl, she said, in a serious voice—

“ None will rejoice more than Fanny and my-
self at your good fortune, Mary. Mr. Lane I have
always heard spoken of by Pa in the highest
terms, and I am sure he will make you a good
husband. But we shall be very sorry to lose you.’
Indeed, I do not know what we will do when you
are %one.”

“You can still feel kindly toward me. I ask
but that return for the deep interest my heart
does, and always must take in you,” Mary said,
looking up into the face of the sisters, her eyes
ready to gush with tears. “We have been
together as little children, sharing each other’s-
pleasures. The same tender care that was over
you has been over me. And notwithstanding, as
we sprung up toward womanhood, our relations
to each other became necessarily changed, I have
not loved you less. Forgive me for saying, that
I have loved you as sisters—I could not help it.”

The tears that had trembled beneath her dark
lashes now rolled over the maiden’s cheek.

“ We-will love you as a sister,” was the instant
respensc of the affectionate Bell, drawing her arm
around the waist of Mary. Our stations in life
are different. We cannot mingle in society

»
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together. But that need not—that cannot disturb
the sisterly regard we- must feel for you. You
are worthy of it all, Mary.”

A deep silence followed—a silence in which
tender emotions were welling up from each gen-
tle and affectionate bosom. As they had never
felt it before, did Bell and Fanny feel the delight
of being loved fervently by a pure and honest
heart—even though it beat in the bosom of one
all unknown to, and all unappreciated by, the
world.

“ But come, Bell,” said Fanny, breaking in upon
that deep pause, “ time passes.”

«“ So it does. But I will soon be ready. Here,
Mary, arrange this scarf for me, if you please.
There, that will do. And now do n’t you think 1
.look charming "

“Very; only a little—pardon me—overdressed.”

« That s according to your taste, Mary.”

«Of course. My taste inclines to the simple.”

«1t’s a very pure taste, [ know, but hardly gives
attractions enough for one in my station. Young
ladies who move in our circle, you know, dress
with a rich display, sometimes.”

“I know they do. But they hide, it seems to
me, instead of bringing out their loveliness.”

« Perhaps they do. Still, to quote a homely
adage— Fine feathers make fine birds.’”

. Mary shook her head, and smiled a reproof, as
she said—

«It’s no use for me to argue with you, Bell, for
while you give up your point, virtually, in argu-
ment, you stick to it in practice.”

“ No, Mary, I do n’t think it is. I can admire
the beauty of simplicity in others—you for in.
stance—but like a little finery for myself. But
bark! there’s the bell. Our company are begin.
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ning to come, and we must be down to receive
them.”

Among the first who came, were Henry Ware
and his two sisters, with whom Bell and Fanny
were on terms of intimacy. The young man, as
has been seen, had resolved on making a con-
quest; he, therefore, had dressed himself with
studied care, so as to bring out into good effect
his really attractive person.

There was something in the tone of his voice
and the expression of his face, when he saluted
Bell, already prepossessed in his favor, that made
her heart quicken its pulsations, and send the
blood in warmer currents to her cheek. Henry
‘Ware did not fail to observe the slight glow that
mantled her young and innocent face, nor the
pleasure that sparkled in hereye. They strength.
ened his hope of success.

“ She is mine, in spite of the d—I1!” was the
eiegant and manly expression of his thoughts,
whispered to himself, as he turned froin her to
address her sister. .

Whenever, without attracting particuiar obser-
vation, he could get by her side during the even-
ing, he was sure to be there; and all his conver-
sation was skilfully managed, so as to excite in
ner mind tender emotions.

Attached to Mr. Martin’s elegant residence was
a large garden, richly adorned with plants of the
rarest kinds. It was laid off in beautifully ar-
ranged walks, with arbors and alcoves, statuary
and every tasteful device that could please the
eye. Always, during an evening entertainment
in pleasant weather, it was brilliantly lluminated
with variegated lamps, ingeniously arranged into
elegant and striking figures.

Into this a portion of the company might always
be found, strolling about,2 thus dividing the allure.
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ments of the social circle with the calmer and
more elevating delights of nature.

“ Come, Bell, suppose we take a little walk in
the garden ;—the air of these rooms is becoming
oppressive,” said Ware to the gentle girl who
leaned upon his arm. “ We have danced and
sung, and mingled pleasantly in the gay circle
here for some two hours. A change to the quiet
scene without will be very pleasant.”

“]t certainly will,” replied Bell, making an in.
voluntary movement toward the door.

The two then retired from the brilliantly lighted
saloon and gay company, and entered the garden.
The air was mild, and balmy from the perfume
rising from a thousand odoriferous flowers. The
moon and stars looked down from a sky of unu-
sual brilliancy, and shed their soft light, like a veil
of silver over all things.

« Beautiful! beautiful!” ejaculated Bell, as she

perceived and felt the loveliness of the scene.
. %It is, indeed, very beautiful !” replied her com-
panion, uttering a sentiment he scarcely felt. His
mind was too selfishly interested in securing the
affections of the maiden, to care any thing about
a lovely moonlight scene, except so far as it might
tend to aid in the accomplishment of his purpose.
He could, therefore, perceive the beauty of ex-
ternal nature, but not feel it.

Slowly, they took their way down one of the
most retired alleys of the garden. Bell, whose
feelings the scene around had almost instantly
softened into tenderness, leaned with an air of
affectionate confidence upon the arm of Ware,
and listened to his artful and insinuating words,
that, while they spoke not of his own thoughts
and feelings, were fraught with just the senti-
ments calculated to awaken the heart of one so
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young and by nature so affectionate as the inno-
cent maiden by his side. o

« Let us rest here for awhile, and enjoy the calm
delight of this lovely season,” the young mau
said, after having strayed through the garden for
some ten or fifteen minutes, pausing as he did so,
before an arbor thickly shaded by a vine, upon
which the yet unripe clusters hung in luxuriant
profusion. ) )

« How much I enjoy a scene like this,” he re-
marked, after they were seated, thus alone. «It
has in it something so purifying and elevating to
the spirit. Something that lifts us above the base
ideas and grovelling affections of this sordid
world. It is under the influence of an hour like
this that we feel ourselves to be immortal.”

“Do you remember L. E. L.s lines ‘On a
Star ? ” asked Bell, after a brief silence.

«I do not.”

«That brilliant star, yonder, has recalled the
touching effusion to my mind.”

«Can you repeat the lines to which you allude 1”

«Q yes. For I have thought of them hundreds
of times.”

“ Then recite them, Bell.” .

The maiden compli&éd, and recited, in a ow
voice, full of pathos, the following lines:

[ ]

“ Beautiful star, that art wandering through
The mitthight ocean’s waves of blue!
I have watched since thy first pale ray
Rose on the farewell of summer’s day.
From thy first sweet shine in the twilight hour,
To th: rresent blaze of beauty and power!
Would I could read my destiny,
Lovely and glorious star, in thee!
Yet why should I wish ?—I know too well
What thy tablet of light would tell!
What, O, what, could I read there
Rut the depths of love's despair,—
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Blighted feelings, like leaves that fall

The first from April's coroi

Hopes, like meteors, that shine and depart—
An early grave and a broken heart!”

“ A beautiful beginning but a sad ending, Bell.
Why should such poetry be a favorite with you?
But that brilliant star, overhead, if the star of thy
destiny, would reveal a brighter page.”

“I hope so. Still, I have always loved those
lines, and have repeated them over, almost invol-
untarily, a hundred times, until my feelings have
become imbued with their sadness. Heaven
grant that they be not prophetic of wrecked hopes
and a broken heart for me.”

Bell spoke with emotion—for, suddenly, there
came over her heart a chilling fear, that seemed
like a prophetic warning. :

«“ How strange that you should speak thus!”
said her companion, in surprise. “You, than
whom no one has a brighter prospect;—you,
every footstep of whose way has, thus far, been
upon flowers.”

« It is strange that I should feel thus. . But it is
only when [ repeat those verses, that there falls
upoh my heart a shadow.”

“Then [ would never repeat them again; for
they mock you with idle fears.”

«T believe they do,” replied Bell, rallying her-
self with an effort. .

“ How exquisitely falls that music upon the ear
softened by distance,” remarked Ware, after
another pause. “It comes like the swelling and
subsiding tones of the wind-touched /Eolian.”

“ Music never came to me with such sweet-
ness before,” said the maiden, in innocence and
simpl,icity. It seems as if I could listen to it for-
ever”
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¢1 feel the same subdued and tender impres-
sions,” replied the young man, in a low, soft tone,

*But come,” he added, after a brief silence,
* we will be missed.”

“ True—true! Ihad forgotten, under the sweet
influence of the hour, that othersare to be thought
of and regarded.”

The two then returned, slowly, arm in arm
entered the house, and rejoined the gay groups
within.

It was past two o’clock when the last visiter de-
parted. Mary, who had superintended the arrange-
ments of the party, after all were gone and a few
directions had been given to the servants, went
up to the room of Bell and Fanny to assist in un-
dressing them. She found the former seated by
a window in a musing attitude, looking out upon
the brilliant sky.

« Come, Mary, you must attend to me first, for
Bell is away up among the stars, and won't ‘e
Jdown again for half an hour.”,

Mary smiled at this pleasant sally, but “e. aid
not seem to hear it.

“ There, Mary, you can go to star-gazing with
Bell if you choose,—I’m going to court a few
pleasant dreams!” she added, in a little while,
springing lightly into bed. In a few minutes she
was fast asleep.

Mary turned, and stood looking for some mo-
ments at Bell, who was still lost in deep abstrac-
tion. Then going up to her, she laid her han
genll{ on her arm, and said— :

«Shall I assist you to undress ?”

«If you please, Mary,” replied Bell, looking up
with a deep sigh, and then submitting to Mary’s
hands in silence. Her rich attire was soon
changed for garments of snowy whiteness, and in
these she again took ge: place by the window,
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and lifted her young face once more to the sky
that was sparkling in beauty and brightness.

As Mary turned to leave the chamber, she felt
a strong reluctance to do so. For a few moments
she hesitated, and then going back, she said'in a
respectful tone—

“ You do not seem like yourself to-night, Bell,”

The maiden roused herself again at this, and
after looking into Mary’s face for an instant or
two, said——

“Come, and sit down here, Mary.”

Mary complied in silence.

“I am not myself to-night. In that you say
truly. But what ails me I cannot tell. I have
never felt the influence of a scene like this as I do
now. It seems as if I could sit and gaze forever
upon the sky and its myriads of beautiful stars.
Let me repeat to you some verses of that exquisite
poetess, L. E. L. They describe this hour and
. tms scene most beautifully.

. ——*Look up
Toward the beautiful heaven! the fair moon
Is shining timidly, like 2 young queen,
Who fears to claim her full authority :
The stars shine in her presence; o’er the sk
A few light clouds are wandering, like the
That even happy love must know; the air
Is full of perfume and most musical,
Althoutgh no other sounds are on the gale
Than the soft falling of the mountain rill
Or the waving of the leaves.’

Is that not appropriate and beautiful ¥’

“Very. But it is too late now to be gazing at
the moon and stars, and repeating poetry, Bell
Come, get into bed and go to sleep. A good
night's repose will calm down your over excited
feelings. Come! or I shall really think that in the
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effort to captivate the heart of Henry Ware, you
have lost your own !”

Thus rallied, Bell came more to herself, and after
having been urged again by Mary, retired to her
bed. It was long, however, before she sunk into
slumber, and that was full of the dreams of a
maiden'’s first, pure, ardent love for one she fondly
invests with a thousand perfections.

CHAPTER IIL -
PARENTAL ANXIETIES.

m“é’n! Good morning, Harry! Good morn.
gt .

“Good morning, Tom. I’'m glad to see you!
How are you, my boy! How are you?” grasping
the hand that was extended, and shaking it long
and heartily.

-« Really, Harry, you seem to be on the moun-
tain top this morning.”

“And so I am. Confound it, old fellow! I’m
sure of success!”

« So I should suspect, after seeing the peculiar
rqagggr in which Bell leaned on your arm, last
nigh

“You observed it, then, did you?”

«Q, of course.”

«“And 1 felt it, Tom: which was a thousand
times better ! She’s mine assure as fate! Iknew -
that I would prove irresistible if I only laid my-
self out for it. I’m not the commonest looking
fellow that walks Chestnut street--am [?”



L g

20 BELL MARTIN.

“No, not by a dozen. But, say, Harry, did you
preak the ice 1" :

«How 1

“Did you talk love to her 1

“ 0O, no! only poetry and sentiment. Last night
I spent most of the time in reading her character,
which I found I could do as readily as I can read
a book.”

“ Well, how were you pleased with it?”

« Admirably, of course!”

« She ’ll make just the wife you want !”

“ The what ?”

“The wife.”

« Fal-lal! I’m not looking out for a wife.”

“For what, then ?”

“You'’re simple, Tom! For a fortune, of
course. Have you so soon forgotten our con-
versation of yesterday? As to the wife part, no
doubt that will be well enough. Still, I 'm a little
afraid.”

« Of what 1

« Afraid that she will love me too well.”

“Love you too well ?”

“Aye! There rests my only fear. But that’s
her look out-—not mine.”

“I do n’t see any particular objection to her
loving you as hard as she pleases.”

“You’re dull this morning, Tom. I would like
a wife, if I must have one,—~an inevitable neces-
sity, I believe, since my old man is so close with
his purse-strings—who would mind her own con-
cerns and let me mind mine. -She might have
her own establishment if she chose, and dash it
in any kind of style that pleased her. Of course,
I should want the same privilege. Now, from
what I can see of Bell, she ’s not exactly that kind
of a body. She would want her husband tied to
her apron strings all the while. Would want te
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be kissed twenty times a day, and all that silly
nonsense. Or else there would be a constant
succg‘ssion of April showers. Do you understand
now ¥’ :

«Clearly! But that’s a risk you will have to
run. A consequence that must be endured, if it
ean 't be helped. Money will cover a multitude
of sins and imperfections.”

“You ’re right, Tom! and if she chooses to in-
dulge in all that sentimental kind of nonsense,
she must tike the consequence. For certain it
is, I can 't stomach it, and will not. I’ll leave her
in freedom to come in when she pleases, go out
when she pleases, and do what she pleases; and,
as [ want nothing but what is fair, shall take the
same privilege myself.”

« Precisely! You seem to be pretty sure of
her, however?”

“So I'am. I made an impression last night,
that is not going to be effaced.”

« But suppose the old man will not consent ?”’

“Did you never hear of a runaway match,
Tom?”

« Q, yes,” laughingly.

“Then you’ll hear of another, in that case.
Do you understand ?”

« Perfectly! You ’re a rare fellow, Harry.”

s Ain't I? Still, I must avoid that last neces-
sity, if possible. It might stand in the way of
my lfingering the old fellow’s cash as soon as I
wish.”

“You'd better be looking out for an office
then, had n’'t you?”

« Yes, I suppose I had. Confound the neces-
sity! What fools some of these old codgers are!
A man is nothing in their eyes, unless he is a
workie. Pah!”

« What a figure you will cut, sitting with
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solemn importance in your office, surrounded
with books, and a tin sign on your window—
¢ Henry Ware, Attorney at Law.’ Ha! ha! ha!”

“ Do hush, Tom! or I shall get sick!”

«]It’ll have to be done, though. I wonder whc
will be you first client ?”

« Some loafer, up for assault and battery, I sup-
pose.”

« As likely as not. But come, I have an engage-
ment at twelve, and it is that now.”

“Let us drink first,” replied Harry, and turn-
ing to the bar-keeper—for they had met, as usual,
in a tavern—ordered some brandy. The two
worthies then drank success to Harry’s enter-
prise, and parted. :

It was, probably, an hour after that young"
Ware entered ljis father’s counting-room, and
after glancing over the newspapers, sought an
opportunity to converse with the old gentleman.

“I've been thinking a good deal about what
you suggested a few days ago, father,” he said,
with a serious air.

“ Well, to what conclusion have you come ?”
was the reply, in a grave tone. '

« That you are right. A young man of my age
ought not to be spending his time so idly as I am
now doing.”

“You have concluded to open an office, then

“I have. And if you will furnish me with the
necessary books, I will put myself down to busi-
ness at once.”

“That is right, Henry,” said Mr. Ware, in a
cheerful tone, his face suddenly brightening.
“Your repugnance to any kind of business, has
been to me a source of great anxiety. Idle plea-
sure-taking, let me assure you, Henry, is the
poorest possible way in which to seek for real
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happiness. In that path it never has, and never
will be found.”

«“] believe you are right,” replied the son, with
hypocritical gravity. ¢“l am sure, that in mere
pleasure-taking, as you term it, I have never
re;;lilze,d any thing.to give true satisfaction to the -
mind.’ :

¢ And you never will, rest assured, if you

ursue that course. Most truly do I rejoice to

d a better perception of things dawning upon
your mind. If you will only enter upon your
profession with application, energy, and indus-
try, you must rise into eminence, for you have,
naturally, a mind that is active, and compre-
hensive in its grasp. Or, if you shoyd prefer
entering into business with me, the way is open
and a quickegroad to independence, before you.
Here is capital and every facility that may be
needed.”

«[ think I should prefer law,” replied the son,
after musing for an instant or two. It offersa
better field for the exercise of talents.”

“So it does. Let it be law, then. I am
satisfied. So soon as you meet with an office to
suit you, let me know, and I will have it fitted
up handsomely. In the mean time, furnish me
with a list of such books as you want, and they
shall be ready.”

“I will hand you a list to-morrow,” replied
Henry.

After half an hour’s further conference, which
‘ended in the transference of a check to the young
man for two hundred dollars, he left the counting.
room. A few heurs after, he met his crony, Tom,
or Thomas Handy. :

“« Well, Tom, I *ve talked to the old man about
that law office,’ was his salutation.
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“ You are quick on the trigger! How was he
pleased 1"

“ Tickled to death, of course! He thinks that
1’ll be second to none at the bar, if I only devote
myself to the profession with untiring zeal and
industry.” :

“Indeed! That ’s flattering!”

«Ain’t i? Untiring zeal and industry! Oh,
dear! That would be a catastrophe, as old What-
do-ye-call-him says.” :

« He thought you in solemn earnest, then 1"

“ Of course. And gave me some capital good
advice, though, for the soul of me, I can 't recoi-
lect a word of it now.”

«“ No consequence.”

« But I"ll tell you what I do recollect.”

“« Wellt” *

«How I came over him too nicely for a couple *
of hundred.”

«Indeed !”

