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_-Joandithe  sweet’ mignlonotte exhaied “its perfumed
breath ; white dud red roses twined around’ the case-
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r v MHEE ENGLISR HOME. ~
At’Linden cottage, the’ hawthorn” hodges ‘blgomed

2 ments nnd ‘laxeriant honeysuckle graced’ the porch.

=Thehouse had -béen enlarged considerably;dnd a
~Jobnservatory built, that was filled with the ohoieest
Mnny changes, too, had
‘taken place in the interior. - In placo of tho former

tﬂowers from- all olimes.

hytable appliances, there reigned an air of elegance

fand ease; the furniture was chosén with duc regard
itbrbeauty, a8 woll as use; many works oi' ‘arty ﬁne

-paintings and noble specimens of seulpture abounded.
iThe gounds of musia: were wafted on the bmeze, and

3thei Biveet;: thrilling " melody of Teresa’s Yoice often

{1istbned to with delight, by.tho chanco passers ' by.
-Time, ‘with his healing mlnlstrntions. had left some
*raes of his ‘nisgion on the hesrts of the snﬁ'erlng
tohe.within that blessed home. e
+:r/The* 1ady Teresa, ercot, majostio, heoutiful w1th
rthéigraves‘of & queen and the’ gentlenoss of'a Chris:

:tian matron, had folded to her bredst the loving | peaoe
‘of roslguntxon Mrs, Almay, verglng fast’ _upon’ the
“allotted -years-of human ' life, was" traly venornblo
‘with'the loveliness of old:age. Her White' hnir glis-

-toling from beneath her closely ﬂttlng cap, was to
iier & crown of glory'; her mild, hazel eyes were  still
“olear-and ‘bright; her thin oheeks wore a “slight
-tlnge of healthfal color. ‘Bhe looked better, and was

:mtioh happler, than. she was years  ago, | when first
“glie met Teresa - ete the mighty bond" of - a'dommon’
sorrow had unltod ‘and upraised them both unto ni
dlvlno content and sabmisslon, T
-/Qld ‘Alen had gone hotho to the heaven’ of his po-.
ie}lo dreams; and lllB wife was called old” Msrgsry,‘
although her square form ‘was as ercot, her motlonsi
Ay nimhle, 8 before; but Ler hair had whitened, the
wrinkles on'her face had deepened, and she ‘woro tho
wldow's sombre garb and'oap. - o
4 They ‘were; a8 ever, ‘a oontented household though
& stranger’ oooupied the place once held by, faithful
‘Allen’Planos and Mo.rgnry shed tears unseen for thei
- 108870f the kind words she should henr nevermoro on
earth, =i : &
=7u Leave all to'the Lord,” Morgnry. woman.” ‘"
-4 Young* Mrs, Almay, ag she" persisted in oalllng
Torésn, had a maid- of’ her own—a young, ﬂlppnnt
Spanish’ thiog—-—whose henrt Margary though was in
tho :right placo, but  whose shooking frivolitles in
dress:caused the good oren.ture to exolznm with plons
commisération:: -
- wShe'is nomore morless than'a heothenl 8he
sots and dresses just like—liko—an’ ‘pencook, for nll
the world ! © It took.my good mon, ‘Allen, td hnd the
what' d’ ye'; call 'em—simr~lees. . I’m ‘no hond at
msking ’parisons.” - S
* Névertheless she and Tnez wero on - the “beat of
terms, for-there was no place for envy or resentment
in her.devoted heart. -

“he’ lady Teresa has ‘been ebroud severnl timos,
and is fully reoono:led to. hor unele, who. living . yet
in"Oadiz, has delivered into her hands the blk of her
propo:oy.v Simple.in her attiro, yot wearing tho
blaok dress she prefers, she uses the golden boons of
fortune more for the benefit of others, than for per-
sonsl satisfaction., "Having onlarged and beautified
the houso, gho is, with her mother, the bonefaotress
of tho poor, the sister of the unfortunate, ever dling-
lng to the hope of once again boholding the child torn
from her arms by treachery. 8ho has traveled: all
over the kmgdom, but her search for the lost was all
i’ vain, In her native land—on the continent—tho
mother dlstrxbuted her wealth with a lavish hand,
in the endenvor to gnm tidings of tho fo.ther and
young child.

‘Mrs. Almay had given up the last vestlge of the
hope of ever again beholding or hearing from her
gon.’ Every day of her life she prayed for Rose, the
gentle heing who had so twined around her heart;
bnt she entertained not the faintest expeotation of
eyer folding in her arms the grandchild she had
ngver seen.

“But the mother’s heart hoped on with a tenacity

ths.t no disappointment could overthrow. Iler chas-|”

tenod soul had learnt all the beauty of resignation;

) she aocepted the oross of earthly discnplme, and wore
it serenely and with peaco. Never moro manifesting
a-violent grief in the presence of her nged mother, it
whs only in the silence of her chawmber that she poured
out” her full and yot sorrowing heart unto the
Gmoxous Drsposer of all good.

To the wretched toilers In the miserable village
where her great calamity had first' befallen her, To-
resa sent a munifieent donation, to be equally divi-
ded’ among tho families there. Sho visited the place

some time afterwards, and was gratifed with the
lmproved napeot of the dwellings—the better condi-
tion'of the people, that her benevolence had secured.

. There are threads of silvor through her raven
tresses but her smile, though ponsive, is enchant-

lsa tingo of healthful color in'her cheok The uses
of adversity have borne their hedvenly fruits,

One lovoly summer morning, Teresa sat in her own
©00sily rotired sitting-room, with 8 young man who
was their guest.. That room had been fitted up by
her own exquisito tasts, and was indeed an olegaunt
retrent, opening to the garden path, and leading to
the choice congervatory. ' The lofty windows, over
which, outside, the rose olnmbered and the vine leaves
« (8pread, wero drnpcd with ourtsins of pink silk and
. |delioately wrought lace. The carpet, with itg vivid,
life-like coloring, scemed an gnameled flower-plain of
Nature’s own formiition ; the furniture, light and
graoceful, was of some odorous, foreign wood ; there
were tables inlaid with pearl and mosaie, with ivory

" |ond tortoise shell ; fine paintings, and oval mirrors

in elaborately oarved frames. There were ottomans
and lounges covercd with pink silk, and a flecoy cov-
erlid of lace was thrown over tho harp, whose thril-
ling and devotional ohords WOTC B0 oft awukenod by
the lady’s hand,”

oration, Teresa looked upon. their melancholy guest. -
“Iam truly grieved, Peray, to see'you in this con-
duion,” she said " in exoellent English but with 8
slightly foreign accent;” # It makes mb sad to behold
the son of my best fricnd in.such a state.”

Peroy Macdonald sighed, and his voice was like a
strain of plaintive music, as he replied

% Dear friend,:I -have but: just recovered from a
long illness, I caxe near the gntes of: eternity, while
in 8t. Thomns, and: I' have’ not ot recovered my
strength., I am misernhle oompsny ‘enough, I am
aware of that”

 No self condemnation, if you please, Peroy But

that is not all ;:something moré thar the mero lan-
guor of recent illness hovera about you ! You have s
seoret, Percy | Would'it' not be well’ to confide it to
your bost friend=_to oné who has" olwnys esteemod
you in the light ota 'son 2”7 '

# Dear Teresa ] desr motherly friend you are in

the right; but’ purdon .my weo.lrness—it was not
want of oonfidence'in " you that sealed my lips,
but,; even to my (uther, 1 hnve not brenthed a gyllable
of the sorrow gnnwing at my hesrt
for which there is no consolo.tionl Time cannot of-
facs its rememhrnnoey all the world’s efforts cannot
chage it to oblivion! Friend, mother, Teresa, in &
distant land, I havo left my.heart, my hopes, all my
ambition ! All that made life enchanting and valua-
ble, I told you how I was wrecked and cast upon
tho waves at midnight ; how a brave,'old fisherman
resoued me from the raft; but I.have not told you
yet how an angol ministered to me nnd"thnt by her
1T wns wrecked a'second time—and for Tife 17

It iaa griof

#1 domot well comprehend your meaning, Percy.