«It’s a fact. I talked, and talked, until I got
him in a capital good humor, and then came down
upon him for a check. . He was completely cor-
nered, and could not say no. So here’s the
hundred I borrowed of you last week, and much
obliged to you., The other hundred will pay off
a small debt or-two, and leave me a little spend-
ing money. My stock was getting rather low.”

ile Henry Ware was thus, in cold, unprin-
cipled heartlessness, laying his plans for securing
the hand of a pure-minded, intelligent, affectionate
girl, Bell's heart was trembling with love's first
and tenderest emotions. The expression of his
face, as he looked into hers, the tones of his voice,
if not the words he had uttered, all told her that
she had awakened an interest in his feelings; and
even in many a remembered word, could she
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trace a n'z.eaning that plainly spoke of love. She
was, of course, in a dreamy, abstracted moo«l.

Mr. Martin, whose ardent affection for his
children made him observant of them, had no-
ticed on the preceding evening that young Ware
was over attentive to Bell. He was not pleasen
to see this, for he understood the young man’s
character pretty thoroughly. He did not sup-
pose these attentions had any thing serious in
them. Still, a fear that such might the case,
was naturally awakened. Once during the even.
ing he had missed them for some time, and was
Just on the eve of strolling out into the garden to
see if they were lingering there, when they came
in, and separating from each other, mingled gene-
rally with the company. He could not but notice,
however, that Bell's eye wandered too frequently
toward the youhg man, with a look of interest.
This troubled him for the moment—but he soon
dismissed it as an idle fear.

Several times during the next day, as oppor-
tunity for observation presented itselfs he could
not but observe that Bell had a look of guiet
abstraction that was unusual to her. This re.
called to his mind the preceding evening, and the
feeling of uneasiness that was then experienced
returned.

“ Have you noticed Bell particularly to-day "
he inquired of her mother, as they sat alone that
evening.

“I have not. Why do you ask?”

“]t seems to me that she is not altogether in as
good spirits as usual.”

. “«Now you mention it, I do remember that she
has appeared rather dull. Perhaps it is from

ﬁatiﬁ'ue. You know she'danced a good deal last
gl% ,t,. and that it was late before.any of us got to

3
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« Very true. But still, I have thought that there
might passibly be another reason.”

“ What other reason could there be ?”

“Did n’t you observe that young Ware was
over attentive to her last night 1"

* Young Henry Ware?”

“ Yes.” .

“No, I did not.” .

“Well, he was a good deal more so than
pleased me.”

“ Henry Ware! Why, he’s not out of his teens
yet, is he 1"

“Yes, he is, and thinks himself of no little
degree of consequence. I never was much pre-
possessed in his favor, however, though 1 esteem
his father very highly, as a man of sterling prin-
lc;iples. Pity that his son did not more resemble

lmo" .

“1 should not like Henry Ware to become
attached to Bell. He is not the man that pleases
my fancy.” : .

“ Nor mine either. Indeed, I should esteem it
a calamity to our family for one of my daughters
to have her affections called out by a young man
who- possesses no more claims to estimation
than he.” )

“ And yet what are we to do ?” said the mother,
in a serious tone. “ We cannot deny him our
house, nor can we refuse fo let Bell attend parties
where we know he will be present.”

« All too true,” replied Mr. Martin. ¢ Qur fami-
lies are on terms of intimacy, and his father is one
of my oldest and firmest friends. Still, regard
for old Mr. Ware ought not to be a sufficient
reason why I should sacrifice my daughter to his
worthless son.” ,

“That is very true. And yet no real danger
may exist. The young man may never have had
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a serions thoutght of marriage—or a single regarg
beyond that of mere friendship for Bell.”

“That may be—but I fear it is otherwise.
They were together a great deal last evening,
and to-day Bell is evidently changed, and far
more pensive and thoughtful than usual.”

“You really alarm me!” replied Mrs. Martin,
in a voice of concern.

“ There is cause of serious alarm; and that is
why I have spoken on the subject,” rejoined her
husband. “Now is the point of time in our
daughters’ histories, when a false step may wreck
their hopes forever. How many, alas! how many
sweet girls have we seen in the last twenty years,
with hearts as pure and innocent, and hopes as
brilliant as those of our own dear children, thrown
down from the pinnacle of happiness to hopeless
misery by marriage. You remember Anne Mil-
ford—one of the gentlest and loveliest of her sex;
how her affections were won by a man who has .
not only dragged her down, down, down, into
abject poverty, but who never could and never
did return a tithe of the deep love she lavished
upon him. I met her in the street to-day. Her
pale, sad face, with its dreamy expression, made
my heart ache.”

“ But even if young Ware should have made
an impression on Bell's mind—and evenif it were
to end in marriage, which Heaven forbid! she
can never be reduced to want, as poor Anne has
been.”

« There is no guaranty for that, in such a man
as the son of Mr. Ware.”

“ Why not ¥’ .

“ He will never earn a dollar, unléss driven to
it by necessity ; and even then, the little that ne
would make would be of no account.”

« % But both his father and you are rich.”
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« Riches, says the good Book, take to them-
selves wings and fly away, Fanny.”

“ True, but—-"

“Your observation and my own,” said Mr.
Martin, interrupting his wife, *prove that the
wealth which is accumulated by a man in this
country, rarely reaches his grand-children. In
four cases out of five, it is all gone in a few ycars
after his death—scattered by improvident child-
ren, who, never having earned a dollar, have no
idea of the value of money. Henry Ware is just
the man to squander, with a rapidity four-fold
greater than his father ever accumulated. I will
pass away in a brief period, and so will that ex-
cellent old man his father ; and then, if Bell should
be his wife, it will take only a few years to bring
them down to want and obscurity. It makes my
heart sick, Fanny, to think of it. I would a hun-
dred times rather see her the wife of Mr. Lane,
than of that young spendthrift. He, though poor
now, is a man of principle, and has habits of atten-
tion to business. He must rise in the world, while
the other will as certainly sink. In this country,
‘all men, sooner or later, find their level. True
merit, united with persevering industry, must rise
into positions of influence and wealth, while idle-
ness and extravagance must as inevitably sink
into obscurity and dependence.

“ Of course, Bell could not fancy him.”

“No, nor he Bell, I suppose. They do not now
stand upon the same level ; and where there is not
true equality, there cannot be a true reciprocal
affection. But do you know that he has taken a
fancy to our Mary ?”

m“ Yes, Ilearned it for the first time this morn-

a.

“ And it delighted you, of course?”

“It did. Mary is one of the best of girls, and
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I have always felt strongly attached to ner. To
know,that she is going to do so well, gives me a
sincere pleasure—though I shall be sorry indeed
to lose her.”

“ Mr. Lane mentioned it to me to-day, and I
said, ‘take her with all my heart! I believe you
are worthy of each other.’ How glad I shall feel
if I can only say the same when the hands of my
daughters are asked. But young ladies, occupy-
ing their position in society, are surrounded with
dangers on every hand, and it is little less than a
miracle if they escape. Idle fortune-hunters are
ever on the alert with insidious arts to ensnare
their guileless affections, and are, alas! too often
successful.” .

“ May such a one never be successful in win.
ning the love of either of my children!”

“ Amen!” was the heartfelt response of Mr
Martin. :

——

CHAPTER IV.
OPENING AN OFFICE.

[T was about a week after the conversations,
recorded in the last chapter, occurred, that a
party was given by Mr. and Mrs. Ware. The
Martins were present. The father of Bell had his
eye upon her with a careful interest. His fears
were soon awakened anew, for Henry got by her
side early in the evening, and held his place there
with a steadiness that Mr. Martin felt augured no
food. As for Bell, she was’in the finest spirits
maginable. 3

) .
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“«How does Henry come on now ?” asked Mr
Martin of Mr. Ware, as the two sat conversing
familiarly. . ;

“] am glad to say that there has been, what I
esteem, a great change in him of late,” replied the
father, with a pleased manner.

« Ah, indeed ! I am really gratified to hear it.”

“You are aware, that he has, all along, evinced
no inclination to settle himself down to any bu-
siness ¥’

“Yes, I have observed as much.”

“I believe he has seen his folly, for he has
taken an office with a determination to do some
thing.” :

« He studied law, I believe ?”

“Yes—and passed an excellent examination,
more than a year ago.”

« Truly, what you say is gratifying. Like too
many of the sons of our wealthy men, Henry, I
suppose, has not been able to see the necessity
of applying himself to any business.”

«That has been his error.”

“ And a very fatal one it is, Mr. Ware. Until
our young men feel that there is just the same
necessity for them to enter into and attend to
business with persevering industry, as there was
for their fathers, there will be no guaranty for
their retaining the positions to which they have
been elevated. Young men of humble origin and
no pecuniary resources, will gradually rise up and
takgﬂthe places which they have proved unworthy
to .” .

¢ So I have told Henry many and many a time,
But, until now, he has never felt the force of what
I said.”

« You must feel, greatly encouraged for him 7"

“No one can tell how much. He is my onl
son—to see him running a round of idleness, an
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I might say, dissipation, has pained me more than
I can tell. But he has suddenly paused, and re-
flected. I know not why—I do not ask why.
The fact is all that concerns me.”

“You have confidence in the permanency of
his good reeolutions ?” :

«] do not permit myself to doubt, Mr. Martin.
I look only to the happy results that must follow
the change, and look with feelings of pride as well
as pleasure. Heisa young man of fine mind, and

" must soon begin to take a place in his profession
that will flatter his pride, and spur him onward to
higher attainments. This is my calculation—and
I believe I am right.”

« Most earnestly do I hope that this may be the
result.”

How far the anticipations of the father were in
the way of being realized, the reader will be able
to judge by the following conversation, which
took place at Harry’s new office, with his par-
ticular friend and associate, Tom Handy. One
of the appendages to this office was an upper
room, neatly furnished. In this the two young
men were seated, their. feet upon a table, on
which were glasses and wine in coolers, filling
the room with clouds of smoke from two real
Havanas.

“ This opening an office is not such a bad idea,
after all, is it, Tom?” said young Ware, with a
knowing leer, as he slowly drew his segar from
his mouth, and then watched the wreaths of
smoke, that he leisurely puffed out, curling up
toward the ceiling and gradually dissolving in
air.

“No, indeed—it ’s a capital one,” replied his
crony, lazily taking his segar from his teeth, and
suffering the smoke, in turn, to float in thick
clouds about his head. “No doubt your old man
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thinks you now deeply immersed in the mysteries
of legal reports or some such interesting employ-
ment. Or, perhaps he is at this very time ima-
gining that you are engaged with a client, who,
conscious ot your 'superior legal knowledge, has
chosen you to represent him in somé cause of
vast importance—"

« And delighting himself, in imagination, with
the sensation my maiden speech will produce!”

* duppose a case were really offered you?”

«1 should decline it, of course. I’m not goin
to make a fool of myself in that court-room,%
know. What do I know of law ™

* Not much, I should imagine.”

-« About as much as a dog does of Latin.”

«“And that is as much as you ever intend to
know 1

« Precisely. I have but one case on hand, and
that ’s the only one I ever intend to have. As far
as that is concerned, I.believe 1 am fully ready to
maintain my position against any opponent who
may present himself™” :

«“ What case is that, pray 1

« My case in the court-of love.”

“True. I had forgotten.”

« It required an office, you knoew, to give me
importance, and thus ensure success. When that
suit is gained, good-bye to law, office and library.
They may float in the Schuylkill for aught I care.”

« Every thing went off to a charm last night, 1
- believe?” :

«“Q yes, so far as Bell was concerned. But]
can 't say that I liked the way old Martin and his
wife eyed me, every now and then. They 're a
little suspicious, I believe, of my design.”

«“ You 'll have to fight shy for awhile.”

“ Yes, I will; at least until I can get into the old
folks good graces.”
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“How will you manage that 7"

.“I”ve been scheming over a plan all the mor-
ning.”

“gWell, have you hit upon anything 1”

* Yes—and I think it will do.”

“ What is it 1”

“You know my way to this office, from home,
ig right by old Martin’s counting-room ”

¢ Yes.”

“I’m going to get a green bag made, of pretty
liberal capacity, and carry it backward and for-
ward in my hand, once or twice a day, with an
air of great business importance.”

* You must manage, occasionly, to let the end
of a document, plentifully supplied with red tape
and big seals, protrude from it, as if you had thrust
in your papers hurriedly.”

“That ’s a capital suggestion, Tom, and I shall
be sure to adopt it. Do n’t you think it will have
a good effect 7”

“It can do no harm, at least.”

“So I think—and may do good. As for Bell,
she 's safe. I could see that she was dull, except
when with me, last night, and then she was as
lively as a cricket.”

«] noticed that, too—and I noticed more."*

«“ What was that 1’ :

« That she was a sweet, interesting girl—and
decidedly the handsomest one in the room.”

« Do you think so "

“]do really. It would be no sin for you to love
ner in downright earnest, Harry.”

“So I thought last night. ButIcan’t go that.
1 should soon get sick of it, and it would only spoil
oner, into the bargain.”

“ Fanny looked a very picture of loveliness, also *

«I did n’t take much notice of her.”

“] did then.”
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“ Suppose you spruce up to her, Tom? She
will have the rino, of course, equal to Bell.”

“So I thought. But I can’t marry yet, unless
compelled to do so, which I 'm afraid will be the
case, as my old man seems inclined to cut off, in-
stead of increasing, supplies.”

“Indeed! That’sbad. How hasit happened?”

“ He says that he does not feel willing to support
me in what he calls, idleness any longer—and that
if I will not fivo into his store and go to work, he
wilg,turn me loose upon the world, to shift for my-
self”

“The old rascal! But pardon me, Tom! I
could not but feel indignant at such downright
unnatural conduct.”

“No offence, Harry. Though I must say, you
indulged in great plainness of speech.”

“« What are you going to do'?”

« Heaven alone knows, for I do n't.”

“ You do not intend going into the store, of
course ?”

« Hardly.”

“You'd better speak quick for Fanny, before
somebody else steps.in. I should like to have you
for a brother-in-law, above all things.”

“ Thank you, Harry! But I must take a little
time to consider the matter. The truth is, Idon’t
want a wife if I can keep free. But, ifI must take
one, I see no particular objection to Fan.”

Henry Ware was in earnest in reference to the
green bag, which he procured and regularly carried
to and fro, between his office and home, at leas
once every dafr. Two or three books were of
coarse thrown Into it—and, acting upon his friend
Tom’s suggestion, he now and then managed to
let the end of a thick roll of paper, tied with red
tape, peep carelessly out. The effect of this upon
the mind of Mr. Martin he had truly calculated
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The old gentleman, who now had good reason for
observing him, did not fail to notice the regularity -
with which Henry went by on his way to his office,
and particularly was his eye caught by the green,
well-filled bag. All this caused him to regard the
young man less unfavorably.

“ Who came in just now ?”” he asked of his wife
one evening about two weeks after Harry had be-
%'glx;,fo carry his green bag. * Some one rung the

«It ’s Henry Ware and his sisters, I believe.”

« Henry Ware?” ,

“Yes."”

« He was here with his sisters one evening last
week, was he not 1

“Yes.”

“Next week, I suppose, he will come alone.”

“Do you really think he is seriously inclined
toward Bell?’ the mother asked.

“I’m afraid so, Fanny ; and what is more, I 'm
afraid that Bell is becoming seriously inclined to-
ward him. Several times I have mentioned his
name on purpose to see its effect upon her, and
the color has instantly risen to her cheek.”

“I have noticed the same thing myself,” replied
the mother with much concern in her voice.
“ What is to be done if she should really love him,
and he should make an offer for her hand ¥

“ We shall, in that case, have to let them marry,
I suppose, and take their chance,” remarked the
father in rather a gloomy tone.

“Surely not! It would be cruel in us to let such
a sacrifice take place.”

“But we could not help it, Fanny. When a
young thing like Bell once gets fairly in love no
reason can reach her. All opposition is vain, and
must be finally overcome. My observation con-
vinces me, that the best way is to let matters take

ese
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their course, and then try and make the best of
every thing.”

“I cannot, indeed I cannot think of consenting
to such a marriage, which must inevitably end in
heart breaking misery to our child,” said the mo-
ther, the tears starting to her eyes.

«It will not be so bad as that, 1 begin to hope,”
replied Mr. Martin, encouragingly.—* You know
what Mr. Ware told me about the change that had
taken place in his son 1"

« But I have no confidence in it.”

“Nor had I, at first. But I really now think
that the young man may be in earnest. He passes
my store regularly every day to his office, and is
no doubt already getting into buisness, for, of late,
he has his bag of books and papers with him every
morning and afternoon, and begins to have quite
a thoughtful air. He has mind enough, and if he
only turn himself industriously to the profession
he has chosen, he must rise, inevitably, to distinc-
tion. Perhaps the chord of ambition may have
already been touched. If so, he is safe.”

The mother did not fall so readily into this idea.
Still, it relieved her mind a good deal; and both,
from that time, began to look upon the young
man with more favorable eyes.

——-

CHAPTER V.
A GAMING ADVENTURE.

One day, about three months subsequent to the
_time in which occurred the incidents just related,
Henry Ware called upon Mr. Martin at his count-

-
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ing-room. After passing a few common-place re-
marks, the young man said, with a serious air—

«[ should like to have a little private conversa-
tion with you, Mr. Martin.” ) :

« Certainly, Henry,” replied Mr. Martin, though
not in a very encouraging tone. *“ We shall be
uninterrupted here, as all my clerks are engaged
at pr;esent in the store and will be so for some
time.”

“You know, sir,” began the young man after
a few moments’ hesitation, “that I have visited
your daughter, Bell, pretty often of late.”

«] have observed as much,” was the cold re-
sponse.

“In doing so,” resumed Ware, “I have been in-
fluenced by an admiration and a regard for her
that have fast ripened into affection. In a word,
sir, my errand here to-day is to ask of you her
hand in marriage.”

“You ask of me, Henry, that which I cannot
lightly give,” replied Mr. Martin, with a still graver
look and tone. « A father who loves his children
as 1 love mine, must be fully satisfied that they
will b,? happy, ere he can consent to their mar-
Il .

“Ishould have much mistaken the character of
Mr. Martin, ifhe were to act otherwise,” the young
man said, with a perfectly unembarrassed manner.
“ No father ought to give his consent to the mar-
riage of his child, without being fully satisfied as to
the character of the man who proposes for her
hand. I do not, therefore, expect you to accept
of my proposal at once. But your manner leads
me to infer, that in your mind, there are objections
tome. Am I right?

Ware was perfectly cool and self-possessed.

“You are right in your inference,” was Mr.
Martin’s answer. “Yo;x know, Henry, that, like
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gour father, { am a man of buisness views and
abits. One who has been, mainly, the architect
of his own fortune; and one who values in others
the same qualities and habits that have made him,
successful in life. These, he has not perceived in
ou—or, at least only, in very feeble activity.
he man who, with my consent, marries either
Fanny or Bell, must be a man of energy, industry,
and sound views and principles. These will bear
him up under all circumstances. These will pre-
serve him amid temptations. These will be a
guaranty for my daughters’ happiness.”

« 1 fully appreciate what you say, Mr. Martin,”
returned Ware. “ Your own success in life, and
that of my father, are strong illustrations of the
truth of those practical principles which you have
adopted. Principles which, oflate, have been pre-
sented to my mind as altogether worthy of adop-
tion. Iknow that I have been a thoughtless young
man, fond of company and pleasure. Iknow that
there was a time when Ilaughed at sober industry,
and those manly exertions which elevate individu-
als into positions of honor and usefulness, as
something for the vulgar. But I have seen the
folly and weakness of such views, and have en-
tered, seriously, upon the business of life, with a
steady, and I hope, vigorous determination to suc-
ceed. You are aware, sir, I presume, that I open-
ed an office for the practice of law some months
ago. Since that time, I have devoted myself with
diligence to the profession I have chosen.”

« Tt gives me great pleasure, Henry, to hear you
express views that are so sound, and far more
pleasure to hear you declare that you have adop-
ted them as rules of life,” replied Mr. Martin in a
more encouraging tone. ¢ Still, the change in
your course of lif’?e is of such recent occurrence,
that you cannot blame me for fearing that difficul
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ties, unforseen by yourselfin the new path, you
have so properly chosen, may prevent you perse-
vering in it.” -

« Is there any other objection to me?” Henry
‘Ware asked, in a serious tone. :

«“ None other, Henry,” was Mr. Martin’s
prompt reply. “You are the son of one of my
oldest and most esteemed friends. Your father
and myself grew up together as boys, and en-
tered upon business at the same time. Thus
far, we have been fast friends, and, I trust, will re-
main so through life. No objection can, therefore,
possibly exist in reference to this matter but what
pertains to yourself, personally. IfI can be satis-
fied that you will make Bell happy—that you will
cherish her and care for her as I have cherished
and cared for her, I will say, take her with my
whole heart.”

« How am I to satisfy you of this, Mr. Martin *’

“] can only be satisfied by such an assurance
of the permanency of your present course of life,
as will leave my mind free from all doubt upon
the subject. In the mean time, I will not- restrict®
you in your visits to Bell. A few weeks' observa-
tion and deliberation I shall take before I make
up my mind. When that is done, my decision
will be final. And I can only say, that it will be
tn me a source of real pleasure if I can make it in
your favor.”

«I will cheerfully await your decision, Mr, Mar-
tin,” young Ware said. * And I thank you for
the frankness with which you have dealt with me.
If you do not find me worthy to claim the hand
of your daughter, reject my suit. But do not
judge of me by the past. Let me be estimated
by what I am, not by what I was.”

“ My mind will no doubt incline in your favor,”
replied Mr. Martin. * And I more than suspect
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that, at home, I shall find many reasons for en-
couraging your suit. Be that as it may, however,
I shall endeavour to decide the matter soon, and
in doing so, be governed by a regard for the happi-
ness of my child.”

The young man, after a few further words,
arose, and went away. For nearly an hour after,
old Mr. Martin remained seated, in deep thought.

In a few minutes from the time Ware left the
store of Mr. Martin, he entered his own office,
and ascended to the upper room, before men-
tioned. There he found, as he had expected, his
very particular friend, Thomas Handy, who was
lounging in an easy chair, and filling the room
with tobacco smoke.

“Halloo! Back a'ready!” wasthatindividual's
salutation as Ware entered, rising up with a quick
movement, and a look of interest as he spoke.

“Yes, I’'ma prompt man, you know.”

“Did you get round the old fellow 1

“ 0, yes.”

“Indeed! Has he consented "

“ No—of course not. I didn't expect that.
But I've got him safely enough, or I’'m very much
mistaken.”

“ How did he take your proposition ?”

“ Coldly enough at first. But Isaw his weak
side, and so dropped in a little ingenious flattery.
Then I made him believe that I was going to bo
one of the most industrious, exemplary young
men in the whole city—a very pattern of plodding,
dollar and cent dullness. That green bag, with
the documents peeping out of it occasionally, has
touched the old codger's heart, I can see plainly
enough.”

« Did you ask for Bell, outright

“0, yes. I thought it best to come to the point
at once.”
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“ What did he say "

« He put-me off for a month or so, to give him
time to consider.”

** A month orso!”

“Yes, confoundit! I shall have to walk a
chalk line until my knees grow stiff. If in that
time any thing should go wrong, or I should, un-
fortunately, be betrayed into any .ittle indiscretion
while under the influence of a bottle of wine too
much, the whole jig will be up.”

“You will have to be prudent, Harry,” replied
his friend, gravely.

“Indeed, I will. I've taken almost as much
trouble now as the jade is worth, and could hardly
be tempted to act such a farce over again were
the present enterprise to prove a failure. To be
compelled to stick up my name as a miserable
lawyer, and go, regularly, day after day, to my
office; and what is worse, lug a green bag about .
the street, with a mock business air, is going it
a little too strong for a gentleman.”

«]It is rather hard, I confess, but two months
will soon slip round.” ’

“Yes. And during the time I must endeavor
to enjoy myself as much as possible, and thus rob
it of a portion of irksomeness.”

“ We havn’t been to P——'’s together for some
time,” remarked Handy, after a pause in the con-
versation. :

“No. It’stooexpensive sometimes—especially
as the money do n’t come quite as easy as former-
ly,” was the reply of Ware.

«It seems to me, Harry, that you and I ought to
have wit and skill enough to prevent that.”

“I've often thought as much myself. But
they 're keen hands at turning a card tKere.”

“So are all these professional men. The only
thing is for us to l'e just 4us keen as they are, and

. *
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believe we can be. The fact is, I find that I a14
gaining skill and nerve every day. Last night [
came away from T——"s worth a hundred dolla1s
more than I was when I went to the rooms.”

“You did

“Yes, I did. But I had to work for it, and no
mistake.” .

* Your hand is improving.”

“ Very much. And so is yours.”

*Yes, I believe it is.” Then, after a pause--

“ You propose going to P—'s to-night 1"

“Yes.”

“ How much can you raise, Tom?’

« About two hundred dollars.”

“That’s more than I can, by one hundred and
ninety.”

“So low as that?” in a tone of surprise.

«It’s a fact. My old man, you know, isn’t too
-Yberal in his supplies.” .

“ Nor mine either. But I thought this office, the
green bag, and all that, had mollified him con-
siderably.” .

“ So it has. Still, he makes me ask him, every
time I want a dollar, and that is not so very
pleasant, you know.”

«Of course not, but no matter—my purse is
yours. We can take a hundred dollars apiece,
and go to P——'s to night.”

«“ And come away without a hundred cents in
our pockets, I suppose.”

“That don’t follow, by any means, Harry.
Rather say we will come away with a cool thou-
sand a-piece.”

“Very pleasant to contemplate, but difficult to
realize,” was Ware’'s reply.

“ Though difficult, it is yet possible to realize
all that, and more. For my part, my mind is fally
wmade up to do something for myself in this way
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If I don't, I shall, like you, be driven to marry
some silly girl, or else be forced into some kind
of business, than stoop to which, I would almost
as lief drown myself.”

“ And you seriously think tha. something may
pe done in this line 7’

“Certainly 1 do. Didn’t I win a hundred dol.
lars last night

“So you have said. But might not that have
been the result of accident :

« It might have been—but it was not. I had as
keen a fellow to deal with as is to be found in a hun-
dred. He did his best, but I was wide awake all
the time. Practice makes perfect, you know, and
I have been practising for the last three or four
months, pretty steadily.”

“Idon’t know but that it would be well for me
to improve myself in this way, too. There’s no
telling what may turn up, after I secure Bell.”

“ That is true enough, Harry.”

“Of course, I don’t intend keeping this shop
open a day. For three or four months I shall
manage to have forty good excuses for not attend-
ing to business. At first, you know, we will have
to travel for a few weeks; then I shall want
to spend some time in New York, and so on
to the end of the chapter. But the mark will
have to be toed at last. 1 shall have to take a de-
liberate stand, and make a plain avowal of my de-
termination not tc have a stone laid upon my back,
and be crushed down and kept down, to the level
of a mere workie. When that comes—and come
it must, Tom—there is no telling what two hard-
headed old fellows, like Bell’s father and mine, may
attempt. But they’ll find their match, or 1’'m
mistaken. They ’ll discover that I’m a boy that
is hard to beat. The first movement will, no
doubt, be to cut off supplies. Of course, I must
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- prepare for such an event—I must; if possible hit

upon some expedient for keeping up supplies.”

“ Of course you must. And that which I propose,
is the only honorable expedient. And, besides, you
can manage’it with the utmost secrecy. Youcan
go night after night to T—'s, or M—'s, or
P——'s. and old Martin will be none the wiser.
No secrets leak out of those places.”

“We will go to-night,as you propose, Tom "
was Ware’s prompt reply.

That night, at about nine-o’ clock, the young
men met according to arrangement, and proceed-
ed together to a house in the upper part of Ches-
nat street, which, in external appearance, bore all
the indications of a private dwelling. They rung
the bell, and were regularly admitted by a servant.
First, they entered, with an air of freedom and self-
possession, the parlors below, which were brilliant-
ly lighted, exhibiting a rich display of furniture,
costly mirrors and pictures, with frames of the
richest manufacture. Here were to be found all
the newspapers, and the choicest periodicals of
theday. A few individuals were to be seen, read-
in%: or lounging upon the sofas.

he two young men lingered here but a few
moments, and then ascended to a room ranging .
along the back-buildings of the house, which was
fitted up as a bar with great elegance. Here was
exhibited in tempting array every thing that could
please the taste of the epicure, or delight the
thirsty seekers for wines or mixed liquors; while
smiling attendants stood ready to answer with
promptness any demand. All this was free—pro-
vided by the generous munificence (!) of the rich
proprietors otg the establishment.

“ We must take a strong punch to make our
nerves steady,” remarked Handy to Ware, as the
two entered the bar-room door.
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% Of course,”” was the brief answer.

A stiff glass of the compound named by Handy
was taken in silence by the young men, and then
they turned away, and ascending two or three
steps, entered the large room that fronted the
street, which was brilliantly illuminated. From
without, the windows, although presenting the
appearance of being lightly draperied, gave no
sit%n' of the busy life within. The passer-by, if he
lifted, perchance, his gaze to the building, con-
cluded, if he thought of the matter at all, that few,
if any, were its inmates—for all was dark and si-
lent as desolation.

In this room were arranged many small tables,
at several of which persons were engaged at play.
Two or three were walking backward and for-
ward, evidently absorbed in thought; and one
was seated alone, his head drooping upon his
breast, and but a portion of his features visible.
For a moment or two Ware let his eye rest upon
the last mentioned individual, and observed that
his lips were separated, and that his teeth were
closely shat, and in a slight oblique position, as if
he were just about grinding them together. His
hand, too, was clenched, and had a perceptible
nervous twitching. .

“ That poor devil has been fleeced, I suppose,”
whispered Handy, with a contemptuous smile, and
toss of the head.

“Yes, I suppose so—and now sits here making
a fool of himself,” was Ware’s heartless reply.
“ But come,” he added, “let’s go to the upper
room in the rear building. This is too nigh tne
street. I can’t bear the noise of the carriages—
nor to hear the sound of voices on the pavement,
It does 'nt seem private enough.”

“ My own feelings,” rejoined Handy.

The two young men accordingly withdrew, and
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ascended to the room which Ware had indicated.
It was much longer than the one they had just left,
running the whole length of an extensive back
building. The floor was covered with rich Brus-
sels carpeting, the windows were hung with costly
curtains, and the walls glittered with mirrors that
reflected light from three splendid chandeliers.
Here, as below, were ranges of tables, some
occupied by individuals with cards, and others va-
cant. As Ware and Handy came in, they were
approached by a man of the blandest manners,
and the most polished address. He supposed the
young gentlemen desired to amuse themselves—
there were tables with cards, and other means of
passing an agreeable hour. The young gentle-
men thanked him with a manner as polite and .
courteous as his own; and acting upon his hint
took possession of a table.

« Rather dull work for two,” this very consider-
ate and gentlemanly personage remarked, with his
pleasant smile, passing near them a few minutes
afterwards.

« Rather,” was Handy’s response. “Won’t you
sit down with us?”

“ No objection, if agreeable,” was the prompt
reply, as he drew up a chair. -

« Still rather dull work,” he said, after a short
time, leaning back and throwing an.eye around
the room. “I wonder if we can’t find somebody -
else that would like to take a hand? We are not
now evenly balanced. There comes a man who
looks as if he wanted to be either winning or losing
something, not much odds which. Look here,.
friend ! addressing the individual to whom he
had alluded, “ don’t you want to take a hand ?”-

“ No objection,” was the reply. )

“ Come along, then. I want a partner; and one

- with a clear, cool head, too; for one of my young
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friends here, at least, I know to be a sharp hand,
and I more than guess that the other is not much
behind him.” :
The stranger sat down with the rest, and tl.e
four were soon deeply buried in the game at once
commenced. Ten dollars round was the stake,
and for a time the games all ran in favor of Handy
and Ware. A proposition to double the stakes
had just been made by Handy, when the individ-
ual whom they had noticed below, as sitting apart,
absorbed in some intensely painful struggle of
wmind, entered the room, and came and stood be-
side the table at whichthey were seated. As he
did so, Ware looked up, and observed that his
face wore a fierce, malignant, determined ex-
pression. He had hardly time to notice this when

the intruder said—addressing the individual who

had spoken to them so blandly, on their entering

* the room—in .Jow, emphatic tones while his eye

flashed, and his face grew dark with suppressed
anger—

“You are a cheating scoundrel, sir! Here, to
your teeth, in the presence of these young gen-
tlemen, I brand you as a miserable, cheating
scoundrel {”

The change that instantly passed upon the face
of the individual addressed, was fearful to look
upon.. The bland, open countenance became in
a moment rigid, and almost black—while his eyes,
before so mild in expression, were now dilated,
and seemed to throw out corruscations of fiendish
hate. For an instant only he paused, and then
springing to his feet, he dashed both fists into
the face of the person who had insulted him, be-
fore the latter had time to defend himself. Quick
as thought, however, the other regained his feet,
a large knife already gieaming in his hand, and
made a headlong plunge toward the assailant.
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That individual dexterously-avoided the blow
aimed at his heart, which was made with such a
desperate energy, that its failure caused the stran-
ﬁer to fall forward upon one of the tables. Ere

e could recover himself, the other was upon him,
bearing him down, while his hand made two or
three quick plunges, striking his sides as he did so
with some sharp instrument, that glistened each
time it was raised in the light.

Desperate were the struggles now made by the
stranger to throw off his antagonist, but the gam-
bler held him down by bearing his whole weight
upon him, every now and then stabbing him in
the side, with a fierce energy, accompanying each
blow with some hellish imprecation. All this
passed before any one had time to interfere.
But a crowd gathered round, one catching the
hand that held the deadly weapon, and another
dragging him off of the wourided man, from-
whose side the blood already gushed in copious
streams. Instantly upon being thus released, the
latter turned and dashed his knife into the abdo-
men of the gambler. As he did so, his arm fel.
nerveless by his side and he sank upon the floor
a ghastly corpse.

———

CHAPTER VI

A DILEMMA.- *

“ Trat was a horrible affair, last night,” Handy
said to Ware, on their meeting next morning.

« Horrible, indeed! I was never so shocked ip
my life.”
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% & it was Mr P——, then, with whom we
were playing, the head man of that splendid
establishment.”

“How do you know "

“Hav’nt you seen the newspapers this morn-
ing?™ .

“]1 have seen one or two, but none of them
contained any allusion to that affair.”

¢« Here is one, then, which has the full particulars.
And rather too full to please me.”

«“ How so?”’

«Just listen to this,” drawing a newspaper from
bis pocket, and reading :

“DEsPERATE RENCOUNTER AT P——'s SpLENDID EsTaB-
LISHMENT IN CHESTNUT STREET, NEAR ——, and DEATH oF
ONE OF THE PARTIES—Last night at about ten o’clock, as
P——, the principal proprietor of the gambling rooms in
Chestnut street to which we have alluded in the caption of this
article, was engaged at play with a couple of young bloods of
this city, whose names are in our possession, an_individual
came up and insulted him, when a fight ensued, which termi-
vated in the death of the latter, who received several scvere
stabs in the side, one or two of these penetrating his heart.
In return, he dealt P—— a fearful wound in the abdomen,
which, it is thought, will terminate fatally. We have not yet
learned the name of the deceased. We understand that many
young men of respectable standing in society were found in
this establishment by those who rushed in from the street as
soon as the fatal affray became known. One, in particular,
was noticed there, the son of a wealthy merchant, who is en-

ed to one of the sweetest maidens in the city—a rich
heiress. Poor girl! Though now the envy of thousands, if she
ghould become his wife, we fear that the time will come when
she, in turn, will envy the lot of even the most lowly and ob-
scure, in whose habitation rests the sunshine of peace.”

“Too bad! too bad!” ejaculated Henry Ware,
cing the room backward and forward with
urried steps. “Confound these officious news-
paper editors! What has our being there, to do
with the murder that wgs committed? Just no-
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thing at all! But, to make.a strong paiagraph

we must be lugged in, and others into the bargain

And he says, moreover, that he has our names—
and, I suppose, will publish them to-morrow.”

- «If he does, I will cut off his ears.”

“ Better cut his head off beforene doesit. Why,
I would n’t have it known, publicly, that I was
there for the world.”

“You. might at once bid good-bye to Bell
Martin, and her father’'s money, if that were to
happen.”

“ And that it will happen, I fear there is little
doubt.”

« Why so ?”

“ Does not this officious scoundrel say that he
has our names ?”

“« Well 7

« Of course, now that he has published that fact,
he will be called upon by the Attorney Genera.
to give the names, that we may be summoned as
witnesses for the prosecution, in the trial that will
ensue, should P——survive his wound, which
heaven forbid !

. “kTrue! true!” Handy said, with a troubled
ook. .

«If it comes to that, it will be'a death-blow to
my prospects. The fact of my having been in a
gambling-house, and engaged in playing with
P——, which will appear from my own testimony
on oath, will at once set my hopes at rest.”