Come, I have sometlmes soothed yopr childish sorrows.
In Cadiz [ wi your confidante; iri Lotidon, your ma-
ternal adviser. ' ,
you always gave. to me the'trust ‘of a child; do so.

When you came to our country home,’

now. Perhaps I éan ogmn give'you relief.”

He shook hls hend und tuklng her hand, contin-
ued

«].gave myself up to the fnirest dreom that ever
found a resting—pluoe in the humon heart. I loved
a young girl! 'She it was who hent over me on the
wet sands when I fivat: opened my dyes. t'rom what 1.

deemed the nwskening from" denth; sho 'was beauti-

fal a5 the saints of your former worshlp ; with Ma-

donna eyes, and wuving. golden ‘hafr.. I was borne;

to her parents’ house, I recovered speedily, and- I
lingered In that tropical Eden, charmed by her smiles
and nurtured by delusive hopes. Ono day, 1 hoard
that she yas bothrothed; that she loved tho suitor :
who was expected on .the followxng dny. Mother
Terean, the One above could only fathom the depths
of my soul’s agony. - I flod from the houso—the town'’

—and for weeks I lay. prostro'.te with. brain fever. .

Then I set sail for. Cadiz, as you know ; paid my re-

speots to the dear father, who was shocked at my al-*
tered appenrauce. I have been ill ngsln in London, i

and I eame here withthe express desire of pouring |
out my sorrows to your compassionate ear ; for, moth- |
or Toresapl ; knew you, who have suﬂ‘ercd yourself
would.pity me.” .. 3
« Poor child1” she snid tenderly, rlsnng snd hend-
ing over him and imprinting & mnternal’ kisa. upon
his brow. - . B ATt S
- #Itis o sad trial to love in.vain 1", and she slghed
deoply. . But even for this geverest heart-wound

- 1'the heavenly Concoler hasa balm !’ .. -

« Sho is by this time the wifo of’ another; lost—
lost I—forever lost to mo l” ho exoleimed despairing-
ly.

y" Peroy,” said Tereea, drnwing a low ottomsn be-
side him and taking his hand ; ¢ has your father ever
told you the story of mysufferings—of the overwhel-
ming griefs that fell on my early life 2” :
' He looked wonderingly into her face.
# Ho told me you had suffered decply in your mar-
riage relations ; ; but he never entered into, detail.
Ho said your experiences were too sacred to bo made
o theme of converaation ; but he over prized you a3
ono of the most tricd and exalted of women. He
ever spoke of you with enthusiasm ; with o deference
such a3 he gives not to any other.”

«I will tell you my story, Percy,” she said, and
her cheek paled, and the moisturo gathered in her
soft, dark eyes.

“ In my youth, your father loved mo and offered
me his hand. I admired his noble qualities, bis cav-
aliérly grace, his princely generosity, his truo and
loving spirit, and my heart was - nearly won, when
another appeared, whoso maguetic presence drew me
irresistibly toward him. My son, for him-I left my

home and friends, without a parting word, I consen-

lng, hor eyes beam with' a subdued ro.dxnnoe' there

B

ted.to a olandestine marriage, and I becamo & wan-

With & glance of ‘mothorly tendornoss and commis- _

derer with the strange, myeterious husband I had
chosen, I became the happy mother of a little ohild
und he—oh, Peroy! after these many years, the re-
colleotion thrilla me with an unspeakable grief and
borror [—he was cstranges, moody, absent, harsh and
cold. Ho left me frequently ; alone, with my infant,

thoso around. Ifo had won me under an assumed
name; even that namo ho would not permit me to
use. He demnndod my child! I indignautly refused

mo, he tore her from my arms while I slept—a deep,
unnatural, lethargiosleop it was, aud when I aroused:
from it I was childless, . And nover have I scen
my husband since, and my ohild I—oh God!
nover listened to tho musio of her prattle ; I havo
nevor felt the blossed touch of her little hand,  She
has beeen lost, lost, over sindo that fatal dayl’
. Bho burfed hor fuce in her handkerchief and sobbed.
- With an impulso of affection. and revergnce, tho
young man knelt bofore her and kissed her hand.
“Providence directed’ me hither, to his- mother’s
house,” shp said, I came here a raving, distraoted
maniao, Mrs, Almny oared for me as such hearts
only cnn, though sho then. thought me & poor erring
outon.st. ,Ever since she dlsoovercd our relationship,
11 have. held here o dough}er s place. Widowed and
ohildless, not by t tho .gaated hand. of deatlh, but by
| the treacherous oruelty of the mnn I loved, bereft at
ones of all tho.t, life had glven me, could my.sorrows
find.a porollel? Poroy, ‘my son, what is .your one
grief to mine?”’ .

Ho oould not speak for emotxon ho bowcd his,
head and his tears foll on the hand he hold.

I novor olnsp my doughter’s form on earth, I suroly
shsll reoognize and own: her in, tho better world. I
hnvo grown submlssive tomyF .Father’s will ; and yet
the hope that. I. hovo borno .through ‘yeara is not all
extinguished. yet; still :L.cherish the. fond, intense,
sad longing, that may never be fulfilled—the hope of
embracing my long lost ¢hild.”

) “God grant it]” uttered Peroy,fervently, and bo-
fore the revelstion of her mlghty woe he felt abashed,
rebuked and ohastoned., (e

They spoke long of the past trials that the diﬂcl-

ishness infiloted ; of the mutation of human affairs,
and the overruling Providence thot evor brought the
ultimate good to pass.

Poray felt a peace pervading his heo.rt to which it
had long been a stranger' and when Mrs. Almay
entered, hie looked morg oheerful than she had seen
him- since his arrival. ‘As he strolled forth for a
walk in'the fields, Terosn, looking ° nﬂer him with a
truly aternal solicitude, said o.udibly s
« God comfort him, pure, noble gpirit’ tho.t he is,
‘May the recital of my life’s sorrow bring oonsolntrcn
to-his breast 1 o
# Why, my dear Teresa, what- hag bet'o.llen our
friend 7" queried Mrs, Almay anxiously.
«He is sufféring, mother heis’ pssslng under the
fiery ordeal, and his untried heart 18 almost broken."
« From what oause, my daughter 2”7

« - From the snme cause that ‘has brought nnguish
to 80 many  from the fond wouk, rdolatrous worshlp
of—love /"
-8he hastlly lussed her mother’s hrow and left the
room. .
She bears yet the arrow in her bosom,” mur-
mured the veierable lndy. w God "bless her! nobly
kas she borne :the lonoly, loveless lot. - Ok;’ Thilip,
H my. ‘wretched, smful and’ forgetful son ! oh, Rose,
unhappy viotim! whoro ure they both ?:/Tho grave
gives no reply, and-fron. their living lips'no tidings
come, : Oh, that T could livo'to see:the myatery un-
ravelled—to know of- Resd’s fate; .of -my poor son’s
destiny!: But Thy will, not'mine; be.done!” -
.. % Thé prayer of the righteous o,vo.ileth ;" nnd the
desire ol' her henrt wos fiulfilled.: ©

CHAPI‘ER XVIl. i

. :’rus HAND- OF, rnovmm«os. e
X +'The next day Peroy n.nnounced his intention of re-
turning to. London. He would devoto himsolf anew
to.the literary pursuits he delighted. in. ‘Exempted
by fortune from the necessity of labor -for subsist-
gnce, he had given much time to the inspirations of
the muse, and was already famous in- the world of
letters,” Thero was in his soul & restless desire for
ocoupation, and he resolved to write out for the
world’s benefit, the sad and simple story of his love.
He would go to the Metropolis to make somo neces-
sary arrangements, and then return to the delight-
ful hospitality of Linden Cottoge, and pen within
the shelter of his favorite roso-arbor the effusions of
his heart and brain.

0ld Margary, standing in the doorway as he bade
farowell to both ladies, was enraptured with the
grace and dignity of his deportment, and deeply
troubled by the wanness of his faco, and the shadow
dwelling in his deep blue eyes.

) B

good woman, “ and he ’s just as good ; as charitable
ng—as—a—lord, as they say the bare-footed friars
are, that young Mrs. Almay tells about, that save
people out of tho snows, with large dogs and cordial
bottles round their necks.  Poor Mr. Peroy! somo-
thing has overtaken him j but my good man used to
say that the Lord know best.  May ho keep and pre-
serve and guard tho young gentleman!. And talk-
ing of perserving makes mo remember I must geo to
the pickled oniona I put invinegar yesterday;” and
she hastoned from r post of observntion to the
kitohen realm. ) ’

tho rich green woods, and the rippllng wavelets of
the stream. The mountain orests glowed in empur-
pled and azure light, while the shadows stole creep-
ingly athwart tho sunlight patches, and the forest
choristers attuned tho farewell song of day.

he left mo to poverty—to tho misconstructions of | the admiring eye of the poet upon tho varied scene,

and contrasting it with the tropical region where he

to give her up. By meaus to this day unrevealed to| her presenco to equul the romance of the sunny

I havo|lan of the:place. It.was his intention to take the

.| next- day, continue his jOurney: to'London. Travel-

« Ho’s just ng lovely as a painted angel,” said the{.

Peroy walked slowly toward C——, gazing with

had learned the bliss.and pain of love.
« This English paradise,”” he thought, only needs

land.”
. He passed leisurely along the streets ‘of the qulet
town. and proceeded to the « King’s Arms,” the best

stage-coach for a neighboring town, which 'ho‘could
reach by midnight, and, remaining- there until the

ing -then,was not as expeditious as at. present, and.
the now old-fashioned lumbermg stnge -conches were
yot in vogue..

Requesting to be shown to & room, he followed tho
obsequicus . landlord; who insisted upon waiting en
the young gentleman himeself. When, after many
bows and scrapings, the ruddy Boniface left- s guest
to the entertainment of his own .thoughts, Percy,
glad to.be left alone, took a seat by the window and
thought of Teresa, her bllghted life and- holily ac-
cepted griefs.

. Ho-heard a light step in the entry, o.nd -n volce
tho.t thrilled his very being so that he aroso and
gagped for breath, called hurriedly :

«.Can 1 nut speak with you & moment, landlord ?”
% Yos, miss ; with pleasure, miss; at your service,
miss, your lndyshxpl" replied lnine host, as he re-
traced his steps.

Peroy walked to the door which hsd been left open,
and for the first timein his life played the eaves-
drapper.

He saw the portly form of the. proprietor ol’ the

ogmuon, and, rushing forwnrd was olnsped to his
faithfal heart! -
God' bless my soul!” cried the ostonlshed lo.nd-
©rd,whom curiosity had prompted to watch- yonng
Per gy Macdonald, and who had witnessed tho meot-
ing thus providentially ordained.
“Percy! Am I drenming? Dol once more meet
you? You are changed ; you have suffered; you
have been il1?” B8he gazed fondly into his face.
« And you, my—jyour face is palo and wasted.
Felicia,”— ho repressed the endearing epithéts that
arose to his lips—* what happy fortune brought you
here? And why—oh, pardor my boldness—where-
fore these mourning robes? And-and—? hig voice
faltered, and ho gently took away his ondircling
arms. ' “It 13 months sinco we met-—you were on
the pojptof marriage. Are you—whom has death
visited - and . a mighty. terror ‘crept over his
thought g,for he deemed her the wife of another,: .
She took his hand, and’ lecking tho full love of
her pure heart, she said ;
« I read your thoughts, I have never beeu a wnfe.
I was not betrothed, as you were told | - T'have beén .
ill, visited by many dire nﬂilotions but I- am tree
and happy now. - - SRR
« Free, not wedded ? - Oh, I‘eliom, nnd yon remem- '
ber .Percy? With-a frlendly smxle you greetlhlm.
Not betrothed{” '~ .- :
And his exultnnt oyo' ond rsptured meln betohened
the inner, the all- surpassing joy. He was_ bewil-
dered by the few magio words she had speken; - 0
« 111 visited by nffliction 1" he repeuted o nnd you
wear the mourning garb.” . .
«For my beloved. ong in hso.ven; or l\o dear
mother that loved you, for. the poor' futher, rsstlng
in the green sca depthe l" she replxed, bursting nto
tears.
He folded her tenderly to his bosom he
the briny flood of sorrow from her eyes,
her, tremblmg wlth unoertsln hoppiness :

Dewtize)

“King’s Arms,” standing in respectful attitude in
the paesage; but of the lady who addressed him he
could only see the flutter of a mourning robe, and
hear the voico whose accents penetrated his soul
with a strange and mighty power.

.. “1 wish to inquire the way to the resldenoe of

plined | soul had borng; of the great wmng“hy"s’éll" "Mi5 ATainy—Mys. Meroy Almay, if you.pledss. I

have been told that she lives near this town. . Will
you obtain a conveyanco to morrow morning for my-
self and attendant ?” C Y

 Yes, miss, of oourie, your ladyship, as early-ag
-you desire. - Your ladyship can goon horseback, or,
have a oarriago. - Mrs. Almay lives near Forestdale
oreek, miss ; not far from- here; about:three miles.:
8he- will be'delighted to see your. ladyship; she do
n’t. have much' company; she’s & dear old lady,
‘miss; a friend to the poor and. needy, your - lady-
ship.” '
1Is she well ?”” tremulously inguired the sxlvery
tones.