Handy did not reply to this for some time, but
sagddeeply absorbed in thought. At length he
said—

« Every thing looks dark enough in your case,
hHar!'y, I must confess. But I think there is one

o 'n
‘?eWhat is that 1" )
“That you may be able to secure Bell'’s hand
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before the trial comes on. In the mean time, you
must make fair weather, if possible, with the At-
torney General, and get him to keep your name
from transpiring as one of the-witnesses, until the
last moment.”

« Thank you, Tom, for that hope. I seethere
is still light ahead. But this vagabond editor—
what shall we do with him?* Suppose he were
to publish ouyr names ?” .

“ He must not do that. I will see him to-day,
and endeavor to secure his silence.”

“ Do 8o, if possible. But what if old Martin’s
eye has caught this unfortunate paragraph? His
suspicions will be almost certainly aroused.”

“ You must allay them,”

“ How 1"

“ Do not ask me. Surely you are possessed of
enough cool impudence for that. Visit there as
formerly—and with as frank and easy an air.
If the affray last evening be introduced before you
have time to allude to it, converse about it freely.
Do you take the idea ?”

¢ Perfectly—and shall act it out fully.

CHAPTER VIL

SUSPICIONS AWAKENED,

“ Beny, did you see this?” asked Mary, comyng
into Bell's chamber, and handing her the morning
paper, with her finger on the paragraph which
had disturbed young Ware's peace of mind so
seriously.
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“No—what is it ¥’ replied the maiden, taking

:’he paper and glancing over the article pointed to
er. .

«“ That is a dreadful affair, truly, Mary,” said
Bell, as she finished reading. the paragraph, in a
voice of more than scarcely ordinary concern.
«“I wonder who the young man is, alluded to as
about to marry some beautiful heiress? I hope,
at least for her sake, that this notice may meet her
eye, and that she may have resolution to cast him
off forever.” :

« Most earnestly do I hope so,” was Mary's an-
swer, made in a fervent tone.

“ You seem unusually serious about the matter,
Mary,” Bell now said, looking up with an expres-
sion of surprise. * Have youany idea to whom al-
lusion is made ?” .

Mary hesitated a few minutes and then re-
plied—

« I have my suspicions.”

«“ Then where do they rest?”

« Pardon me, Bell. Perhaps it is the earnest
love I feel for you that makes me suspicious.
But I cannot help thinking that you are the maid-
en alluded to.”

“ Me, Mary!” ejaculated Bell, in instant and
profound astonishment. “In the name of won-
der !-what has put that into your head ?”

“I know not where the suggestion came from,
Bell,” said Mary, calmly and seriously. “ But the
instant I read that notice the thought flashed
upon my mind with startlin%dvividness."

«It is not a true thought, Mary.” .

«I sincerely hope not. Time, however, I trust.
will tell whether it be true or false.”

“You are not prepossessed in Henry Ware's
favor, Mary. That accounts for this suspicion.”

«I certainly am not prepossessed in his favor,”
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replied Mary, “ and never have been. You know
that I have said this from the first.”

“But upon what ground rests your prejudice
against him 1

« ] am afraid that he can never love you, Bell,
as you should be loved,” replied Mary, in a voice
that was low, and trembled with feeling. )

“Certain am I, Mary that, he loves me deeply,
and tenderly. Why do you doubt it 7"

“To me he does not seem capable of loving any
thing half so well as himself. Pardon my freedom
of speech on a subject of such a delicate nature.
As 1 have said before, it is nothing but my love
for you, that causes me to speak so plainly.”

“You do not see him as I see him, Mary, nor
hear the peculiar tones of his' voice as 1 hear
them.”

“[ know that. But my observation of him
causes me to doubt his sincerity. Ido not see
him aften, but when I do, I observe him with the
closest scrutiny ; and that tells me that he is insin-
cere—that he is acting a part.”

“ Something has blinded your mind in regard
to him, Mary, so that you cannot judge him

.. fairly.”

« [ think not, Bell. Until within a few months,
his life has been one constant round of selfish
pleasure-taking. He has kept gay, wild company,
and been the gayest and wildest of all.”

«“ How do you know that, Mary ?”

« I have heard your father say so.”

“ But has he not changed? Did not my father
say that likewise 7"

“He did.”

“ Does not that, then, satisfy you?”

“Far from it. Men change not thus, so sudden-
ly, without a sufficient motive.” ‘

« And what, think yo%,*his mative 1’
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« To gain the hand of Bell Martin.”

“ And if to gain her hand,” said the maiden,
while her cheek deepened its color, and her eyes
sparkled, “ he would forego all these, think you
not that to keep that hand, and the heart that goes
with it, he would not still forego them

To.this triumphant appeal on the part of Bell,
Mary made no reply ; though it did not satisfy her
mind, far moreacute in its perceptions of character
than the maiden's with whom she was conversing.
The reader's knowledge of the facts in the case,
will, of course, approve her judgment. Men do
not thus suddenly change a course of life in which
they have taken delight, without some strong in-
fluencing motive. And it would be well for the
happiness of many a fond, confiding girl, if she
would lay this axiom up in her heart.

Let every young woman beware of the suitor,
especially if she have in possession or prospect a
fortune, who suddenly reforms or changgs his
course of life upon making advances toward her.
Previous habits, when the stronger motive of secu-

_ring her hand is withdrawn, will, in nine cases
out of ten, return and become as strong and ac-
tiveasever. Then will come the bitterness which
nothing can allay. Then will come neglect, per-
haps unkindness, and, it may be, cruelty. Who
would not pause and reflect? Who would not
hesitate, and ponder well the chances, before run-
ning such arisk? A neglected wife!—Oh! who
would be that heart-broken thing? And, worse
than all, how often do early habits of dissipation
become confirmed? Then comes severer anguish
than even springs from neglect alone. Poverty—
wretchedness—and the untold pangs of a drunk-
ard’s wife are the attendants of these! Again we
say, let the maiden know well the character of the
man she marries: and the more elevated her sta-
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tion in life, the more guarded let her be. The
greater the villain, the higher his aim.

«“Did you see the account of that affray last
night, Henry ?’ asked Mr. Martin, suddenly, on
the evening succeeding the event alluded to, eye-
ing the young man closely as he did so.

enry Ware was sitting upon the sofa beside
Bell, at the time the question was asked.

«I did,” was his prompt reply, turning round
toward Mr. Martin, and looking him steadily in
the face. *It seemsto have been rather a desper-
ate affair,” .

“It certainly does. I wonder who the young
man can be to whom allusion is made in the
paper of this morning :

“I really do not know ; although I have my sus-
picions,” was the cool reply of Ware, still looking -
at Mr. Martin, with an expression of unconcern
upon his face. :

“ gon whom do they rest, Hem;y ”

«I don’t know that it is exactly fair to mention
such suspicions; but of course they will be sacred
here. It has occurred to me that the individual
there alluded to is James L——. You krow that
he is engaged to Miss Eberly.”

“Can it be possible!” said Mr. Martin, in
surprise.

“ Both possible and probable,” resumed Ware.
«] know that he has been in the habit of visiting
that establishment for some time past. It is only
-a week since I remonstrated with him about it,
and tried to show him that it was a certain road
to ruin.”

“You surprise and pain me very much, Henry.
I had a very different opinion of James L——.

* Few suspect him of being wedded to the vice
of gaming. But it is, alas! too true. Of the
handsome fortune left him by his father, I doubt
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%f ‘{lzere is any thing, over a meagre remnant,
eft.”

«It is really dreadful to think about,” said Mrs.
Martin, “ What a sad prospect for Caroline
Eberly 1"

« This affair,” remarked Ware, cooly, “may
lead to such an exposure of him, as will open her
eyes; and for her sake, I earnestly hope that it
may be so.”

Thus did this }"oung but accomplished villain, V

to draw suspicion from himself, assail the charac-
ter of an innocent young man. Mr. Martin, on
whose mind the most painful doubts had rested
ever since the morning, was now fully satisfied that
his suddenly awakened fears had done injustice to
Henry Ware. His manner and the expression of
his face were to him full of innocence. He even
regretted having made an effort to obtain the
names of the individuals mentioned in the notice
of the affray, by going to the newspaper office,
where the editor declined answering his question.
He was not, of course, aware that Thomas Handy
had been there half an hour before him, and in-
formed said editor that if he divulged the names
of the persons to whom he had alluded, he would
have his ears cut off, and, perhaps, his life taken !

CHAPTER VIII,
A TROUBLESOME AFFAIR.
“ Goor morning, Mr. Blackstone,” said Henr

Ware, entering the office of the Attorney Gene
about three weeks after the fatal affray. “So

—
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you've got me down for that unpleasant
aﬁ'alr M

“To what do you allude, Mr. Ware?” the
Attorney General asked, gravely.

«To the affair which came off up Chesnut street,
some two or three weeks ago.”

“ Do you referto the murder of —— by P——1?"

. “Yes. To that murder, or manslaughter, or
homicide, which ever yon feel disposed to call it.
But, as I was saying, you have got me down for
one of the witnesses?”’

“Oh yes. Now I remember;and a very impor-
tant one you are. You were present at the be-
ginning, through the progress, and at the termina-
tion, of the affray ; and, of course, your testimony
will decide the matter. You were playing with
P—— at the time —— came up to the table at
which he was sitting, I understand, Was that so ?”

«I am sorry to say that I was,” ‘Ware replied,
his tone changing a good deal, in spite of a deter
mined effort not to let the deep concern he felt be-
come too visible.

“ That is important,” returned Mr. Blackstone,
with a thoughtful air. “I hope,” he added, in a
few moments after, “ that you will keep the Whole
scene fresh in your memory, so as to describe it
accurately.”

«“Buat can you not, possibly, dispense with my
testimony?’ Ware asked. «There were many
others present, who can fully attest all the factsin
the case.”

“ We have failed to learn any of their names,
except that of Thomas Handy, who has been sum-
moned to appear as well as yourself.”

« Why will not his evidence be conclusive in the
matter 1"

« Because, as you well know, corroborating
testimony is always desirable.”
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How soon will the case come on 7"

«At the next term, which commences in a“out
two months.”

The young man's countenance fell, and he
scemed troubled at this information. A brief
silence followed, and then he said, while his voice
slightly trembled—

“I have reasons, Mr, Blackstone, of a very im-
porta,nt nature, for not wishing to appear in this
case.”

“I am sorry for it Mr. Ware; and regret the
absolute necessity for calling you.”

«“Do not say absolute necessity, Mr. Black-
stone,” Ware rejoined, while his manner became
agitated. “I cannot, I must not appear!”

“ What detriment can it be to you simply to re-

late v’vhat you saw? You were no actor in the
case.’
« But I could not have seen what passed in that
establishment, if I had not, unfortunately, been
there. It is the fact of my presence there that 1
do not wish known.”

«I am sorry for the existing necessity,” renlied
the Attorney General ; ” but cannot accede to your
desire. The evidence which you can giveis of
too much importance to the State to be waived.”

The manner of Ware became still more agita-
ted at this.

“You know not, Mr. Blackstone,” he said, in
an earnest and almost supplicating tone, “how
much depends upon the concealment of the fact
that I was present at that unfortunate affray. If
it should become known, it will mar all my ex-
pectations in life.” '

‘«I regret exceedingly to hear you say so,” the
Attorney General simply remarked at this; and
then the young man went on—

“The fact is, Mr. Blackstone, to make you
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fuily sensible of my situation, in the hope that an
appreciation of it may induce you to consider me
more than you are now inclined to do, I will men-
tion, that I have recently made proposals to old
Mr. Martin, for the hand of his youngest daugh-
ter, and tuat I am now awaiting a decision. 1
have no doubt of its being in my favor. But
should this fact get out before the consummation
of the marriage, the engagement will inevitably
be broken off. I was a fool to go to that miser-
able place any how ; and should n’t have done so
had it not been for the persuasion of a friend, for I
have no taste for such amusements.”

« I certainly feel for your situation very much,”
said Mr. Blackstone. And he only spoke what he
felt; for he really believed the concluding portion
of the young man’s statement, not having had
much knowledge of his previous character and
habits of life. .

«It is a very peculiar and very critical one, in-
deed,” was Ware’s reply. And I do hope you
will, as it is in your power, duly consider the deli-
cate position in which I am placed.”

« But it is not in my power to do so, Mr. Ware.”

“ How can that be? Is it not upon your sum
mons that all witnesses appear "’

“Very true. But in this act I cannot be gov-
erned by any considerations except those which
regard justice.”

« Still, justice may be attained as fully by my
non-appearance, as by my appearance.”

«I do not think so.”

« But aurely the testimony of Mr. Handy will be
conclusive.”

« It may not be in the minds of all the jurors.
But if in your testimony and Handy'’s there be a
corroborating agreement on some important
ooints, then doubt will be set. aside. You see,

-
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therefore, that it is impossible for me, much as 1
feel for you in so unpleasant a position, to accede
to your wishes. Were it in my power, I would
do so cheerfully ; but, as 1 have before said, it is
not in my power. I cannot let any personal con-
sideration interfere to endanger the cause of jus-
tice.”

“ Do not say, that in this resolution you are
ﬁxe]d, Mr. Blackstone,” returned Ware, appeal-
ingly. :

«] certainly do say so, and emphatically,” was
the firm reply. « My office is a responsible one ;
and in the discharge of its duties, I suffer myself
to know no man.”

There was now a long silence, deeply troubled
on the part of the young man.

“ And you think the trial will come on at the
‘next term ?” he at length asked in an anxious tone.

“Oh yes. It is already entered for the next
Court.” : )

Perceiving by the manner of the Attorney Gene-
ral, that it was useless to urge him farther, Henry
‘Ware retired, with afeeling of deeper and more
painful anxiety than he had ever experienced.
He had fondly believed that, under the peculiar
circumstances of the case, where there was
another witness who could testify as fully and as
clearly as himself to all the facts which had occur-
red, there would be no great difficulty in his get-
ting relieved from the duty of a witness, but this
hope the Attorney General had dashed to the
ground. And he now saw himself standing, as it
were, on the brink of utter ruin, as he esteemed it.
For if he failed under these circumtstances, to se-
cure the hand of Bell Martin, the fact would be-
come so notorious, that all hope of securing any
other prize of equal value, would be cut off. It
would, likewise, invo.ve such an exposure, as to
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utterly destroy his father’s newly awakened con-
fidence, and cause him further to curtail supplies
of money. This would necessarily separate them
so far as to make it very doubtful whether the old
gentleman, at his death, would trust much of his
property in the hands of one in whose habits and
principles there was so little to approve.

* What is to be done now ?” he asked, thought-
fully, as he seated himself in his office. «If this
comes out before Bell is mine, the whoie jig is up.
And what then? Why, the old man will be so
incensed, that, in all probability, he will tell me to
go and shift for myself. And a pretty figure I
would make at that kind of work. What could I
do?! Gamble, I suppose, and nothing else: and
not much headway would I make at that, it strikes
me. But if 1 could only get fairly spliced to Bell,
I would have two strings to my bow. My old dad,
and hers too, would then think twice before cut-
ting loose from me. And, besides, I would have
two deep pockets to thrust my hand in, ard both
together, it strikes me, ought to keep me in spend-
ing money. Let me see:—this trial will come on
intwo months. Can’'tI push the business through
in that time? Imust try :for every thing depends
upon it. Certainly, old Martin has had full time .
to consider, and decide upon my offer! And I
think he has decided favorably, for his manner
grows more and more encouraging and familiar
every time I meet him. I’llsee him this very day
and press for an answer; and if that should be
favorable, will next urge an immediate marriage.
It is my only course.” )

Acting upon this decision, Ware sought and ob-
tained a private interview with Mr. Martin on that
afternoon.

“You must excuse me, Mr. Martin,” he said,
after alluding to the objegt of his visit, “for myso
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early asking a decision. Young folks, you know,
are restless under uncertainties—and, especially,
under an uncertainty of this nature, you cannot
wonder that I should feel anxious. I trust, there-
fore, that you have taken pains to satisfy yourself
as to my ability to render your daughter happy,
and are now prepared to give me a final answer.”

The old man sat thoughtful for some moments,
after Ware had ceased speaking. All that he had
seen or heard, since his proposal for the hand of
Bell, had caused him to think more and more fa-
vorably of the young man'’s suit. And yet he did
not feel satisfied. Whenever he thought of re-
sining his daughter to Ware, it was with feelings
of unconquerable reluctance. ‘The man he would
choose for his child, if the full choice were his,
would be one in whom correct principles had been
early implanted, and had grown with his growth,
and strengthened with his strength. Such wasnot
the case with Ware. With him, correct principles
were of but a hot-bed growth ; and, therefore, he
could feel no well-grounded confidence in them.
Still, he would condemn this kind of judgment, on*
the argument that the young man had evidently
seen his error, and was now thoroughly reform-
ing himself. That, with maturer years, a youth-
ful love of exciting pleasures and loose compan
bad subsided, never again to exercise any control-
ing influence over him.

“In one week I will give you a decisive answer,
Henry,” Mr. Martin at length replied.

«“ Even a week seems a great while to prolong
this kind of suspense, Mr. Martin. Ihave already
waited with as much as I could exercise, for many
weeks."”

“ But there need be no hurry about the matter,
Henry. You are both young, and won 't expect
to-be married for a twelvemonth to come.”

.
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This remark made the young man’s spirits sink
at once. If not married within a twelvemonth,’
very certain was he, that he should never be mar-
ried at all to Bell Martin. But he would not trust
himself to reply. The first thing was to gain the
father’s consent to marry her at all.

“I must wait a week, you say?” he remarked
after a brief silence.

“In a week I will be prepared to decide upon
your proposition.”

«It will be a month to me,” said Ware, as he
arosc to depart.

CHAPTER IX.
LIGHT AHEAD.

«Is it all settled, Harry?”

“ The child is christened—"

“ And named Anthony ¥’

¢ You’ve said it. The old man coyld n’t but give
his consent, though it came reluctantly ; and then
the way he'piled on the admonition was a ¢sin to
curious.” ”

“ Good advice, no doubt. What was it like ?”

“ That’s more than I can tell.” :

“ Went into one ear 'and out of the other, eh *”

“Not even that. It didn’t find its way into
either ear. I wanted his daughter and not his
advice.”

“So far so good. But the next question is
how soon will he consent to let you marry her "

« Next year!” in a tone of bitter irony.

“Never, you had better say.”
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«It will be never, if not within a year, that is
certain.”

« That confounded trial will be here in less than
two months.”

« And in less than two months all my hopes will
be scattered before the wind if I cannot manage to
secure Bell's hand within that period.”