% Very well lndeed miss. Sho hed' an attack of
rheumatism last winter, but Dpotor Mertonf-—he CH
her family physician, your’ lndyship—-he curod her
up in'no time, and Mrs, .Almny is ag: brisk ag one of\
her owh bees, misa” - - T

!“wCan" you tell me—whether there isn.ludy—a
lady who—has long lived with Mrs, Almay—1I could !
obtain no certmn information in‘London.” The -
speaker’s volce was trembling with emotion, °

dyship, I'mean; she’s been living there thege gix- |
teeh’ or sevonteen yoars, except when she went
abroad. She’s a noble Spanish -lady, and oo time ’
thero was ourious stories ubout—thot’s ‘before I :
éame here—about Mrs. Almoy’s son, ke a8 married

“| the lndy Teresa ;' thoy said he was a sad’ seamp and

deserted the good {ady, his wife, and ran away from
home, and stole her baby, and got another wife and .
killed her, and buried her under a grass plot 1n his ,

“| garden. But he’s never been heard of for years, and ;

‘the lndy Teresa ‘wears mourning all the time; and .
“they sny Doctor. Merton saved her life when she first
came among us, and she has built him a new. house,
and ono of his children is. named after her. At what
hour will your lndyshlp have the corrisge ?—or will’

lord storped to take breath, -

« 1 will take the carriage; Iam not’ strong enongh
to ride on horsebnck Wlll mno o’olook be too
‘carly 27

# No, indeed, your lndyshlp, they ’re oll enrly
birds at Linden Cottage, and they don’t make any

ceremony with their visitors. Everybody is welcomo,
at any time.” -

flattering garment were withdrawn.

% 8hall I send up tea, miss, yonr lodyshlp ”

« If you please.”

And mine host proceeded on his way:

From behind -the screening door issued Peroy,
glowing with uncontrollable agitation.

« 1 must have certainty,” he said; and with a-
vain effort to still -the tumultuous throbblng in his
breast, ho tapped gently upon the then closed door of
the lady’s chamber.

it Come in”.said the same musical and famlhnr
voice.

Ho oponed tho door, and saw sitting by a tablo
with writing implements before her, a youthful fig-
ure clothed in black. Bhe turned her head. The
waving golden locks, the changed and mourzfal,
ever-beautiful face—it was Felicia !

He gazed upon her, unable to advance, with im-
ploring eyes and fondly outstretched arms. She

Bunset flooded#  Its golden and rosy eplendor

’

gave one loud picrcing ory of mingled joy and re-

you hava the pony, miss 2’ and the talkntive lsnd- :

# At nine o’clock then ;” and the sable folds of the ‘

# May I love you, Felleid m NN :
And with her golden head pxllowed on his mqnly
breast, she whlspered
¢« Forever1”

Aipon ner 11ps, when' Luth had nyrmecd thexr l‘eunlb '

of all love, Felioia told her Peroy of the hnppy dosth
of Rose ; of her father’s eﬂ‘orts for- esonpe from &
dread mlsoreont's power ; of the feart‘ul night’ upon
tho' beach, and with her wounded dylng father out
at sen ; sho told him of that father’s penitenoe o.nd
late confassion ; of the stortllng revelntxon of her
birth ; and thut she wos on the .wWay to seek snd
claim her mother. s

L) § hnve _been lll for months,” she smd- « tho
varied mental emotions and the harrowing soenes I
passed through, brought on a complote ‘prostration of
my nervous system, I remained in Coro, on the
coast, until my strength was recruited, and I heord
"humt Arcabano was found doad on:the
beacky’ orning -after . the fatal affray that cost
my father’s life. - The body was recognized by the
authorities as thnt of & noted bandit, whose fast

. | hold was . somewhere in the mountains; but nmxd

the thousand surmises congerning our ¢acape, no one
ocoupled the name of Philip Deltano with the rob-
bers, I was saved that final pang. Several other

‘| bodies were' found upon the shore, but tho villain
-4 Oh, yes, miss. ' I presume your ladyship alludes - '
to Mrs, Teress Almay, the old lady's daughter-in-'
law. Bless your heart alive, ma’am, miss, your la- -

Joaquin was not ;among them.  He must have fled
despito the wounds my father inflicted upon him. 1
came to London a month ago, and it took me some

;| time to obtain the negessary inquiries I wont there

for. Ags soon as my streugth permitted, I came hero
in‘gearoh of the one great happiness of my life—my
motheér !—and now, on-the first day.of my arrival; I
meet you ! . Oh, Peroy, dear Rose was a truo prophe
etess.. . The -heavenly Father has ‘gent His ohoicest
compensations; now.” R

+And she was not your mothor ?” .

Peroy was still. bewildered, still wandcnng ina.
dreamlike maze, . -

" 4T heard you inguiring t‘or Mrs Almy,” he stnm.
mered -forth, " « I Leard your desr, familiar voica,
and deemed mysclf dreaming, or dcoelved Why in-
quire for her, my lovo e

« Oh, Peroy, becauge the Spanish lady that resides
there is my mothor! " My mother! Percy! and wy
| poor father was the son of Meroy Almay. "I have it
from his own dying lips. I am Fehcm Almay, bcst
friend 1”

« Now God be praiged I”” he cried again, onfolding
hig beloved in his close embrace. * My darling,
" words cannot convey one tithe of the fullness of my

|joy! Oh, gracious Providence, how wondrous ‘are

thy devious ways! - Oh, blest Teresa, happy friend,
this {s the promised blessedness of heaven!” - -
.- He wept the saored tears of deepest manly feelrng,
nnd the goutle girl by his side, snxd tremulonsly
sweet and low:

¢ You know my mother, Peroy 27
- 5ho ‘has been the friend and counsellor'of -my
youth, I will lend you to her. "I will present my:
life’s granted blessing. I will rejoico her long aching®
heart with the bestowal of her daughter’s love! I
will prepare her for your coming, Felicia ; the sudden:
joy-of boholding you might overwhelm her. ° Only
yesterday, sho-spoke of you with tears.” -

.t She remembers mo—she loves mo—my mother l"‘
said tho happy Felicia, with streaming eyes,

o I, too,” she resnmed “feared the suddan shook:
that tho discovery might bring her, but I thought It
would have self-control sufficient to break the Hdmgs~
to her gently and gradually; but you will do it bet-’
ter. And my grandmother—ske, too, will bless- and
receive me with her love.”

“ You are the very image of Teresa—all but. the
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-Then when he had pressed the holy helrotlml klss .
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sunny curls, Birango, that I nover Lefore notlccd
the roscmblance, And got, from ths first moment of
beholding you, there wao o hinuntlng, peaclous reml.
niscenco about your every lnesment, your every
graco of action, that I could not deflne.”

 Peroy,” sho gaid, looking pleadingly luto bls face,
#Ict mo behold my mother this very night”

# Could you boar tho meeting? Is not your strongth -

exhausted ? Woul«l it not bo safer to go to-mor-
vow ?”

Tho dark eyes filled with tears.

“Jam strong, now that ‘I have your love, ondI
long to weep upon my mother’s breast. But If you
think she nccds a longer preparation for my coming,
I' will gladly and patiently waft.”

Peroy communed with his own thoughts for o
brief space.

# 1 thinkt will bo anfo and right,” ho said. “To
t108e who have suffered so long, happiness cannot
camo too toon. We will go to Linden cottagoe to
night”

Felioia thanked bim with her eyes and lps.

Thoey took tea togethor, but the well-spread tray
was sent back with the food almost untasted,

¢ Queer people,” pondered the landlord; seem as
happy as two turtle doves, and can’t eat a thing, I
alwayseat hearty, when 1’m happy. I wonder what

the young lady is to Mr. Peroy ? Looka to me like a
wedding in prospectus;”-and at that thought he
rubbed bis ohubby hands and chuckled with de-
light. _

The carriago was ordered, and the motherly mu-
latto woman, that Felicia had brought with her from
8t. Thomas, was desired to remain in her young
lady’s room vatil her return, or until she should be
gont for. Tho natural shrewdness of her olass ena-
bled hor to seo a lover-like happiness boomlng from
the faces of both.