« Is there any possible hope of doing so 1”

“I’m afraid not. But I must try. hile there

. .8 life there is hope, Tom, as the doctors say. So
far I have managed to throw dust in the old peo-
ple’s eyes, and get their consent to marry Bell. 1
must now do my best to accomplish another end,
fully as important as the first.”

- “ How will you go about it?”

“I have been racking my brains over that for
the past week, in anticipation of the acceptance
of my suit, and can thus far, think of but one

“way.”

“ What is that?” .

“To get my old man in favour of an immediate
marriage, and then set him to work on Martin.”

“Do you think you can bring him over to your
side 7" .

«“I can only try.”

“ But-are you sanguine 1”

“Iam. He knows I’'ve been a pretty wild boy
in my time,and is now tickled to death at the idea
of my reformation. Ir I can only manage to gel
the notion into his head that there is still some
danger of my getting back into the gall of bitter-
ness and the bonds of iniquity, until the protectin,
arms of a wife are thrown around me—he is safe
on my side of the question.”

“But how will you manage that? It would
hardby do for you to insinuate such a thing.”

. “Of course not. But I have afriend of my own
kidney who has often served me before, and I am
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going to make a requisition on him for this especial
* business.”

“Indeed! And who might that friend be?”

* He might be one Thomas Handy, alias, Tom
Handy—a chap of notable parts—and, moreover
is the said Tom Handy.” :

* Exactly.”

“ And of course Tom Handy isstill as ready t
serve his friend as ever 1’

“ My hand for that. But how am I to manage
this for you?”

“ You must fall in with the old man.”

«He don’t love me very tenderly, you must re-
member.”

“I am fully aware of that fact. But I have been
wearing down his prejudice for the past week with
might and main.”

“You have ?”

“0, yes. Whenever I could manage to get
something to say about Thomas Handy, I lugged
your honourable self in, head and shoulders.”

« He did n’t like my company, I presume ?”

«It did disturb him at first. But I surprised
him with the pleasing information that there had
occurred in you a most salutary change of late.”

*“0, dear! ha! ha! ha! Hush, Harry, or you
will kill me !

« Mainly brought about, I informed him, by my
influence and example. That you had been a wild
boy in your time, there was no denying. But
having sowed your wild oats, you were now setting
seriously and earnestly about the business of life.

“He did n’t believe you?”

“He did—every word! It would have done
your heart good to see how pleased he was. ¢ You
see, Harry,’ he said, * how much depends on every
individual. We do not stand alone. Every act
whether good or evil, carries its salutary or injus

6* .

.
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rious effect into society, and there reproduces it
self, often in innumerable forms. Let this truth,
my dear son, sink deep into your heart. And for
the sake of others, if not for your own, let every
act bear with it a healthful influence.’” Now what
do you think of that "

b “1 He’'d make a first-rate preacher, would n’t

e ."

«So I thought.”

« And he is prepossessed in my favour !”

« 0, decidedly. Now I want you to fall in with
him as soon as possible, for no time is to be lost,
and do the right thing by me. I need not tell you -
in what way. That, of course, you understand.”

~ Perfectly.”

“ When do you think you can see him?”

“Idon’t know. I must fall in with him by ac-
cident, of course. Let me consider. At what time
does he go to the store after dinner?”

« About four o’clock.”

“ Takes wine pretty freely at the table 1

“Yes.”

« And is always in a good humor afterwards 1"

«“Generally so.”

«I’ll meet him, then, by accident, on some cor-
ner between your house and the store, and walk
down the street with him. As we go along, I will
do my prettiest to interest him; so that when we
pause at the store door, he Il say, ¢ Come! won’t

ou walk in, Thomas? Of course I will go in.
ow do you like that style of doing the thing ¥

« Admirably !”

« But is he alone much in his counting-room 1"

“ Yes, especially in the afternoon. There is a
cosy little office just back of the main counting-
room, in which is a large arm-chair, that has gen-
erally some attractions for him after a hearty
dinner He will, in all probability, invite you in
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::yere’. If he does, you will have a fair chance at
im.’

« And I'll db my prettiest.”

«I will trust you for that, Tom. You are true
blue, when you undertake to perform a friendly
act.”

About four o’clock on the next day, Thomas
Handy met old Mr. Ware, “ by accident,” a short
distance from his store. During the dinner hour,
Henry Ware had artfully introduced his friend in
conversation, and by the relation of some imagin-
ed circumstances, and the repetition of some im-
agined sentiments attributed to him, very much
interested his father in the young man. He was,
in consequence, prepared to give him a pleasant
word and a bland smile, which Handy appropri-
ated very coolly and very naturally. Then,as he
was going the same way, a pleasant conversation
sprung up, which was just at a point of interest -
when they arrived at Mr. Ware’s store, that made
him feel inclined to invite the young man to walk
in. Of course, Thomas Handy made no excuse. In
a few moments after, he was snugly seated in the
cosy little office of which his friend had told him,
\nlrlitl} Mr. Ware as snugly fixed in his great arm-
chair. . :

“ Well, Thomas,” remarked the old gentleman,
after he had got fairly settled, looking at Handy
with quite a complacent, benevolent expression on
his countenance, * it must be as great a pleasure to
your father as it is to me, to know that you young
men are beginning to see with different eyes, and
to act from different views.”

« Indeed, sir, it is,” was the prompt, cool, heart-
less reply. “ My father seems like another man.
But you can, no dsubt, enter into his feelings more
fully than I can.”

“Very truly said. None but a father can pos
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sibly realize, fully, a father’s feelings vunder such
circumstances. For my part, I can say, that the
" change which has become apparent in Harry, has
taken a mountain from my heart.”

“No doubt of it, sir! No doubt of it!” was
Handy’s fervent response. “For the change in
Harry has been great indeed.”

“Indeed it has.” :

“And I most earnestly trust that he will abide
by it."

“ Abide by it? He must abide by it, Thomas!
I cannot think of his going back again. It would
almost kill me. O, i? he only knew the world of
misery I have suffered in consequence of his past
life, he would die rather than think of returning
to his previous habits !”

There was a tremulousness and a pathos in the
old man’s voice, that even reached, in some de-
gree, the ice-bound feelings of the young man with
whom he was conversing. But the effect was
neither deep nor permanent. The selfish end he
had in view, quickly dispersed even these small
touches of nature. :

“The influence of habits, confirmed by long in- .
dulgence, are not thrown off in a day, Mr. Ware,”
he replied, in a serious tone. .« Both Henry and
myself will have to struggle manfully before we
have fully conquered. And struggle we will. In
this effort we need all the kind consideration and
aid that wecan receive from those upon whom
we have any claims.”

“ And surely you have both, Thomas.”

“ We have, so far as our condition can be ap-
preciated. But you, who have never felt the
force of such habits as we have contracted, can
no more fully sympathize with us, than we can
ful]y”sympathize with you.” Do you understand
me? ) ’
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“] do. But why do you speak thus?”

“I have been led, almost involuntarily, to say
what I have, Mr. Ware, from—from—"

“From what, Thomas? .Speak out plainly.”

The young man hesitated for a few moments,
as if deliberating some question in his mind, and
then said, in a serious tone—

«“I had no thought of saying what I am now al-
most compelled to say, seeing that I have excited,
unintentionally, a concern in your mind. You
must not, of course, intimate to Harry, even re.
motely, that I have said what I am now about
saying.”

¢ O, no, of course not, Thomas.”

“ You know, then, I presume, that he has been
addressing Bell Martin "

“Yes."”

“] learned from him. yesterday that her father
had consented to the marriage.”

« So I heard last evening.”

“But he thinks it time enough for them to get
married in a year from now.”

“ Well

“Do you know that the first effort Henry made
to reform his course of life, was after his affections
had become fixed upon Bell ?”

“I do not know it certainly.”

“ It is true. We are intimate friends, and I know
it to be true. He loves her-fondly and passionately
—and is, of course, very much disappointed at the
stand which her father has taken. A year isalong
time to wait.” - :

«It is a good while—but it will soon pass
round.”

To him it will not. The hours, and days, and
weeks, will drag wearily and heavily. To speak
frankly and seriously, Mr. Ware, I fear for its
effect upon him. You know his ardent temper-
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ament, and how little used he has been to selfs
denial.”

« You speak seriously, Thomas.”

“]t is because I feel serious in this matter. I
am much attached to Harry, and whatever deeply
concerns him concerns me.”

«In what way do you fear that it will affect him
injuriously 1"

“Indeed, sir, I can hardly tell myself. But I
have a vague fear that I cannot shake off—a dim,
. troubled idea that has haunted me ever since I saw
his strong manifestation of disappointment. For
relief of mind, he may fall back in some weak
moment, upon old and exciting pleasures, and
then his danger would be great, very great. I
tremble to think of it.”

“You certainly alarm me, Thomas.”

“] do not wish, Mr. Ware, to disturb your
mind, and would not do so, did I not feel so deep
an interest in your son. An ounce of preven-
tion, you know, is worth a pound of cure. It is
in the hope that through your influence all dan-
gerI rgay be put far away, that I now speak to you
as I do.”

“ Thank you kindly, Thomas. I feel the force
of your generous interest. But if that is all, we
need not disturb our minds. They might just as
well be married now as a year hence.”

“So I think. There can be no reason for
waiting.”

“None at all. I will see Mr. Martin, and have
that matter settled at once.”

“You have indeed, sir, taken a load from my
mind,” said Handy, earnestly and sincerely.
Then, after a brief pause for reflection, he added :

« Urge Mr. Martin to permit the marriage to
take place at a very early period. 1 shall never
feel that Henry is perfectly safe, until this new
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relation is formed. Then, all danger will be
passed.”

«It shall take place soon, I pledge myself for
that,” replied Mr. Ware. “I understand Begll’s
father as well as he understands himself, and I
know how to take him. Trust me, sir; they shall
be married as early as they wish.”

Thus much gained, Handy soon after arose, and
bade Mr. Ware good day.

CHAPTER X.
IN DIFFICULTY AGAIN.

OxE morning, a week after the interview men-
tioned in the concluding portion of the last chap-
ter, our two young men met, as usual, at the office
of Henry Ware, which was still retained, and all
tkhe appearances of studious attention to business

ept up. )

“You look grave, Harry,” remarked his friend,
as he came in.

“I look no graver than I feel,” was the gloomy
response.

¢ What has turned up now? Are we never to
be done with these cross purposes ?”

“I°'m afraid not. It seems as if the old Harry
himself had turned against us. If it had not been
for that cursed affair in Chestnut street, all would
have gone on swimmingly. But that, I see very
plainly is going to mar the whole plot.”

«Old Martin has given his ccnsent to an early
marriage.” .

“ 8o he has, But--"
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“ But what " :

« Bell, confound her! can’t get ready for two
months to come !”

« The devil 1”

“ Ain’t it too bad ™ And Ware paced the floor
of his office with hurried steps, his countenance
expressive of anger and disappointment. * Can’t
get ready for two months! Confound it! Why, I
could get ready in two days, and so could she, if
it were not for some romantic notion she has prob-
ably got into her head. They ’re all a set of silly
fools any how !” .

“You’ll soon take the romance out of her, if
you ever get a chance !”

“Won’t I? She’ll not have much left, six
months after we’re married, if that event ever
takes place.”

“ Not for two months, you say 1"

“No.” :

“Too bad! Too bad! Butcan’t you change
her resolution ?” :

“ No. I tried last eveping, as far as I could. But
it was no use. She says that she cannot possibly
be ready before the middle of May.”

¢« That trial will come up on the first.”

- So Blackstone says.”

“ What then is to be done ¥’

« That is a question easy to ask, but difficult to
answer. I see no chance of escape from the
dilemma.”

“[ can tell you of one way that occurs to me at,
this moment.” ' '

« Name it, then, for Heaven’s sake !"

« Absent youtself from the city on the day the
case is called. It will then have to go on without
you, or be postponed, so that you will have time
to get married before it again comes up.”

“The very thing!” ejaculated Ware, striking
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his fist with his open hand, his whole countenance
brightening up. “It’s the very thing, Tom! And
I'll do it.” . .

« There will then only remain one danger.”

“ What is that?”

“Your name will be called as a witness. Should
any one there, who knows Bell’s father, inform
him of the fact, the jig will be up for you as effec-
tually as if you had made your appearance.”

“ True—true,” and the countenance of Ware
again fell.

“And the danger would be greatly increased,
were the names of the witnesses published, which
will in all probability be the case.”

“8Still it is the only course that promises any

thinf.”

l: t is; and therefore the only course you can
take.”

“ Do you intend remaini;ﬁ,] Tom?

“I havn 't made up my mind yet.”

“ You had better go also.”

“ Why do you think so ?” '

“ As we are the two principal witnesses on the
part of the prosecution, our absence will make it
absolutely necessary to postpone the trial to
another term. If that can be done, I am safe.”

“That is true again. I will go.” :

“Now I begin to see a little daylight ahead,”
remarked Ware in a more cheerful tone. « We ’l]
outwit Mr. Attorney General in spite of his teeth.”

“Mr. Ware, I believe,” said an individual, enter
ing at the moment.

“ My name,” was the half haughty reply, for the
{ndividual who addressed him, had not, to his eye,
the appearance of a gentleman.

“You are required to appear and give bail to
the amount of four thousand dollars as a witness
in the case of the St7ate vs. P——" was the mo-
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notonous response of the visiter, who added in

u moment afterwards, “ The bail is required by

:iwelve o'clock this morning,”—and then with-
rew.

Neither of the young men spoke for nearly five
minutes after the officer retired. At length Ware
said, in a low but firm tone:

“1t’s all over, Tom! The fates are against me.
I might as well give up at once. But it is hard,
devilish hard ! aﬁer all the trouble I have taken,
thus to have the cup dashed to' the earth, at the
moment it is about to touch my lips!”

«“It is hard, Harry. But you must bear it like
a man. Something yet may turn up in your fa-
vor.”

“] have ceased to look for it. The effort to get
bail will, no doubt, lead to a full exposure of the
whole matter.”

“ Things look cloudy enough,” remarked Harry,
after musing for some time. “I do not see any

“way of escape.”

“There is none, I presume,” Ware floqmlly
replied. * Any how, I shall prepare myself for the
worst.”

CHAPTER XI
A FURTHER PROSPECT.

It Was just eleven oclock when Henry Ware
received the notice requiring him to give bail, as
mentioned in the last chapter, and at twelve that
~ day bail had to be produced. The unexpected
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aspect which this difficulty, already well nigh in.
surmountable, had assumed, made the young man
feel like giving up all further efforts at compassing
a concealment of his visit to P——'s establishment.
After a long silence, in which his own mind, and
that of his friend, were searching, but in vain, for
some gew expedient, Handy asked, in rather a
desponding tone,

“ Can you think of nothing, Harry 1"

“ Nothing,” was the brief, gloomy response.

“ Who will go your bail 1

“Can’t you?” o

“ Of course I would not be received, in conse-
quence of being a witness myself. Nor am I at all
sure that a similar notice to yours will not be
served on me before the next hour.”

« I see the difficulty.”

“ But you must have bail.”

«] know that too well. And yet, I can think of
no one except the old man. But it will never do
to make application in that quarter.” .

“ Can 't you humbug him into it in some way ?

“ How ¥’

“] don’t know exactly how. But still, may it
not be done? Can'’t you invent a plausible story
that will mislead him in regard to the real facts in
the case, and so get him to stand by you?”

« That might be done, though I do not exactly
see how.”

«Has he given any attention to the case ?”’

« Not much, I believe. When the affair occurred,
it was a kind of three days’ wonder with him, as
with others. Since then,I presume, he has scarce-
ly thought of it.”

“ Suppose, then, ’you trump up some story about
your knowledge of an old quarrel between P——
and —, and that you have been summoned to
testify in regard tothat? Don’t you think that
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};;m :night come it over him in some such style as
that 1

«That’s it again !” ejaculated Ware, starting to
his feet, and beginning to walk about his office
with a quick step, while the dark shadow that had
rested upon his face, was quickly dispersed by an
exulting smile. « You are certainly rare at inven-
tions. But for you, I never could have gf*along
even half so far as I now am, in this most per-
plexing affair.”

“You think it can be done without difficulty ¥’

“O yes. He'll believe any well told tale just
now. Still, I dread to approach him on the sub-
ject, for fear that something in my countenance
or tone of voice may betray me. There is so
much at stake, and I feel so deeply on the subject,
that 1 am beginning to lose the calm assurance
that has thus far stood me such good service.”

« How would it do for me to go to him?”

“] am sure I do not know. He would very
naturally wish to know why I did not see him
myself.”

“ Of coursc he would. But I can manage him
well enough in regard to that. The last interview
I had with the old codger gave me a clue to his
character. I read him like a book, then, and know

.him now from A. to Z.”

«“If you are perfectly willing to go, Tom, I shall
be glad enough to have you do so, and am satis-
fied to trust the matter to your sound judgment.
But time presses. I must be at the Court House
in Ie’ss than an hour, or there will be the devil to
pay.” .

Ten minutes after, young Handy entered the
store of Mr. Ware, with a manner perfectly calm
and assured, while there sat upon his countenance
an _expression of concern, not deep, but clearly
defined, and not to be mistaken.
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% Ah, good morning, Thomas—I am pleased to
see you,” said Mr. Ware, encouragingly. “ Walk
back into the counting-room.”

Handy followed the old gentleman into his
counting-room, the door of which Mr. Ware closed
after him, purposely, in order that their conversa-
tion metght be private. The coming in of Handy
made him think of his son, and he felt desirous of
conversing more in regard to him, with one who
was on such intimate terms with, and seemed to
take so deep an interest in him.

“ Well, Thomas,” he said, in a cheerful tone,
after they were seated, “ what news is stirring in
your way

« Nothing of consequence, except”——and then
he hesitated and looked a little grave.

« Except what, Thomas asﬁed Mr. Ware, ex-
hibiting some little concern of manner.

“To be plain, honest and frank with you at
once, Mr. Ware, a course that I always like to
pursue, I have come in this morning to see you
about an annoying circumstance that has occur-
red toHenry.” -

“ To Henry ?” said the old man, with anxiety.
“ What of him, Thomas?”

«“Oh! it’s nothing at which to be alarmed.
In fact, it is nothing but a little matter of annoy-
ance to him.”

« Speak out plainly and to the point, my young
friend,” Mr. Ware now said, in a firm, decide
tone.

“It is, in fact,” resumed Handy, “only one of
the results of former imprudent associations. Our
sins often visit us with penalties, after our earnest
repentance, and repudiation of them.”

“ Speak plainly, Mr. Handy.”

«I will, sir. It is now nearly a year since Hen-
ry and myself were ir;dlxced, among other indis
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cretions, to visit P—-'s gamlling rooms, and en:
gage in play. Three months’ experience, howev-
er, completely cured us of our folly. During that
time both Henry and myself became acquainted
with P——, and also with several regular visiters
at his establishment. Among these, was an ill-
conditioned, quarrelsome individual. One night
a dispute arose between him and P——, when a
brief rencontre ensued, in which he was severely
beaten. Henry and myself were both present,
and saw the whole affair. Ever since that time,
it appears, that this individual held a grudge
against P——, and has, I am told, frequently in-
sulted him with the intention of drawing him into
another fight. A few weeks ago, as you will
remember, he quarrelled with P——, and was kill-
ed. Now, some one has informed Blackstone,
the Attorney General, that we were present at
the former affray, and he has summoned us both
to appear as witnesses in the case. But what he
war}ts us to prove, is more than I can figure
out.”

& “ lIs that all ?” said Mr. Ware, breathing more

eely.

«That is the whole merit of the case—but it is
not all that troubles Henry’s mind.”

“ What does trouble his mind 7"

“The fact that he has been required to give bail
for his attendance as a witness.”

“ Why has that course been pursued?” asked
Mr. Ware, gravely. :

1 must explain a little to make that matter
clear to you. When Henry first learned that the
Court required his attendance, he went to the
State’s Attorney, in the hope that he could induce
him to leave his name off, stating to him, frankly,
that his presence in such a place was at a time
when he had suffered himself to be led away into
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frregular habits, by injudicious association, and
that he .had very particular reasons for wishing
this fact not to see the light, as he feared that it
would now lead to a false judgment in regard to
him in quarters where it was of the utmost mo-
ment that he should be thought of favorably. But
Mr. Blackstone could not be induced to waive his
evidence. At a subsequent interview, when he
had fixed in his own mind about the first of May
as the day of hie marriage, he mentioned to Mr.
Blackstone that he expected to be unavoidably
absent from the city, at the time the case would
be called. To prevent this, he has been required
to furnish bail.”

“ Why did he not himself mention this to me,
Thomas ?” asked Mr. Ware.

«] urged him very much to do so,” was the coo:
reply. “ But he said that he was so much troubled
and mortified in regard to it, that he felt sure,
that, in making it known to you, he would be lia.
ble to misapprehension, and be judged more se-
verely than he deserved. I do really feel sorry
for him—he takes the whole thing so hard. And
it does seem hard when a young man is trying
his best to do right, that the consequences of old
indiscretions should visit him, and threaten dis-
grace and injury.” :

“ What amount of bail is required?” asked the
old gentleman, in a thoughtful tone, after Hady
had ceased speaking. .

“ Four thousand dollars.’

“ Four thousand dollars !”

“ Yes—a most exorbitant bail. And it is the
fact of such a largze security having been requir-
ed, that troubles Henry so much, though I tell him
that it does not reflect upon him, but upon the
party who stands the prosecution.”

“ (Certainlv it does not reflect upon him. It only
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shows that his evidence is considered of great im-
portance, and that a strong barrier is to be put in
the way of his absenting himself at the time of the
trial. Of course I must go his bail;and it might
as well be done at once. Will you go with me to
the Court-room 7’

“Q, certainly, sir! Certainly!” was Handy’s
ready and pleased response, as he rose from his
chair. In a few moments after, he left the store,
and, in company with old Mr. Ware, took his way
to the State House.

CHAPTER XIIL
OFFICIAL INTEGRITY.

“ ] uave passed safely another dangerous strait,
with rocks and reefs on every side,” said Ware to
his friend, the next day, as they sat conferring in
regard to some future course of action. * With such
a pilot as your very excellent self at the helm, I
begin to feel as if I shall yet-gain the desired
haven.” .

* The devil is good to his own, you know, Har-
ry. We must put our trust in him, and I doubt
not but that he will be true to the end.”

“ So I begin to feel. 8till, doubt and uncertain-
ty hang darkly over the future.”

“ So did it yesterday, in regard to bail. Yet,
when the effort was once made, how the difficulty
vanished, like smoke !”

“But the Attorney General is not to be hum-
bugged quite so easily as my old man. I’m sadly
afraid that nothing can be made out of him—that



OFFICIAL INTEGR'TY. 81

ne will go on his own course, steadily, in spite of
all we may do or say.”

“ That is to be feared. Still, past success is to
rmi an earnest that we shall overcome every diffi-
culty.”

With this feeling, our young men saw day after
day go by, and week after week, until the thirtieth
day of April came, and yet no change had occur-
red in the aspect of a single dark feature of
Ware’s prospects. On the first of May opened a
term of the Criminal Court, when, in all probabil-
ity, the case of the State vs. P—— would be call-
ed. It was about nine o’clock in the evening, that
Ware, with an anxious and troubled countenance,
called at the residence of Mr. Blackstone, and
asked an interview, which was accorded to him,

«I have come, Mr. Blackstone,” he said, with a
good deal of embarrassment in his manner, yet in
a tone of earnestness, arising almost to entreaty,
“to see if I cannot, in some way, prevail on you
to pass ine over in your call for witnesses in the
case of which I have before spoken to you.”

«It is impossible, Mr. Ware. You cannot be
set aside,” was the firm reply of the Attorney
Genera'. “Your evidence is of the first impor-
tance.”

“ Bu: Mr. Handy will prove every thing that I
can. .fe saw the whole affair.”

“1 have before explained to you, Mr. Ware,”
said the Attorney General, “ precisely my view of
the importance of your evidence, and also my view
in regard to my own position as prosecuting At-
torney for the State. Since then, I have seen no
reason for changing my opinion, and must, there-
fore, adhere to my original design of calling you
upon the stand.”

To this, Ware did not reply for some moments,
when he said with bitterness—
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“ From the moment I appear upon that stand,
Mr. Blackstone, I may date the utter ruin of my
hopes: for it will throw over my character a shade
of suspicion, which no explanations, if, indeed, I
shall be allowed the privilege of making any, can
remove. The twentieth of this month is the day
fixed for my marriage with Bell Martin, and if
this thing transpires before that day, her father
will, I am -fully persuaded, come forward with a
positive interdiction.”

“On the twentieth did you say?” asked the
Attorney.

“ Yes, on the twentieth.”

Then there was a long pause, which was at
length broken by Mr. Blackstone, who said—

“Come and see me to-morrow evening, Mr.
Ware. In the mean time, I will give this matter
all the thought I possibly can.”

With this assurance, the young man withdrew.

“ Here is a matter in which I feel somewhat at
a loss how to act,” mused the attorney, after he
was alone. “If the marriage of this young man is
to take place as early as the twentieth, I can easily
keep the case back until that affair is all settled to
his satisfaction. But will it be right for me to do
so? That is the question. May not justice to all
Earties, and more especially to Miss Martin and

er family, require that this trial should be per-
mitted to come on in the natural order of things?
If it make any developments in regard to young
Ware that are discreditable to him, it is far better
that they should know it before his marriage than
afterwards. And, more than that, it is, to my mind,
very questionable, indeed, whether I have any
right, from private or individual considerations, to
interfere, even in the slightest degree, with the
regular and orderly progress and succession of
public business. Certainly such an act would he
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of very doubtful character, and I cannot think that
[ would be right in deviating from my official du-
ties from a regard to any individual’'s feelings,
prospects or interests.”

Such were the views which a good deal of re-
flection had measurably confirmed in.the mind of
Mr. Blackstone, when Henry Ware called in to
see him on the next evening.

« Has any way occurred to you, in which it will
be in your power to screen mein the coming trial ?”
asked the young man, with a look and a tone of
concern, as soon as he was seated. :

« But one way has occurred. Yet I do not feel
at liberty to adopt it,” replied Mr. Blackstone.

“ Why not ?”

« Because it would be a private interference
with the orderly course of public business. And
that, it seems to me, no Judicial functionary has a
right to make.” S

“ To what do you allude ¥’

“« As your marriage is to take place on the
twentieth, it would be a very easy matter to let
other cases (which come after this one on the
docket) precede it, so that you need not make
your appearance here until after that date.”

« The very thing that I intended suggesting to
you this evening. Surely, that can be done with-
out compromising, in any sense, either justice or
principle.”

“ Not as I view the subject.”

«“ How so "

«] do not know, Mr. Ware, that you will ap-
preciate my views, especially at this time. How-
ever, I will give them. As a public officer, I ought
not to regard any man’s private relations in socie-
ty, so ‘much as to make them supersede or stay the
re; r operations of justice. Yours is a case in
point. You wish me to put off a certain trial, in
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which you are to appear as witness beyond a
specified date, in order that the disgrace, or what-
ever you may call it, which will result from your
so appearing, may not have the effect of prevent-
ing your marriage with an heiress. Now, it is
clear to my mind, that with your private affairs
I have nothing to do. My business is to prosecute
offences against the State, according to the legal
forms.”

«“But my dear sir,” broke in Ware, ¢ what
possible detriment can the State suffer, by the .
postponement of a prosecution for a few days?
Are not postponements affairs of constant occur-
rence 1’

“True. But they are all governed by legal
considerations. As for instance, the alleged ab-
sence of an important witness, or other inabilities
on the part of either the prosecution or defence,
to meet the questions at issue. But your case is
one that has relation to private matters, and those
alone, and cannot be admitted as a reason for
postponement.” .

«1 cannot, Mr. Blackstone, appreciate the dis-
tinction you make.”

*«I did not suppose that you could, Mr. Ware,
for the simple reason that it has reference to a
matter which deeply concerns you, personally. As
regards myself, I stand on different ground, and
can look at the subject in a very different aspect.
I view it abstracted from all personal interest, as
a matter of simple right.”

“Surely you cannot call it right, to blast, with-
out provocation. without any adequate reason for
doing so, the prospects of a man who never injur-
ed you.”

«“Mr. Ware,” said the attorney, in a firm and
decided tone, while he looked him steadily and
somewhat sternly in the face, “ when I accepted
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my present office, it was with the solenun determi-
nation to know no man, personally, while engaged
in the discharge of its duties. Were you my
brother, sir, I would act as I am now doing. And,
let me say to you, that the more I reflect upon this
matter, the more deep is my conviction that I ought
not to deviate from the course I have declared, in
this case above all that have ever come under iy
notice. If you wer? in improper company, that
was, I presume, the\result of loose habits and a
love for improper associates. In the course of
events, this fact has come out, or is about to come
out, just as you are preparing to marry a youn
and innocent maiden. Its exposure, you fear, will
cause a dissolution of your engagement. If I
understand you right, you are deceiving both the
maiden and her parents in regard to your real
character, which, if known, would cause them to
reject you at once. And shall I, as a lover of
justice, as a good citizen, as a father, screen you in
my official capacity? No, sir! I would resign
my office before I would betray the sacred trust
placed in my hands!”

“ You do me injustice,” urged the young man
“I am not in association with gamblers, as yot
infer. In a thoughtless- moment, I was induced,
by a friend, to go into P——'8 rooms, and while
there, consent to play a game or two with my
friend and a stranger, which stranger proved to be
P—— himself. Fifteen minutes only had elapsed
before the quarrel took place. Thus, you see, that
an undeserved odium will attach to my name
‘rom this one indiscreet act.”

“You must take the consequences of your own
eonduct, Mr. Ware. If your statement can be
substantiated to Miss Martin’s friends, no difficul- -
ty, 1 presume, will occur.”

8
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“You will not, then, stay proceedings in ths
case !” ~

“ No, sir; not a day.”

“ When do you think it will be reached ”

“In two or three days, at the farthest.”

‘With this decisive information, Ware arose,
gnd bowing to Mr. Blackstone, in silence, with-

rew.

The next morning brought the two young men.
together, whose sayings and doings have occu-
pied, thus far, so much of the reader’s attention.

“Did you see Blackstone, last evening ?"’ asked
Handy, as they met.

“ Yes, and had my labor for my pains.”

“ Would n’t he put off the trial ¥’

“No—not a day.”

“ Was he positive 1" :

“Yes. He said that he wouldn’t put it off if
his own brother stood in my place.” :

“Of course not! But who believes him?
Not 1.”

“ It séems as if the very fates were against me,”
said Ware, in a gloomy tone.

“Do n't despair. I think I've hit the right thing
at last.” :

“How?® What is it? Speak out, and let me
hear at once.” This was said in a quick, excited
tone.

“Hear, and judge for yourself I went last
night to see P——, against whom, you know, this
prosecution is got up. After sounding him pretty
thoroughly, I found that, for a consideration—you
know he goes in for that, and, what is more, is as
keen for the rhino now as he was before the axe
of justice hung suspended over his head—that, for
a consideration, he would cause his lawyer to have
the trial put off, on the plea of not being ready
until after the twentieth.”
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“ Are you sure of that?” asked Ware eagerly,
his whole expression and manner changing.

“ O yes. He can be bought over to do anything.
And this is a matter that will cost him neither ris
nor labor.”

“ Will he take a ¢ promise to pay ¥ ”

“O yes. He will consider it a debt of honor,
you know.”

« Precisely. Go then, Tom, see him at once,
and make sure of him at any price. When the
arrangement is completed, just let me know the
amount, and I will fork over my due bill in a little
less than no time at all. It’s all safe now, I can
see. Hurrah!”

“ H-u-s-h, Harry! do n’t go into spasmodics,”
was the reply of Tom Handy, as he turned to the
door, on his prompt errand to the gambler.

—_———

.

.CHAPTER XIIL
THE TWO BRIDES,

~ON the evening of the twentieth of May, 18-
an interview of touching interest occurred in one
of the chambers of Mr. Martin’s elegant mansion
—an interview never forgotten by the two who
alone were its participants. Those two were Bell
Martin and the gentle, pure-minded, affectionate
Mary, before introduced to the reader. Both were
to become brides on that evening ; bu¢ under what
different external circumstances. A large and
brilliant company had already begun to assemble
in honor of the one, while the other was waiting
the arrival of her humble lover, to convey her,
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a.one with himself, in Mr. Martin’s family carri
age, to the minister’s, from whence she was to be
taken to a small house, which Mr. Lane had
furnished neatly and modestly, and there to be in-
troduced as its mistress. One was arrayed in rich
and attractive garments, and adorned with a pro-
fusion of jewels—while the other had on a simple
dress of pure white, and, as an ornament, a single
rose, half concealed beneath the folds of her glossy
hair. The one instantly attracted the eye, and
awoke a sentiment of admiration ; while the unob-
trusive innocence and native gracefulness of the
other, touched the heart with a feeling of tender-
ness and interest. The fancy of Bell was full of
undefined but pleasing images, and her eyes bright
and sparkling. Mary had, on the contrary, a
thoughtful, sad and subdued loak, while her eyes
swam in moisture, and the tears seemed ready at
every moment to spring forth upon her cheek.
The tender interest which was felt for Bell by the
latter, would not permit any one else to array her
for the bridal occasion, even though her own mar-
riage was to take place on the same evening. She
felt it to be her last sad privilege to render this
service, at the period when their paths, which had
long run side by side through pleasant and flow-
ery scenes, were about diverging ; and thus feel-
in%,‘ she claimed the privilege.
be scene of busy preparation at last over, with

the degree of interest which had prevented a free
interchange of affectionate parting words between
the two maidens, they now stood looking at each
other with feelings of warmer affection than had
ever yet swelled their bosoms—but the love of the
humble maiden was deeper and tenderer than that
of her companion.

“Dear Bell!” she said, laying her light hand
gently upon her, and looking with a tearful smile
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in her face—“ you must forgive the freedom with
which I address you, for at this moment you seem -
so dear to me, as if you were my own sister—
that I must speak as I feel. Will you sometimes
think of me, Bell? I leave the only home and the
only friends I have ever known; and even though
I shall go to one who loves me tenderly, and who
has my heart’s first, best, purest affections, yet I
shak often think of you, and sigh for the home
and friends of my early and happy years.”

“ Think of you, Mary? Dear Mary! Sister
Mary, I should rather say,” Bell replied, in a voice
of earnest affection, as she drew her arm around
the gentle maiden. “How can I ever forget the
- self-sacrificing companion of my childhood and
maturer years! You have borne to me, to all
of us, Ma?’, a true and faithful heart. This we
have ever felt, and for it we have ever loved you.
But now, as we are about separating, I feel for
you a purer and deeper love. You are as my
sister.”

“For you,” replied Mary, «“I have long felt a
like tender regard, and now, that a new, impor-
tant and momentous change is about taking place
in our histories, that feeling toward youy assumes
a hue of sadness that I cannot remove.”

. “Why should it be sad, Mary? I am happy—
and before me is ‘a brilliant prospect. Rather .
should the feeling be mine for you, thus rending
all the pleasant ties of early years—thus leaving
the bosom of that family in which you have been
loved and cherished, to stand up alone in the
world beside one, who, no matter how tenderly he
may love you, cannot fill every place in a wo-
man’s heart.”

« All that I feel, Bell,” was Mary’s reply, made
in a tone which had recovered its calmuess. “ But
1 shall be happy, perfectiy happy, according to the

8
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mea”sure of my anticipations. You, I fear, will
not. :

“ What reason have you for so fearing, Mary "

«“I have no brilliant expectations—you have.
Rarely, I believe, so says the world’s eventful
history, are such expectations realized. If not in
your case, then will come vmhappiness. I have
thought of this often and often, when I have heard
your expressions of delight in anticipbation of com-
ing joy, and often have I felt like checking them
by a word. To-night I cannot help doing so. O,
then, remember, dear Bell! that the surest way to
happiness, is to expect little from mere external
things. These are ever changing and passing
away. And, above all, let me urge you not to
look for unalloyed pleasures in your married life.
There will be—there must be in the very nature
of things—uncongenialities between your husband
and yourself, and if I have formed of man's char
acter a true idea, the wife will have much to learn
in the way of submission. This lesson will be
harder for you than for me.”

“ Why harder, Mary %’

“For this reason. Both Mr. Lane and myself
have, thus far in life, moved in subordinate posi-
tions, and - have been in the daily habit of submit-
ting our wills to others—of preferring others to
ourselves. Less, then, will be required of me in
the way of submission to his will, and what is re-
g;)ired will cheerfully be given. But your case is

fferent. Neither Mr. Ware nor yourself know
much about this yielding to others. He will, as a
man, from the confirmed habit of having his own
way in almost every thing, expect you to yield
nearlﬁy every point of difference to him. This you
will find a hard lesson, indeed, to learn ; and it will,
unless you guard and deny yourself very much,
be the fruitful source of unhappiness.”
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“« Why do you talk so strangely to me, at this
time, Mary ?” asked Bell, in a half-offended tone.