‘¢ Berry well, honey,” said sho to her young mis-
tress, # I been a takin’ o stroll ‘round this ere little
town. D’llseo to your tings, and ef ye don’t come
baock to-night, you jost let ole Anna know, so I
sha’n’t bo worritted about ye. Yer & goin’ona
blessed errant; tho Lord prosper you, and bless ye
too, sir,” and with & deep curtsey, ‘she sat down
upon a trunk, In formal possesslon of # young mis-
sas’ room.”

With what different feelings dld Peroy retraco
tho way toward the home of bis friends. Two hours
before ho had been: engrossed by incurable melan.
choly, & prey to hopeless love. Returning by the
light of tho innumerablo stars, and the young ores.
cent moon, he sat heelde the won object of his only
love—beside hor whom he had deeméd in a distant
land .and lost to him forever more,

r———

CHAPTER XVIII.
REUNION.

They stopped befors tho wide-arching gateway,
and were assisted” by Mark Levin, the successor of
~eld- Allen, to alight. The most prudent course to be
pursued had been’ agreed-upon between the lovers,
and when they wero ushered into the unocoupied
reoepslon room by Margary, who was all alive with
curiosity to know the whorofore of the return of
Peroy, and 'the cause of the young lady’s visit, he
snid to the faithful household guardian

"o Ywish to soo your lady, Mrs, Teresa Almay,
alone. Ask her if she onn recdive me in her room,
Margary.”

vAnd this is my mother’s house, This is the at-
mospheru nallowed by her presénco—by her saintly
pra.yors for me,” murmured Feliola.

"w Courago, my beloved! Btill retain the potent
solf control that is your own," he whispered in her
‘ea¥. *Bos, I am a3 joyously agitated as yourself; it
s with diffioulty that' I can withliold the transports
of my unhoped for bliss. But for her sake—for your
mother’s sake, I am- outwardly calm. T will goto
her firat, then summon you to her presence.

« Qh, if she should enter nowl I feel a3, ifI
would rush to her arms—fell et her feet at onoe,"._
‘she orfed. RUEED '

* »Bhe will not come in- at preeont here ls Mar-:

. gory, Imay come ”

« Young Mrs, Almny ls glud to ‘see you et any
time
" wBear up, my darliog. I wlll not keep yon
waiting long;” and he: hastened from the -room,
traversed the long gallery and entered the espéolal :
gitting-room that was the favorite retreat of Toresa.
- 'w Bhe was sliting upon a low seat bolding in her!
hauad a diamond oross. As Poroy crossed the thresh'-.:
old, she ndvanced to meot him, saying cheerfully ;s -

"o 1 ani glad you have returned, and intend to pass
the night with us. You know you are always.wel-'
oomo."

- Ho took hor cxtended hand and pressed it sllently.

- wYou will remain a few days longer heroro stort- :
lng for Liondon 9” she inquired.

..% 1 shall not start at all, at lenst for tho present.
I hnve changed my plans, and Mother Teresa I have
come to talk to you.”

« Well, sit down, my son, and you wlll finda mll-
ing listenor. Bat, Peroy, now that I look at you
more closely, there is somothing strange in your
manner. You are agitated ; your color comes and
goos. Something has ocourred—and your-exoite-
ment ls contagious. Iam growing restless, trou-
bled—impatient liko yourself. No, not troubled, ex-
‘cept with a fluttoring, unreal sensation of some great
good in store. Peroy, what isit? What has brought
you back to night ?”

Her manner, at first sereno and self-contained, ex-
pressed o wild eagerneas of ‘oxpeotation. Her oheoks
blanched to an ashy whitoness, her lips quivered
with tho sudden emotions she could neither name
‘nor acoount for.

" ] begeecoh you, dpnrost fnend becalm. T did not
‘know that I my manuer betrayed so much. Ihavo
;indoed tidings—blessed—joyful~tidings—but I must
'bo certain of your strongth to bear—"

“Tldlngs—joyful—strength to bear?” she mur-
maured, with olasped hands and wide dilating eyes.
4 Tidings of what §—of whom? In the holy namo
of Heaven, speak; Peroy, tell mo 1”” sho implored.

Again, 03 when she told him of the sorrowful

ovonts of her life, ho knelt before her, and took her
now trembling hand:
. wYou have borno trial and torture nobly. Can
_you as bravoly receive the dispensations of happi.
noss? For, Mother Terosa, thero is a happiness
'awaiting you”’ -

«Happiness tp me/” she intorrnptod I hnve
‘found peaco in submission; but happiness, Peroy
Macdonald I”” sho grasped his arm with frantio sud-
denness— There I8 but one joy in stero for mo on
carth, and that—how should you—how can it be—
why dol daro to dreawm of tho impossible realiza-

tion? - My child 7’ sho almost soreamed. *Oh, to
behold again, my child !—and that will only bo be-
yond the tomb!” o

:{she used to do.

“1¢ 19 not §mpossible. God hears tho mother’s
prayer,” gald Peroy, lmpressively, and hLis bluo oyes
fixed tipon her faco o glanco before whioh her heart
thrilled and bounded with o rapture all too deep for
words,

# Peroy, what mean you 7 sho gasped,

-4 That shais found ! That your daughter Felicia is
restored to you!” and ho clasped her to his breast
ere sho could frame or utter a roply,
wFound~—Felicia?  Whero, oh God 1” and sho foll
sobbing rouad his neck,
"4 Be calm, for her sake, I entreat you. Bho s
safe; sho is well, You shall bohold her soon,”

# Peroy, in tho name of ‘the Saviour, by all o moth
er’a lifo-long sorrow, tell me, is this true? Is my
Felioia found 9”

+80 help mo God, she is. And minc Is the holy
pleasuro of being tho glad messenger. B8ho is not
afar—sho has traveled over many leagues of ocean
to behold your face; sho is in England, Mother
Teresa, be calm, bo strong! She is in the poighbor-
ing town., For this 1 have returned to tell you.”

“ Take mo to her immediately! Let mo embrace
and bless my child! Let me convince myself, oh,
Peroy. How know you?—how came she?—oh, lot
mo hasten to behold my child 1

« Bhe is your daughtor, the living imago of your-
self. Bhe has the dying testimony of her father, of
your husband, Philip Almay. There is no doubt;
no mistake ; she is the child stolen from your love |””
snid Peroy, hastening to allay the mother’s remalin
ing soruples,

“Take me toher! Order my oarriage, a horse!
Her father’s dying testimony! Is Phlllp dead ?”

Percy nodded affirmatively.

« May God have merey—but my child! Iam tor.
tured by impatience. Percy, if you ever loved or
pitied me, oh take me to to my child]” .

« I will,” he said, dashing away the sparkling dew
drops from his .eyes.- * Do -not "leave this room. I
wiil bring her here; she is in this very honse-—down
stairs with Mnrgnry ”

. Teresa suppressed the scream of joy that rose to
‘her lips.  Bhe waved him speechlessly away, and
half. falntlng, she.sank baok upon & lounge, her tear:
filled eyes uprolsed above ; both hands olasped over
the wildly beating heart; her 1lips moving in inau.
dible prayer .

Meanwhile a emall;-1ithe and gay-robed ﬂgnre had
gllded noiselessly into the room where Felicia sat
with Qnrgnry. Involuntarily .the young girl arose
and saluted .the venerable lady, whose placid face
and silvery hair called forth the deepost feelings of
reverence.. But when the old waiting-woman said,
« That is my lady, miss, that’s Mrs. Almay,” Fell-
ola’s heart gave a bound of joyful, yearning love
She took a step forward toward her father’s mother ;
tho old lady then for the first time, seeing the visi-
tor, inolined her hoad, and looked to Murgury for an
explanation.