“ Because I love you,” was the quick reply of
Mary, as she leaned her head upon the shoulder
of Bell, and gave way to tears. The tone and
words of the latter had wounded her feelings.

“Forgive me, Mary,” said Bell, after a few mo-
ments, “ for the unkind manner in which I spoke.
Your words seemed like a reflection upon Henry,
and that, with my present feelings toward him, I
cannot bear.”

“Mary, you are waited for,” said a servant,
opening the chamber door.

“ Say that I will be ready in a few moments,”
replied Mary, and then the servant withdrew.

* And so the time has come, at last, for our part-
ing,” was the remark of Bell, in a tender and sub-
dued voice, after they were again alone. “I shall
miss you every day, and every hour, Mary—and
so will every one in this house. What you have
just said, comes back upon me now, and it
may be too true. If so, your way, humble and
unseen though it be, will be a happier one than
mine.’

« With a sincere heart, fervently do I pray, Bell,
that no shadow may ever fall upon you—that your
path may be amid sunshine and flowers. But,
should this not be the case—should it so happen,
in the mysterious permission of Divine Provi-
dence, that, in some future time, your pillow be-
come a thorny one—that even a single sorrow
press upon your heart, let it be my privilege to
speak to you, if I can do no more, words of com-
fort—to pillow your head upon my bosom. If no
other heart remain true to its first love for you,
mine will still pour out its treasures of affection,
and be blest in giving.”

Silently, and with full hearts, did the twe
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mmidens then fold each other in their arms.
‘When, at last, this earnest embrace was over
tears were on the cheeks of both. Then came a
long, fond gaze into each other’s eyes, and an
earnest grasping of the hands.

« Farewell, Bell"—

« Farewell, Mary”—
were uttered with choking voices. In the next
minute Bell stood alone in her chamber, and
Mary’s hand was in that of her lover.

—— R
CHAPTER XIV.
BIJGHTED HOPES.

We must now pass over the events pf five
years, and introduce our characters at the end of
that period. It is unnecessary to tell the reader,
that the marriage of Bell Martin has been an un-
happy one. Scarcely a week elapsed, before some
act or .word from her husband had chilled the
warm current of joyous affection that was gush-
ing out toward him. How could it be otherwise?
She, young, innocent and confiding, with her wo-
man’s heart full of tenderness and truth—and he,
all uninfluenced by a feeling or a principle that
was not purely selfish. The coldness with which
he received, from the very first, her acts of 2xue
berant fondness, that were but the natural ex-
Eressions of the love she felt for him, soon taught

er one of the hardest lessons a young wife hasta
iearn; and many months had not passed away
before this lesson, if forgotten in a moment of .

warmer feelings, was enforced by words.
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It is not often that the young wife, even when
regarded with the deepest and purest affection,
finds that affection manifested toward her in what
her heart recognizes as its true expression. Nor
does she ever, or, at least, but rarely indeed, meet
that warm reciprocation in word and act, for
which her heait yearns. This is the natural con-
seyuence of differences in mental conformation.
But where the affection that exists is a genuine
one, the husband gradually learns to manifest
more in word and act the love he feels, and the
wife to perceive far more in a look or word, or
tone, or action, than she did in the first months,
or years of wedded life. But, alas! Where, as
in the case of Bell, not the first pure emotion of
love has even stirred the icy surface of a hus-
band’s feelings, how sad must be the condition of
a wife! - :

The coldness that soon manifested itself in her
case, was followed by neglect, and a seeming, as
it was a real, indifference toward “er. This came
earlier, from the fact, that the revelations on the
trial of P——, the gambler, destroyed Mr. Mar-
tin's confidence in Ware—though it did not weak-
en Bell's affection for her husband. Indeed, she
took Henry’s own version of the matter ay the
true one; which version made him an innocent
victim of circumstances.

Following these revelations, came the open and
avowed determination of the young man not to
bind himself down to the plodding duties of a pet-
tifogging lawyer, as he expressed it; accompanied
by requests for liberal sums of money, which -were
refused. Finding that Henry had, in a most
heartless and cruel manner, deceived them, and
{_hat he was now disposed to act out his real, but,
or a_few months, concealed character, both his
own father and the father of Bell felt called upon -
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to restrict him in the use of money, to the end
that he might feel compelled to apply himself to
nis profession.

But this result did not follow. He was too
deeply and thoroughly corrupted, and had, in his
friend Thomas Handy, too ready a prompter to
evil. Money he wanted, and money he must
bave. Through the influence of Bell with her
mother, and by taking from her hands, freely giv-
en it is true, nearly every dollar which she re-
ceived for her own use, he obtained small sup-
plies. These furnished the means of resort to the
only way of filling his purse that he could think
of—the gaming table. Of course, he was, for
some time, a constant loser in the main,—tempo-
rary and permitted success, being followed, sure-
ly, by the entire loss of his little capital, and,
very frequently, by his becoming involved in
debts of honor, to pay which gave him no little
trouble. . ,

For five years had he persevered in his evil
courses, growing all the while more and more in-
.ifferent, or openly unkind toward his wife. Hav-
ing no further cause for the concealment of his
real character and feelings, he took little pains to
appear what he was not, or to regulate his con-
duct by the rule of appearances. As neither his
father nor the father of Bell would support the
young couple in an establishment of their own,
and for the very best of reasons, Ware continued
to reside with his wife at the house of Mr. Martin.
But even this constant fingling with her family,
failed to influence his conduct toward her. Rare-
ly did he accompany her abroad, and never did he
pretend to deny himself any thing for her sake,
or seem to feel drawn toward home, even though
two pleasant children had come to light it up with
their sweet smiles, and to fill it with the musio
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of their happy voices. Rarely did he come in be-
fore one, two, and sometimes three, in the marn-
ing, and then, frequently, in a state of partial in-
toxication. Added to this, he had grown, of late,
abstracted and sullen in his manner, rarely joining -
in any conversation with the family, and, some-
times, not coming home for two or three days at
a time, and then much under the influence of
liquor.

One day, about the period indicated in the open-
ing of this chapter, Lane, the, chief clerk of Mr.
Martin, who had been engaged in settling the
Bank account for the previous three months, came
up to him, holding five checks in his hand, each
for a thousand dollars, and said—

«Mr. Martin, I find a difference in our ac-
counts with the Bank, of just five thousand dollars
—and here are five cancelled checks, of one thou-
sand dollars each, for which I find no correspond-
ing dates or numbers in our check-book. What
can this mean ?”

Mr. Martin took the checks from the hand of
nis clerk, and, after examining them attentively
for a moment or two, said with a look of alarm—

“ These are forgeries, Mr. Lane !”

«“So I feared,” was the clerk’s reply, in a vuice
of concern. v

A silence of some moments ensued, when Mr.
Martin asked—

« Do your suspicions fall upon any one 1"

«“ They do not. The discovery of this discre.
pancy between the two accounts, and the fact of
your pronouncing the checks to be forgeries, are
80 recent, that 1 have not had time to think be-

ond the mere circumstance that a forgery has
heen committed.” ‘

“Do not, then, allude, in any way to the fact; 1
will inform the Bank. and leave its officers to take
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their own measures, as the loss will fall upon the
institution.”

It was about eleven o'clock on the next day,
that Mr. Martin was sent for, in great haste, by
the runner of the Bank in which his account was
kept. He repaired at once to the banking house,
and was shown into the private room of the
Cashier.

« For what purpose am I summoned ?” he asked,
a feeling of alarm coming over him as he looked
steadily into the officer’s face, and saw that it wore
a painful expression. -

« We have already detected the forger of your
check !” the Cashier said.

“ And secured him ?”

“ Yes.”

“ Who is he ?”

“ Sorry, indeed, am I to say, Mr. Martin, that it
is your own son-in-law.” :

“Henry Ware!” ejaculated the merchant, his
face blanched to an ashy paleness.

« It is, alas! too true, Mr. Martin. The unhappy
young man is now in the custody of an officer of
the police.” .

At this intelligence, Mr. Martin sunk into a
chair, and shading his face with his hand, sat for
some time before his agitated feelings were suffi-
ciently calmed to allow his thoughts to come into
distinct forms. At length he said—

“ And so the matter is already in the hands ot
the police?” v
“Yes, sir. A check was presented for five
thousand dollars, which the teller at once detected
as a forgery. The young man was detained, and

an officer sent for.”

“Iam sorry for this,” rejlied Mr. Martin, with
a troubled countenance. “ Why did you not first
send for me.”
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« That course would have been pursued, had 1
known the young man at the moment of his de-
tection. The fact that it was the son of old Mr.
Ware, and the husband of your daughter, came to
my knowledge too late.” :

“ Where is he now 1" ]

«“ He was taken to the Mayor’s office a few
minutes before you came in.”

« Has Mr. Ware been informed of the facts ?”

“Not through me.”

Mr. Martin waited to hear no more, but hurried
away to the Mayor's office, where he found the
young man undergoing an examination. The tes-
timony of the teller was clear as to the fact of his
having presented the check pronounced a forgery,
and the Mayor was only waiting the arrival of Mr.
Martin, for whom an officer had been despatched,
to have the check pronounced genuine or spurious,

+ Reluctantly he was compelled to say that the
check had been forged. An order for Ware's
commitment to prison, to await his trial at the
Quarter Sessions, followed next in order. To pre-
vent this, Mr." Martin entered into a recognizance
in the sum of ten thousand dollars, for his appear-
ance at Court.

This done, the old man turned away sternly,
without letting his eyes rest upon the unhappy

oung man. From the Mayor’s office he went to

is store. After informing Mr. Lane of the pain.’
ful discovery that had been made, he bent his steps
homeward, with a troubled and heavy heart.. On
entering the family sitting-room, he found no one
in but Bell, and one of his little grandchildren, a
beautiful boy, who was playing about in happy
unconsciousness of the guilt of one parent, and the
wretchedness of the other.

“ Where is your mother, Bell ¥’ he asked with

9
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an expression of countenance that made the blood
feel cold about the heart of his child.

«“ She has gone out,” was the reply, while his
daughter looked earnestly and inquiringly into his
face. Then followed a long silence, during which
Mr. Martin was debating the question whether he
should at once, and plainly, unfold to his child the
conduct of her husband, or leave her to discover it
in some other way.

The manner of her father convinced Bell that -
something .was wrong, and her thoughts turned
instinctively to her husband. His long continued
silence at length became so distressing, filling her
mind as it did with vague and terrible fears, that
she could bear it no longer.

« Father,” she said, in a tone of forcell calmness,
“something is the matter, I know. If it concerns
me, nearly, do not keep me in suspense. Ican
bear painful news from your lips better than from*
another’s.” .

“To you, my dear, suffering child,” replied the
old man, in a voice that trembled, coming to her
side as he spoke, “ the news I have to tell will be
painful indeed.”

“Does it concern Henry ?’ asked Bell, eagerly
and quickly, lookin% up into her father’s face with
pale and quivering lips, ,

Be‘l‘l it does concern that wretched young man,
« O, father! Speak out plainly! How does it
concern him?”

« He has been detected in the crime of forgery.”

« Father ! it cannot be—it is not true!” ex-
claimed Bell, starting suddenly to her feet, an in-
dignant expression glancing across her face.

“Would to Heaven it were not so, my child ¢
But it is, indeed, too true.” :

“ Where—where is he, father.’
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“I do not know, and but for your sake I would
say, that I did not care. He was arrested this
morning, and carried before the Mayor, when the
crime was fully proved. I was present, and went
his bail to prevent his being taken to prison.”

“ Upon whom was the forgery committed *” ask-
;gl Bell, :n a firm tone, while her face was deadly

e. .
« Upon——but that is of no consequence, Bell.”
¢ But I wish to know, father.”

“You know enough, already, my child ; more,
I fear, than your poor afflicted heart can bear.”

o ]V3Vezlals it on you 1" persevered the daughter.

3 —?

« Say, father! Was it upon you ?” ’

« It was, my child,” replied the old man, after a
moment’s hesitation. “ But that does not change,
in any way, the features of the case.”

The half-expected, but dreaded reply of her
father, smote heavily upon Bell’s heart.

« Oh, how could he have done that! How could
he have done that!” she murmured, in a low, in-
distinct tone, dropping her head upon her bosom.
In a few moments the tears came gushing forth,
while her whole body was convulsed with violent
sobs. Her little boy, seeing the distress of his
mother, ran to her side in alarm, and climbing up
into her lap, threw his arms around her neck, and
while his tears mingled with hers, begged her, in
lisping accents, not to cry.

“Try and bear it as well as you can, my dear
child,” said Mr. Martin, after the violence of Beii's
emotion had subsided in a degree.

« But, father, this is hard to bear.”

“I know it Bell. But what we are compelled to
bear should be made as light as possible. Your
husband has, from the first, shown himself not only
to be an unprincipled man, but has treated you
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with a coldness and cruelty that it seems to me
ought long since to have utterly estranged your
affections from him. It ought, then, not to be
hard to bear a permanent separation from him.
To be to him as if he were not.”

« Father! Do not talk so about my husband,
and the father of my dear little ones! I cannot
bear it. JfI am willing to endure all this coldness
and estrapgement, you ought not to complain.
But why do you talk of a permanent, separa-
tiolxll ?”  And the face of the young wife grew paler
still.

“ Are you not aware, Bell, that the crime of
forgery is punishable by long years of solitary
confinement in the penitentiary? This must be
your husband’s inevitable fate, if his case should
c?me’to trial, which I presume will never take
place.” .

“ How can that be prevented ?”

“ By his going away, and leaving me to forfeit
the ten thousand dollars bail.”

To this Bell made no reply, but sat in a musing,
dreamy attitude, forgetful of all around her. The

. cup of her misery seemed full.

As for old Mr. Martin, his mind was agitated by
many conflicting thoughts and painful emotions.
Family pride was, with him, a strong feeling. The
unfortunate marriage of his daughter, besides its
other painful concomitants, deeply wounded this
feeling, and had caused him to cherish much bit-
terness toward Henry Ware, Now this pride was
destined to receive a more powerful blow in the
publicity of the fact that the husband of his daugh-
ter had proved a forger.

Hurriedly, yet involuntarily, did both father and
daughter, each almost entirely forgetful of the
other’s presence, review the past five or six
years. Alas! how had they mocked all the
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bright promise of earlier days. Could there have
been a more utter shipwreck of a young heart’s
best affections? Could a father’s tender hopes for
his child have been more deeply and incurably
blighted ?

As for the latter, the more he thought about the
conduct of his daughter’s husband, the more his
anger was aroused against him. The final conclu-
sion of his mind was, that Henry Ware should
never again cross the threshold of his house, nor
Bell, if he could prevent it, ever see him again.

“No good can come out of it,” he argued to
himself, “ and much harm in the necessary distur- .
bance of my poor child’s mind. Besides, he has
not only violated every honorable principle in his
intercourse and connection with my family, but
stands, now, in the position of a criminal, who has
deliberately broken the laws of his country. No,
no. He shall never enter this house again!”

CHAPTER XV,
A WIFE'S LOVE.

Nearny a mile away from the fashionable
neighborhood, in which the elegant mansion of
Mr. Martin attracted every eye, stood a neat little
dwelling, unpretendin% without, and modestly ar-
ranged within. Here lived Mr. Lane and Mary,
his pure-minded, loving wife. Two dear little
ones made up the number of their household
treasures—sweet, inng(;ent children, who bore in
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their young countenances the miniature image of
their mother’s face. Blessed indeed were they in
the marriage union! Every passing day but en-
deared them more and more to each other—for
almost every day developed in the character of
each some new moral beauty perceptible to the
other. Inregard to external circumstances, they
had no cause for complaint. The liberal salary
which Mr. Martin paid to one in whom he had
such good cause for reposing almost unlimited
confidence, was full five hundred dollars in each
year more than was required to meet all expenses
incident to household economy.” Already had he
been able to purchase the pleasant little dwelling
into which his dear ones were gathered, and now
he was depositing the surplus of his salary in a
savi%s bank, in view of accumulating a small
capital with which, at some future time, to enter
into business.

The discovery of Ware as the forger of Mr.
Martin’s checks pained him very deeply—not so
much on the ({oung man’s account, for he had
never regarded him in any other light than that
of a cold-hearted, unprincipled villain, capable
of this or any other act that would serve his sel-
fish purposes; but for the sake of Mr. Martin,
and especially for poor Bell, did he feel pained ex-
ceedingly.

«“Mary,” he said, on coming home at dinner
time, “ I have bad news to tell you. Henry Ware
has been arrested for forgery, and the fact fully
proved.”

«“Poor Bell! exclaimed Mary, striking her
Rand”s suddenly together., «Poor Bell! It will kill

er !

«It may go hard now, Mary ; but it will be bet-
ter for her in the end.”

“ How so "
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« They will be permanently separated. He wil,
have to go away from here before his trial comes
on, and leave Mr. Martin to pay ten thousand dol-
lars bail, which he was foolish enough to involve
himself in, or be sentenced for four or five years
imprisonment in the Penitentiary.”

«If he goes away, as you say, cannot he return
after the trial is over 7"

“0 no. The crime is one against the State,
and nothing will do but the legal penalty. He can
never return, if he goes away, without being sub-
ject to a revival of the prosecution. As I said be-
fore, I have no doubt but that it will be far better
for her never to see him again.”

“ But you must remember that he is her hus-
band, and the father of her children. That he
called out the first ardent feelings of a young and
affectionate heart ; feelings that even cruel ne-

lect and wrong have not been able to subdue.
ou must remember that she still looks up to and
rests upon him as her husband.”

« How can she thus rest, Mary, when there is
not in his character a single healthy moral princi-
ple? Iconfess that I do not understand it. She
I know to be innocent and pure-minded. How,
then, can she cling to one so utterly unprincipled
as Henry Ware!”

“lHe is her husband!” was Mary’s emphatic
reply. ,

« Still I do not understand it.”

« The reason is plain.”

« What is it 7"

“You have not a woman’s heart.”

“ True, Mary,—and that may explain it. But1
will not say that it does.”

«How long will it be before the trial comes on™
asked Mary, after a thoughtful puuse.

About a month, I think.”
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“ A month? Until that time, he can, of cnurse,
remain in Phitadelphia 7

“Yes, if he chooses to do so.”

« I wish, for the sake of Bell, that the trial would
come on in a week.”

“Why so?”