# Mrs. Almay, m’am, this is a yonng ledy that
onme with Mr, Percy. He’s up stairs with the
young mistress, ma’am.” ’

u@Qlad to see you at Linden Oottoge, end Iam
glad to hear Peroy has returned,”” she said,with
oordial warmth, gazing intently in the feoe of the
young lady.
With an impulse that she could not reslst Feliola
took her hand and kissed it; tears gliatened in-the
mild, olear hazel eyes. Bhe was about to day a fow
kind and loving words, when the door opened, and
Purvy rushea 1n, flushed, radiant, tearful, exultant,
% Come, Felicia, come!” he oried, and pale and
tremhllng. she leaned upon his proffered arm, and with
him, passed into Teresa’s room.

Through the blinding mist of her tears; Felicia
saw o tall, majestio form, desp and tender oyes, a
pair-of outstretohed arms.” As in a dream, she heard
a sweet - voioe,. saying: Daughter /” and breathless,
voloeless, powerless of limb, she sank within those
loving arms, with the sweet spell-word . still unut.
tered ; her heart in its eostatic beatings,:.calling
loudly :. * Mother | mother ! while the quivering
lips were mute.

“ What is going on hore, to-nlght, Margary ?” said
Mrs, Almay.
. *Indeed, mn’nm. and that’s more the.n I onn
ouprehend. Bomething is in the wlnd, ps my Al-
len tised to say the sailor folks ®ald, Mr. Peroy is
all beflustered and kind of overcomed, or whelmed,
as. thoy oall it; and Ihonrd young Mrs, Almny’s
voice ag if she wore n-prn.ylng aud g-sorrowlng as
Thinks I, she can’t be fallen out
with Mr, Peroy, for she lovea him like an own son.
It scems to my humble underslnnding of thlngs,
it somowhat was n-brew’n—not a _o'lamity by any
means, ma’am; but some up “and down greab piece
of good luck! I can’t find the "xact name for what
-| I mean.”
A happy . trio entered Teresn, ‘lentiing on her
| daughter’s arm, and I’eroy following with beaming
looks and triumphant step. They. advanced to Mra,
Almiy’s chair, and kneoling before it, Feliola bowed

hand. S ey
Bonding over her, Toresu said ; . ;
. This i3 your grand-daughter—she | orevea your
blesslng, mother 17
« Teresa | —Poroy l—what is t.his ?—-ropeat yonr
words1” she faltered.
* Dear mother, this is my ohxld—my long lost
Felicia! God has restored her to my arms!”

Sho did not soream or faint ; but leaning forward,
she placed both hands upon the young girl’s head|®
and blest her solemnly, without a questioning word.
Margary, whose amazement at first was speechless,
gave a loud ory and rushed towaids the group.”

« Faithful, life-long friend 1* said Teresa, fulling
upon the servant’s neck and weeping for joy: ¢ ro-
joice, rejoice with me! for often have you prayed for
this hour. Behold the goodness of our Lord is made
manifest! Oh, Margary, he takes away, but he
also restores and heals I”

« Oh that my precious Allen had but lived to sco
this moment !”” she sobbed, as she wiped her brim-
ming oyes.

Felicia was folded in_the embraco of her aged
grandmother.

«My Philip’s -ohild,” she said, weeping softly;
“ and your mourning dress is worn for him, I know,
I know, my darling! do not speak—you will tell me
all to-morrow. This night you belong to your moth-
er only—to-morrow, the sorrow and the mystery will
bo unraveled. I will ask no questions now. Felicia,
your name has long been familiar to me. - Ihave
loved you all your life, my child, though I nover
looxed upon your bonny faco before. For years,
evory morn and evening, have I prayed for you;”
and she gazed with delight into the lovcly, youthful
countenance.

her head, and nguln kissed the ustonlshed lod,ye ‘

Margary timidly approached. *May 1 tako tho
young lady’s band 7 sho eald,

Fellela gavo her both, and klissed tho wrinkled,
bronzo-bued check,

With o low, Tho Lord kecp you, Mlee," and o
loud burst of omotlon, she throw lier cheoked apron
over hor face, and ran sobbing from thoroom. Inea
stood at the door, weeping. Thero was littlo slecp
that night for tho inmatea of Linden Cottage, for
thelr hearts woro yet too full of the first tumultuous
Joy. Uatil tho rosy advont of the dawn, mother and
daughter sat hand in hand, nover weary of looking
§n each other’s faces, wlplng each other's tears, and
together pralsing God for the glorious present.

. Felici told of her father’s death, his penotential
grlef and last confession ; and the wronged and de-_
serted wifo gave to his memory the natural and fit-
ting tribute of regret. She wept for the fate of
Roso; aud it was mutually agreed between them, in
order to save from still deoper anguish the already
lacerated feelings of his mother, to  kecp from her
the knowledge of his many sins.

‘When Felicia spoko of Peroy, the qulok eyo of
Teresa noted the rising blush and downcast look
wherewith she mentioned him,

« Do you love him, darling 2" she asked her, tender-
Iy; and with her bright head on her mother's bosom,
she avowed her love.

] havo known him long, and I know that ho Is
worthy of my daughter’s heart. In’ giving you to

him I shall not lose you, Felicia,” she said, and the

sweot lips smiled their gratitude.

The next day, sittiogat her grandmother’s feet—
the  darling of the house,” as she was thenceforth
oalled by Margary—related the sad story of poor
Rose’s death, and of her father’s departure for the
unseen bourne. Buppressing much that would have
shooked the aged listener, sho told of his confession,
pever alluding to the intended sacrifico of herself,
and leaving her hearer in doubt as to the causes
that led to the attack upon him. Felicia simply

stated that they were about to choose another home, -

when he was thus maylaid, That ho had been in
league with cut-throats and robbers, the mother nev-
or learned. She kissed his miniature without an
uttered word. Mrs, Almay shed many tears for her

misguided son, and for Rose her sorrow was deep.-
Bhe informed her grand-daughter that Harold Pal. |

mer had forgiven his daughter from the first. That
to her care he had sent many letters, all filled with
loving resall and full forgiveness. 8o he had writ-

ten to'inform Philips mother ; and not knowing of |

her son’s whereabout, these precious missives’ were
never forwarded ; and Rose lived beneath the terror
of a supposed ourse, and died unconsoious of the love
that blessed her to the last. ‘

When, ten years nfter hor flight, ho died, ho left
to her and her children all his possessions. But
they were settled upon herself and heirs, and her
| husband could not have touched one ponny, " Wheth.
er he knew this and purposely kept tho' knowledge
to hlmaelf, or whether the ciroumatance never reach-

ed his enr, it wag one of those: uarevealed mysterles )

that was never golved. As Rose made 1o epplloa-
cation for her fortune, Oakwood Hall and its depen-

dencies had pessed to a distant: rele.tlve, who wos
o| the next in right.

What Teresa learned from her dnnghter, of the
sufferings and charaoter of Rose, moved  her to the
tenderost evidences of compassion ; and that her
venerable mother-in-law had kept from her the reve-
latlon of the second wife’s existence, and her hus.
band’s double’ treaohory, filled her with renewed ad-
miration and respeot.

When Dr. Merton called on his weekly vlslt t.o the
friends at Linden Cottage, he was surprised fo ﬂnd

there a young lady, the very counterpart of Mre- .

Teresa Almny, save for the wealth of. sun- bright
looks. When told by the proud and happy mother

that she waa the long lost Felicia, the “ohild. of her |
many prayers, the good man shouted for joy, and |

shaking hands with everybody, exclaimed:.

“ God’s Providence ! reward for good deeds—nover
fails—the blessings of the poor—ahem] . Mrs, Al
may, you are a happy woman! Miss Felicia, a
thousand hearty welcomes to old England] My

dear old friend,”—to the. smiling. grandmother— {

¢ thia is happiness indeedl Mr. Peroy, sir, you look
as Joyful a3 ‘the rest—good actions, sir~reward-
wlthln—everlnetlng meroy—ahem —God bless you'

‘nlll Margoary, my dear, you look as well -as: over.-

I must hurry home and tell Mrs. Merton, and ‘send.
hor up. hore to gongratulate, She 'l be overjoyed—
ahem !—good doyl I’'mas huppy asa new-ﬂedged
bird1”

And the- werm-hearted physlelun. yet robust a.nd
hale, despite his sixty years, bustled away."

. The landlord of the'# King’s Arms ” was co‘rreoti
fn his intimation .of " the ¢ prospeotus . of a wed-. ‘

ding. - For when the year of mourning had expired,
thero was a quiet bridal in.the neareat rural ohuroh,
Just on the outskirts vf-Qwmm, and Felicia Almay
beoaine the loved and cherished wifo of Peroy Mac-
donold.. Tt was .a quiet wedding, at which - only a
fow ohosen friends were present. Tho noble and

"I still strikingly handsome father of the bridegroom

was there; good Dootor Merton and his family, and

.some neighbors ; faithful Margary, of course, wit-

uessed the ceremony; and “ ole Anna,” as the stout, .
middle-aged mnlatte woman persisted in oalling her- -
self, echoed every sentiment of admiration, and eve-
ry blessing invoked upon tho married pair,

“They are the handsomest couple my two.eyes
ovor looked upon; now, aint they ?” sald Morgory,

and the flippant Incz nodded her approval,

Doy can’t be beat for beauty, nor goodness, nuth-
er1” acquiesced old Anna.

In her white satin robe, with the delloutely
wrought overdress of lace, the young bride was re-
splendant with her youthful lovelinesa and modest
joy. Amid the fragrant buds and leaves of tho nup-
tial wreath, tho costliest dinmords were entwined,
placed there by her mother’s loving hand, and her
veil was looped back with diamond sprays from the
placid brow over which the sunay ringlets drooped.
Never was a happier bridal witnessed, nor one in
which all hearts werq so closoly united in holiest
bonds of thankfulness and peace.

They lived together at Linden Cottage, and the
last days of Mrs. Meroy Almay wero glorified with
tho presonce of all she loved best on earth.

Occasionally Teresa, with her daughter and son-
in-law, spent & season in Cadiz, and Eraando de
Risoo, the father of Percy, made thom welcome at
his palatial mansion ; and ho often spent many hap-
py weoks in the quiet, rural Eaglish home.

Bat when tho venerable Mrs. Almay’s strength
declined, her children left her not for & moment;
and when she calmly departed, with o blessing and
seraphio smile, thero was no loud wailing for her
loss, for while on earth she had manifested the high.

.mles,jnst now; and, therefore, it may do % re-state

ke, # beconse Iam nearer her heart.”

eab attrlbutes of the angel, They missed ber much,
but thelr borrow was uticelsh and resigaed,

‘Tho trisls of tho past wero sanotifiod unto the dla
eiplined hearts of mother and of daughter; and the
gorrows of humanity wero eacred appeals to thom
forover, . .

By tho death of bor unclo, at a very advanced age,
Toresn becamo almost o milllonnire; but sho over
retalned tho sweot humility that is the true test of
greatness,

Many years aftorward, when her children wero
growing up around ber, Feliola heard of the oapture
and excoution of a noted pirate in the SBouthern
gens, It was tho hoary-headed villain, Joaquin!

Peroy never wrote the story of his hopeless love.

Written for the Banner of Light,
OUR LITTLE MAY,

—

BY SUBIE VERNON.

Sle came in the summer
When roses bloomed fair,
And exquisite fragrance
‘Was borne on the air ;
When songs of bright warblers, :
. From out leafy nesta,. .
‘Woko answering echocs .
- Inour happy breasts, - . .

., Other plants before her -
. - Decked our garden hower, . . .

Lightening each labor, - . S
Blessing every hour; ’ :

But our youngest darling
Nestled closer still

In the niche her image
Did so swestly fill.

Mornings dawned in beauty,
‘Noons of radiant light -

O’er our pathway hovered

- T{ll the starry night,

Each joy-freighted moment,

" As{t hastened by, -

Bore our glad thanksgivings - -

To the upper sky. o

Mingled with petltlons
- That the Father's love
Might bestow upon us
- Wisdom from above,
- Helping us to guide her
. In‘the'pathsof right, -
Keeping pure and spotless
. In Hia holy sight, .

Thus the summer flceted,
-And the Autumn.came
Withits mellow sunlight
And ita leaves of flame :
Then the flying zepher’s S
Bweets no more perfuamed,
And the joyous werblere
Thefr brlght pinions plumed ;

And onrllttleptreasnm. :
Bhe,. whose tendrils grew
Round our bearts entwining, .

Slu was fading, too !
On onr lips; the love notes
Blent with moans of fear,
And a wild entr%ety .
Bought thé Father's ear.

He, the over. falthfnl. .
Listened to_our.prayer,
Anda hend of’ angels
Did Hls nnswer bear ;
Thou wouldat’ hove har spotless,
“Free from every Bin,
To the life immortal
‘Meet to enter in ;..

But snch perfect blossoms
Flourish not below,
Only in celestial
-Boll they live nnd grow ;
. To those vernal pastures
Wo 1l thy. treasnre bear,.
Thus in love replying.
To thy yeornlng prayer."”

Home the angels bore her, #
» - .From our mortal sight, -
.. But their upward pathway .
‘Radjant thone with light |
And falth's eye beheld her
Near the’ Father's throne.‘
As the chastened spirit .. .
Crled. . Thy will be done P

. Now lhe preclons knowledge
.o our souls is glven, .
Thut nmong the semphs R
" Who lnhnhlt Heoven.
Dwelleth ogr beloved one. .
> Ours, 88 then. the sama, '
Wesrlng on her forehesd
An angelio 1 nnme I

‘ "So. wo walk here eoﬂly. ,'Y'
o "Hushed to holy peace,
. "Weltlng till the dawnfng -
When thislife ehnll cease, . -
_ And the welcome summons v
- To our home above, i
g Eve,rmore restore us
i« Toourangel love, - -

‘Whe French Army. -
All the talk. or pretty much all, is of war and ar-

what has been said recently ahout the French mili-
tery force, its extent and capability, and its compar-
ison with that of Englaud, The Emperor has re.
golved to diminich the army by from 80,000 to
100,000 men; he does ‘not consider the number of
men composing an army as any guage of the strength
of that army. Ho knows, as well as his illustriouns
Uncle did, that small armies perform the greatest
work. At present, the Russian army counts about
850,000 men ; the Austrian, 740,000; the Prussian,
720,000 ; the French, 626,000 ; and the English pre-
tend to muster 634 000—-whmh includes 218,000
blacks in Indis, 18,000 Colonists, 61,000 mxlitla and
yeomanry, 140000 volunteers, 15000 pensioners,
and 12,000 constables. A writer who appears to
know what he talks about, remarks that it is difi-
oult to arrive at a fair comparison of the naval forges
of England and France; but ho makes it that the
Fronch are superior in steam "and inferior jn sails,
and that, if tho two entire navies were ranged in
line of battle, tho forces would bo so nearly equal,

that it would be dificult to say which would win;
and he judges from a speech of Lord Ellenborough,

at an agricultural meeting, that ho arrives at a
similar conolusion, as he says, It is.useless to de.