“ Because in that case she would the sooner be
separated from him.” ,

« My own impression is that she will never see
him again.”

“Why 1

“] cannot believe that Mr. Martin will permit
Ware to enter his house. He was terribly in-
censed against him.” ;

« That will not prevent Bell from seeing him.
She loves him too well, even though he has almost -
broken her heart. If he is not allowed to come
into her father’s house, she will go to his father’s,
or any where else, for the purpose of meeting him.
1 wish she could give him up; but I fear that she
cannot.”

« She will have to give him up soon, Mary.”

“] know it. But she will not do it until the
last moment. Of'that I am sure.”

« Cannot you influence her in the matter

“Not so far as to prevent her meeting him.
And, imdeed, I could not urge her upon this sub-
ject. He is her husband—and she loves him deep-
ly. Why should she not be permitted the sad
pleasure of a few stolen interviews with him, ere"
they are parted, perhaps forever ?”

“Would it not be well for you to go over and
see her this afternoon ?”

“Q, yes. I made up my mind to go as soon as
I learned the painful intelligence. Since Fanny’s
marriage and removal to New York, there has
been no one but myself to whom she has felt free
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to tell all her feclings, and thus find relief in their
expression.” )

It was about four o’clock, on the same after-
noon, that a gentle tap at Bell's chamber door,
aroused her from a state of gloomy abstraction.
Her low, half-reluctant “ come in,” was answered
by the entrance of Mary. They were in each
other’s arms in a moment, the tears gushing from
the eyes of both. For many minutes they were
together in silence. At last, the feelings of each
became subdued. .

“Q,Mary! is not this dreadful?” said Bell at
length, the tears flowing afresh. _

«“]It is indeed dreadful, Bell,” replied Mary, as
soon as she could command her voice. “ And,
much as my heart yearns for the ability, I know
not how to offer you words of comfort.”

«“ That is in the power of no one, Mary! For
me there is nothing left but stern endurance. Oh,
Mary! To think that Henry should have been so
mad, so wicked, as to commit such a crime! I
could have borne all his neglect of me, and still
lived on, cherishing, as I have done, the hope that
a day would come when all the excitements that
won him away from me, would lose their power
over him, and then he would be to me all that I
could desire. That then he would discover how
deeply and fondly I had loved him, through neglect
and unkindness, and be constrained to give me
back his neart in return. But alas! alas! All
these long and ardently cherished hopes have
been scattered, in a moment, to the winds. He
has been guilty of crime, and- must flee, like a
hunted criminal, or, remaining, receive the stern
sentence of the law for his misdeeds.”

“Have you seen him since morning?”’ asked
Mary, after a pause. )

“No, Mary. And what is more, father says he
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shall never enter this house again. I cannot blame
him, but I feel it to be very hard. He is my hus-
band still, and I cannot give him up.”

«“ But is it not better that you should not see
him again, Bell? The interview would only have
. the effect to wound still deeper your already
crushed feelings.”

“I must see him, Mary, and I will see him,”
replied Bell with a sudden energy. “Can you
suppose, for a moment, that I would let him
go away, never again to return—to be an out-
cast in the world—a pursued and hunted man
—and not give him a wife’s parting blessing?
No—no—Mary! 1 must and will see him—
and that many times—before we part, perhaps,
for ever.”

“Do not act too broadly against your father’s
desire, Bell,” urged Mary.

“« He is my husband,” was the firm reply ; “ and
now, when all turn from him, shall his wife give
him up? No, Mary! That would be a sin
agt}jnst nature. Icannot and I will not give him

The manner of Bell showed that she was neso-
lute in her determjnation, and therefore Mary did
x‘:g: hl'lrge her furte: upon a subject so painfu. to
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CHAPTER XVL
CRIME AND ITS CONSEQUENCES.

WaEN old Mr. Ware received the, painful and
wortifying intelligence of his son’s crime, he be-
came deeply incensed, and when he met him, up-
braided him with his conduct in bitter terms.

“You are no longer my son! Idisown you
from this moment !” he said in angry tones. « My
son could not be guilty of baseness and crime.”

“ Blame yourself alone, as I do,” was the young
man’s brief, but stern reply.

“ What do you mean ?’ asked the father, still in
a voice of anger.

“I mean, simply, that in consequence of your
refusal to supply me with the money required to
make such an appearance as a young man in my
station in society had a right to make, I was driv-
en to the gaming-table, where debts of honor ac-
cumulateg against me to such an extent, that I
could wipe them out no other way than by for-
gery. Mr. Martin, like yourself, has played
toward me a niggardly part, and upon his purse 1
first commenced operations. In doing so, I mere-
? took what he should long since have given. I

o not consider my offence a criminal one.”

This mode of reasoning excited Mr. Ware still
more, especially as there was an air of insolence
and hardihood about his son, that ill became one
in his peculiar circumstances. A keen retort
trembled on his tongue, but he suppressed it, and
turning away quickly, left the young man to his
own reflections. These were not ofa very pleasant
nature, for he was yet undetermined, fully, in re.
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gard to future action. To leave the city would
be, of course, his first movement, unless prevented -
from so doing. But where to hide himself away
from the law’s searcking glances he knew not, nor
how he should—cut off entirely from every re-
source but his own exertions, as he expected to
be, now that both Mr. Martin and his father weére
so incensed against him—maintain himself even
in an humble position.

On the next morning the newspapers teemed
with various accounts of the forgery, and with
many allusions to the families of both Mr. Ware
and Mr. Martin. Some few hesitated not to assert
that the young man would, of course, escape the
legal penalty of his crime, seeing that his father
and father-in-law were rich men. Others suddenly
remembered, or thought they remembered, a some-
what similar case, in which an uncle of young
Ware had been implicated marny years previous.
These things were deeply galling to both families,
and to all who stood in any way connected with
them.

Painfully mortified at the position in which
the discovery of his conduct had placed him,
Henry Ware shrunk away in his father’s house
from an exposure of himself to the public eye.
The only one there who seemed to feel for him
was his mother. She could not frown upon her
child, now that every tongue spake against him.
Much as she abhorred his conduct, she could
n'?%dresist the pleadings of maternal love for her
child. :

She had been with him alone for nearly an
. hour, on the morning following the discovery of
his mad act, and her conversation and manifesta-
tion of deep affection, wounded and bruised as it
was, had softened his feelings a good deal, when
a letter, addressed to hind, was handed in. He
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.proke the seal hurriedly, and read, not unmoved,

the following touching epistle from his wife :—

“ My Dear Hussano—Since the dreadful news
of yesterday morning, I have been waiting with a
fluttering heart to see you or to hear from you.
Now, I am told that you are no more to enter
these walls, and that I am never again to hold com-
munication with you. But this, no human being has
power to say, but yourself. Are you not my hus-
band !'—my husband whom I have loved with a
depth and devotedness that tongue cannot tell t—
And shall I not cling to you until the last? Cling
to you with a closer and more self-renouncin
love, as all others turn from you?! Yes! If I of-
fend all the world, I will love my husband! Love
him through evil report and good report. Thus
far, Henry, I have loved you under coldness and
neglect—pardon my allusion to the past—loved
you, when the allurements of the world won you
away from your wife, and made the smile on her
lip seem all unattractive. Now, the world turns
from you, but your wife still remains true in her
affection as the needle to the pole. Will you not
now love her for her unwavering devotion? .0,
Henry! If you knew how my poor heart yearns
for pleasant words, and tender looks, you would
no longer withhold them. Where are you? I
send this to your father’s, in the hope that it may
reach your hand. Should it do so, send me word
where you are, and, oh ! how eagerly will 1 fly to
you.

Yours, in life and death, Bern.”

After reading this letter, Ware sat for a moment
in thoughtful silence, and then handed it to his
mother. After glancing hurriedly through it, she
returned it with the rgmark—

1
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« Henry, among all your faults, not the least has
been your conduct toward your wife. Beil has not
deserved the coldness and neglect with which yov
have treated her.”

“ Perhaps not,” was the half impatient reply.
‘But that cannot now be helped. As it is, I
do not see that any good can grow out of our
meeting. I must soon leave this, never again to
return ; and so the quicker she can forget me, the
hetter.”

“ Do not talk in that way, Henry,” said Mrs.
Ware, interrupting her son. *“ You cannot, and
you must not, deny poor Bell the melancholy’
pleasure of seeing you.” Reply to this note at
once, and say that you are here. Address her
kindly and even tenderly—for tender words will
be sweet to her heart just now; and surely, you
can give those, if nothing else.”

About an hour after, as Bell sat alone with her
two children, a note came from her husband. It
ran thus :—

“My Dear Bern—Your affectionate note has
touched my feelings a good deal, and made me
conscious of how deeply I have wounded a heart
whose every pulsation has been true to me. I am
now at my father’s house, where I shall remain for
a short time, previous to my final departure from
this city. Here I can no longer remain in safety
Come and see me. N

“Yours, &c. Henry Ware.”

Without an intimation to any one of her des
sign, Bell instantly repaired to the house of Mr.
Ware. Here she held a long interview with her
husband, in which more expressions of tenderness
fell from his lips. than had greeted her ears since
the first few montls of their married life hurried
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ntly and rapidly away. It mattered not

ow sincere they were on his part. To her spirit,

they were like cool, refreshing dews to the dry

and thirsty ground. Dearer than ever did Le

seem to her, and more painful than at first was
the idea of a separation.

It was between two and three o'clock in the
afternoon when Bell returned. While standing at
the door, waiting for the servant to open it, her
father came up.

«“ Where have you been, Bell ™ he asked, look-

. ing her gravely in the face, as soon as they had
entered the hall.

«I have been to Mr. Ware’s,” she replied, in a
hesitating voice, while her cheek colored, and her
eyes fell upon the floor.

“To Mr. Ware’s? and at this time! Why did
you go there, Bell ?”

«1It is scarcely necessary for me to tell the rea-
son, father. 1 went, of course, to see Henry.”

«“ And after what I said to you this morning?"*
rejoined Mr. Martin, in an excited tone.

“Father, he is my husband, and my hea:t
will cling to him until it is broken,” was the
daughter’s reply. Then bursting into tears, she
glided away, and sought the sanctuary of her own
chamber.

“Infatuated girl!” ejaculated Mr. Martin. But
his words did not reach her ear.

In despite of argument, remonstrance, persua-
sion, and every other means resorted to for the
purpose of influencing her, Bell repaired regularly
to the house of Mr. Ware, and spent hours of each
day with her husband. From him, she learned his
plans in regard to the future. Under the assumed
name of Johnson, he would repair to New Or-
leans, and upon a capital of two or three thousand
dollars, which his father had promised to give him
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at parting, he stated to her that he intended to
enter into some business, and try, if possible, to
reform himself. As soon as he got a little ahead
there, he purposed going to Cuba, as a place of
permanent residence. There he would be free
from the threatening penalties of the law he had
so madly violated. "The ten thousand dollars for
which Mr. Martin would be held liable, were to
be paid over by his father when the day of trial
came and it was found that the recognizance had
been forfeited.

In all these plans, eagerly as her ear listened for
it, there was nothing said about her being sent for
to join him.

“ How soon do you think that you will get
fairly into business in New Orleans?” she asked,
about a week befare the day fixed for his depar-
ture.

“In a few months after my arrival there, I
nope.” . .

* Shan’t I come out to you then?”

The voice of Bell trembled as she asked this
question, and the tears filled her eyes.

“Leave your comfortable home, surrounded
with luxury and elegance, and join me, an out-
cast, in a strange city? That idea never crossed
my mind, Bell.’

“ But it has mine, a hundred and a hundred
times,” replied his wife. ¢« Whenever you go, I
am ready to follow, and fully prepared to share
your lot, be it what it may.”

To this, Ware did not reply for some minutes,
Then he said—

“For a time, Bell, I think you had better re-
main here. I know not what may befall me. It
may happen that all my efforts will prove un.
successful, and that I may find myself far away
from home and friends, in sickness and destitu-
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tior. If such should be the case, I can write free-
ly to you, and through you at least obtain some
small relief. If success should, however, crown
my efforts, then you can readily join me. In fact,
Ihcould come on as far as Baltimore, and meet you
there.” : :

To this arrangement Bell consented. Two
weeks previous to the day of trial, Ware took
leave of the few friends who were in the secret
of his movements, and left Philadelphia. To his
mothers and sisters the parting was painful in the
extreme. It was to them as if death were about
to separate him from them — aye, worse than
death, for it was dishonor and crime, and the sep-
aration was to be permanent. Old Mr. Ware
assumed a stern aspect, but as he took the hand
of his son in the final pressure, and looked upon
his face for the last time perhaps, his feelings gave
way. '

*“God bless you, Harry!” he said in a choking
voice, and then turned away hastily to hide his
feelings. He might never see the face of his son
again—his only son, upon whom he had so often
looked in hope and pride, now parting from him,
perhaps, forever, and with a stain upon his char-
dcter which nothing could wipe out. )

As for Bell, that parting hour was the bitterest
of her life. And yet she, of all whom he had left
behind him, was the only one that had the feeblest
hope of ever again seeing his face. But, fond
creature, she dreamed not of the cold-hearted sel.
fishness with which he laid his real plans for the
future in regard to her. As to going into business
in New Orleans, there was some truth in that ; but
it was the business of gambling and cheating.
- Fortune he expected to go often against him, and
of course he would need fresh supplies of money.
‘With Bell and his mcité\fr he determined to keep
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up a regular correspondence, deceiving them
throughout in regard to what he was doing, and
as to the real motives of action that governed him.
He knew that he could readily deceive them, and
through this deception he had little doubt but that
he could often obtain money. If in this way he
could not still manage to drain the purses of his
father and Mr. Martin, it was his determination to
tnduce Bell' to join him, under the belief that her
father, who was deepl{ attached to his daughter,
as he well knew, would transmit liberal sums to
her in order to keep her, as she had been all her
life, above the want of any thing that mone
could procure. Thus, with a de of cruel sel-
fishne: s, hardly paralleled, did this wretched
young man lay his plans of future action.

——

CHAPTER XVIL
COMPANIONB IN EVIL.

It \ as about three years from the time that
Henry Ware, exiled by crime from his home and
friends, left Philadelphia, that two men sat con-
versing in a private room of an obscure tavern in
what wus called * Natchez-under-the-Hill.” Both
were evidently young, or, at least, in the earliest
Erime and freshness of manhood—yet strong lines

ad already deepened on their foreheads, and
every lineament of their countenances bore vivid-
ly the marks of evil and selfish passions long in- °
dulged. A skin deeply bronzed, and large black
whiskers, meeting under their chins, gave effect to
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the singularly bold and ferocious aspect of their
faces. They sat opposite to each other, at a small
square table, upon which were glasses and a de-
canter, containing nearly-a quart of brandy.
Each was resting his elbows on the table, and his
chin upon his hands, and each was looking the
other, while they conversed, intently in the face.

“ What then, in the devil’s name, is to be
done?” one of them asked, in a quick, excited
tone, after listening to something which the other
had said.

« We must leave here, of course.”

«Of course. But can we get away safely?
That’s the question.”

«I think so.”

“ How ¥’

“ We must assume a disguise.”

« Of what kind 7

To this the companion replied by taking from
his pocket a small package, which he carefully
opened, and exhibited two pairs of green spec-
tacles.

“ We must shave off our whiskers, and mount
a pair of spectacles a-piece,” said he with a grin
that fell sadly short of a smile, for which it was
‘ntended.

«And, in that disguise, return to New Or-
leans ?”

“Yes.”

« But, will we be safe there, if this fellow should
take it into his head to die? His connections
are rich, and will make great efforts to have us
arrested.”

“Let me get once into New Orleans, and I'll
defy them,” replied the companion.

Just at this moment-the door was opened. by a
coarse, ill-dressed fellow, who entered familiarly,
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and walking up to the table where the two men
sat, each regarding him with a frown, said :

« There are a couple of chaps down stairs ask-
ing for Mr. Johnson and Mr. Smith.”

r“('ll‘hey are not in, Mike,” one of the men re-
plied.

«Q, aye. But I’m pretty sure, from their looks,
that they will not take my word for it.”

“Indeed!” And the face of the individual thus
ejaculating turned somewhat pale.

“ My name is Hartly. Will you remember that,
Mike " said Johnson, or Henry Ware, which was
truly his name. :

“ O aye, sir.” .

* And mine Haines. Don't forget that, Mike,”
added Smith, or Tom Handy, Ware’s inseparable
companion in evil, who had been, really, as
much implicated as himself in the forgeries for
which both were now self-banished from home
and friends.

«I won 't forget,” replied Mike. “ But names are
nothing, you know, to these men, who are not
going to leave the house until they know who are
in it, or I’'m mistaken.”

“Keep ’em on the wrong scent for some ten or
fifteen minutes, will you, Mike 1”

«Q, aye. Trust me for that.” And the bar-
keeper, and doer-of-all-things-in-general about the
establishment, made his bow, and departed.

As soon as he had withdrawn, the door was
locked after him, and the two young men pro-
ceeded, hurriedly, first to shave off their whiskers,
and then to change their external garments for
others that had not been worn by them during
their brief professional visit to Natchez. Green
spectacles and caps gave the finisking touch to
their metamorphoses.

« Well, Hartly, do you think you would know
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me, if we were to meet in the street 1’ asked Han-.
dy, or Haines, as he had newly styled himself;
turning toward his friend.

«1 should certainly never suspect that it was
you. But how do I look 1

« Like Mr. Hartly, and no one else. Can I say
more ?”

“ And you, like Mr. Haines. Well, I think we
may venture to pass the gentlemen who are so
kindly waiting for us below.”

«I think so. There, do you hear that bell
again?” )

“Yes. It is the Gulnare’s. She has been
ringing for the last five hours, and I suppose will
get oft now in the course of an hour more. Shall
we get on board of her ?” .

«“Most certainly! The quicker we can get
away from here the better.” ‘

Every thing being carefully packed away in
their trunks, the two companions descended, with
a careless, indifferent air, to the bar-room, where
Mike was busily attending to his customers. As
they entered, they were eyed searchingly from
head to foot, by two men, whose appearance told
plainly enough their business. This scrutiny con-
tinued until Mike said—

“Good morning, Mr. Hartly! What will you
adave? Good morning, Mr. Haines!”

« A little brandy and water,” was the reply.

,Neither the appearance nor names of the two
men corresponding, in any degree, with the de-
scriptions of the individuals, which the officers—
‘or such they were—had been directed to arrest
‘or an assault with intent to kill the son of a
wealthy citizen of Natchez, who had come into
collision with them at a gambling table, these per- -
sonages withdrew, in a few moments,