ny that wo odnnot rely on it, that we have any su-
periority of naval foroe »

A romauntic individual was asked the other doy
why he showed greater attachment to a very thin
lady than to one who wag more stout, © It is,” Baid

Original Gsaups,
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NUMBER THREE,
In tho London Spiritual Magazino for May, 1861,
is printed o lotter from Dr. W, T. Coleman of Malds
Hill—p gentleman of unquestioned worth and re-
speotability—In which ocour the following passages s
#For a long time I havo silently watched tho pro-
gress of what I may term tho spiritugl question, and
tho result is, I am quito convinced of the reality of
the facts to which younppeal” © @ @ u[n both
cases, without ever having witnessed one phenome-
non (I have avoided this), I have nof acen, but believe
without secing.” @ @ ¢ wBut [also bolieve that
God is a 8pirit, and that Ho sent Ilis Son (born of
woman), who died and now lives, and is the Lord
an& Ruler of Spirits. Now it is because I um doubt
JSul how far tho current spiritual experimenters ag-

) knowledge this lordship, and submit to it, that I |

never yet would do moro than observe, hear and
judge. I would not touch the thing itself”? © @ @
#0n the other hand you seem to me to err in not
fally subjecting your sayinge and doings to the rule
of Christ, the Lord of tho spirit-world. He (Christ)
lives und rules, and must have his administrators of
rule somewhere on this earth, Where and how i
@ @ © «JIn what relation do you stand to Christ?
—and where do you find him on earth?? ©. @ @
* Reading what Judge Edmonds says—(* It wlll not
be right to give Spiritunlism any form, Christian,

not, Buddha is not, but Christ is, Lord of Bpirits, and
of the epirit-world, and thercfore the men who ao-

acts and words this form: AND NO .OTHER.”
@ 0. @ «How do you vindicate your cause on this

wlmt he does sauction, is good.” @ @ @
*. Much more to the same effect is insisted on in tlns
letter, which being now publio property, suggests to

.| my mind certain items in systematizing the present

heterogeneoue and crade theories put forth ln the
name of Spiritualism,

~ With the opinions of Dr. Coleman indmduelly,
have neither tho right nor desire to interfere; did
they need any comment from one more familiar with
the spiritual phenomena than the writer, (who mogd-

: estly.and in a gentle teaohable spirit somewhat at

verlunoe with his dogmatioal oreed, owns himself

.| ua novios in this matter,”) such comment would be -

- | found -in’ the editur’s noble and unconservative re-

K marks. whose magnanimity and candor woald be &
; lesson to us all, had I but space to quote what follows

‘ the “letter. Dr. Coleman is answered, however, but

eny Splritnullsts are not; and as the opiniona

' above qnoted form excellent samples of yet more
' hlgoted adherance .to prejndioes, whioh are almost

8lways tho Tesult of & belief which refuses.» to see,”

: ond hence forms itsolf upon prejudice rather than

knowledge—l introduce this text letter, for the pur-
pose.of” presunting: oertuln propasitions to those who
aro willing* to ‘touch the thing,” for ‘the. sake of

.| knowing  the thing” The basio fact in Spiritoal-
" | iam, I8 the belief that certain phenomena ocourring
</ in nway, that renders thom impossible to be the résult

,of .human. action, are produced- by an intelligent,

i though lnvlslble agency: . That the intelligence com-
: mnnioated 18 identical with certain deceased .per-
| sons H hence. that the agenoy is Auman, spiritual, and
. aotuall,y proceeds from the disembodied souls of mortaly,
| Te errlve at any suoh conclusion, it is not.enough

tlmt the phenomenn shall evidenoe more than: mors

1al power, and be combined with intelligone. . 1t

‘may be an admitted faot that a supermundane and

l: lntelllgent world permeates and influences. thia -te-

restrlnl sphere, hut what! is that to the question of

| onr Immortality or to the problem of our own ¢éndi:
| tion'hereafter? This can only be settled by the tess

timony of beings who have shared with us.our mox

",, tal oxperlences, and.whose preeent oondition wlll in-

evltehly illustrate our own future. = . . .

SO

‘own sphere has survived the shook of death, can re:
oross the gulf of mystery to commune with the earth,

| and "oan bear witness to the conditions of the heres
- .| after in his own person, and the whole dread myste-
"-.{ vy of ‘death, and the tremendous problem of immor-
L to.lity ls more surely solved than if ten thousaud le~
N glons ‘of- very high spirits,” headed by the Angel

; @abriel hlmself camo and dwelt amongst ‘mortals,
Henco the great question-of Spiritualism -is, or
e should be, not whettier spirits commaunionte, bug
" | whether theso commnnioations, so inevitably of &

i spiritual - origin, are made by the souls of .the- so-

oalled «dend,” and what manner of testimouy thoy
bear’ conoernlng our own future, by their expori-

enoes. )

* Now as T am one of those who having believed on
trast for twenty years of my lifo, camo at last- to

and sense testimony did not agree, I chose the lntter.
humbly conceiving my Maker had vouchsafed my

that mon’s words were as infallible as the Al-
mighty’s works. Henco, sceing and hearing for
myeelf, and believing what I saw and heard, being
not only an observer, but an actor—in other words,
“a sceress,” and medium for many fest facts in

derful array of phenomena of whioh I was 60me-
times the subject and sometimes the observer, wau

investigators that attended my ciroles.
Being a8 skeptical as Dr. Coleman was belxovmg,

or offer it to others without a fest, being morcover at

what & marvellous extent an embodied mtelllgenoe
could affect my own mind. "I will further add I am
even now more ready to admit the faot of super-
mundane intelligence from a TEST FACT given by
& very low spirit, but ono who obviously identifies

mit that all the transcendental eplendors of poetry-.
vision or oratory which are so often claimed to be

super-mundane world ot all.  Tner xmar po so.
Zhis 1 believe ; but I also believe they may bo the re-

subjeot’s mind, a8 require no other origin than tho
influx of animal maguetism; and to disoriminate

0

melerlnl weight which mere TrsT facts (or lntelll-v

Mahometan, or Buddhist,’)—I must say Mahomet is* -
knowiedge him (i, e, Christians), must give their. -

. |ground? For on one point my own mind is fully
.| made up: What Christ does not authorize is evil

;. 16t us. once be.assured that o pligrim: from our'

test by aight, what I had believed, and finding faith_

senses a8 my guides, and not’ being quite assured.

Bpiritualism, [ came to the conclusion that the won-

identioal with the spiritual part of various deoeesed‘
persons, friends eithor of my own, or the numerous

am free to confess I wag slow to admit belief myself, - .

times a good psychological subjeot, and uwnre'to.v

himself with the soul of & mortal, than I am to ad-
the work of « very high spirits,” really come from g .
gsult of such ccstatical or exalted conditions of the .

between the two, I honestly beliove we are at the
present stage of our inquiries unable, except by the






















