““_ S

,‘; 11")‘ &_’

VOL II

7.,»-r/v~

{L. COLBY & CO., mmsmns.}
. 7 wesxmmli-

ON STREET,

BOSTON SATURDAY NOVEMBER 7 1857

{’1‘

eememm |

NOG

T

lmm loooxdlng to Act. or Gongreas 1n the yw 1851. by Lm‘m Oom & Oouun. in tho Olork'l Oﬂloo of the Unlwd

SN e e D T T

Blates District Court, of the Dletriot of Mumhuuetu. et

(2,.

3 @Bule uf

MM

X

<‘ A“: : ’ . : / ’ A
DRI . \WWW /, :
< , J— »«*“BY CORA WILBUBN. o
- ;;;(é/""/ ...... it SR ¥
- o OHAPTER "XXXIL s the tender memories arose that she deemed long

Vo s %Andhls hem‘e Iong-troubled waters
At last in stillnees Je, - . ;-
Reflocting but the imnges
Of the solemn world on high.” )
Mzs, Knun. !

The night was calm the moon’s .showered ' hght
penetmtmg the foroet’e depths, the gorgeous moun.
tain pasges, the flower-decked precipices. ‘Over tower-
ing rock and leaping waterfall, over gigantio tree
and waving grass, fell soothingly the golden light;
while the calm sea slumberéd neath that midnight

- 8ky,.with its studded glory and balmy ‘air. In’ the
#olitary hut amid the mountaing, Emilia watched be-
gige her dying ‘husband. - It is the third day - gince
there she took her place beside him, and weary and
pale, yet, strong and resigned, she awaits the return
of. Rer brother with Agnes. Outside, two - stout

negroes lio sleeping peacefully; wrapt up in blankets;

.-..tbop had been-sent-by Mr. Mackensie from... towndo.
got a8 guards to, the solitary wayside hut. Over
oomo. with, womnese, Nelly hus fullen asloep in

- & large arm-chair, sent for Emihn’e accommoda-

" gom .

* The sick man lies in & hee.vy etupor, his breath
comes heavily; & clammy perspiration: cozes from {°
his brow ; his earthly sufferings are drawmg to o
olose., But the ono idea, the one supreme hope xeigns | u
dominant i in his repentant soul—to behold Agnes
once more, to obtain her forgivenessl .In his last.
hours, as his shattered frame ‘weakens, his spirit
views clearly, and a pure, remorseful love dwells
in his heart for the noble martyr wifel -

. The'soft breezes sighed amid the droopmg wxllowe
and the waving cedar branches; the: sound of dis-
tant waterfalls -came melodiously subdued to the
watcher's ear. Exmha. hastened to the door. and a8
sho had often done that night, looked forth upon the
winding path. This time she heard the clattering
hoofs of appronching mules; she clasped her hands
in thankfulness ; detnined 80 long—Thank Heaven!

_they had arrived at last. Boon she descried her
brother, and riding by his- side, a ‘slender figure,
which her heart told her was "Agucs, the devoted
wife; the motherly step-mother. Mackensie saw her
standing there, in the moonlight path; Agnee, too,
beheld the tall, mnjesuo figure, clad in robe of som-

‘bre hue. Lightly springing to the ground, never
stopping to secure her mule, Agues Golding advanced
with rapid paces, and before Mackensio reached them,
the two had met ; the orphan girl he had cherished,
had been olasped to his sister’s bogom, the sorrowing
head was pillowed on that tender breast. Without
word of greeting they had met, but in that silent
embrace, & sweet sefenity stole ‘over the bleedxng,
anxiously-throbbing heart of Agnes; a strange, &
blissful gense of security filled her soul. Gazing
parnestly upon tie noble countenance of Eva’s moth-
or, Agnes ventured upon the trembling inquiry: “Ig
he living ? oh, Maurice, my husband [ and tears
welled from the soft brown eyes.

" He lves, deay Agneal the hopo ‘of_ once -moro:
secing yot, hos sustained him ; he is resigned and
repentant,” roplied Emilin, and she turned to greet
her brother; who silently embraced her, .

. Leaning upon Emilin’s arm, Agnos entered tho
sombre dwelling, She cast 4 look of gratitude and
.doep commiseration upon the sleeping Nelly, dud
.with, trembling  limbs she advanced towards her
‘husbaud’s couch; with olasped hands and qmv-
ering lips she bent over, him, all the pitylng,

awakened love of her hea benming from her tear
fillod eyes, . Yes, onco,; When eroot in the, beauty of
his manhood, prond of his, nt.rengt.h, glorylng in his
worldly position and intellectual power, he. had _so
oruelly abused her trust, and wrung ber heart, that

Beart had felt. ‘rebellious, When with & demon’e:
pride he hnd leughed to soorn her prinoiplee, her ad-
herence to.truth aud, honor, then, oh, thenl her soul’
Topelled him; grief e.nd ebhomnoo. dread and | eoorn :
usurped, the, place,, ot paeslon&to devotednese. But:

now! oh, wldeat or earth ohangee. he so proud ,and

vainly boasting, iay, there before her, » lhntmed:

zzzzz

p{t.ymullodtheem ﬂed a,ngel, andwhﬂea.ﬂood of,
tender recollections swept hier. heart, the love of the:
* -peat'was in her ‘voloo; a8 eho kipeed hie passive h;nr&
nl;ho.gonyotherhoardqi tendernéss burst, fo
In the, wailing: invooation ;% 0b, Maurice,, my 13
lored,'penkwmel” oy, il %
™ Bho had trembled at the' thoughts of his; murn,'
:shie had ; paled at mention. of ; his nqqe,ﬁqq
threnjeaing as ho bad, sz,umwlgm hﬁ
M’. W Lelpless, repentant—she

huned the et.rong, Jundying love aseerted its sway,
“ rlnlng amid sorrow, pming—desoln.tion, no vain,

tremhling gholt of the past, but & beautiful and sav-
mg spirit, strong in undummshed benuty, glorious
in undivided power !

As her voice struck upon his lingerlng sense, the
dying wan unclosed his eyes ; they rested upon her
faco with & dreamy, inquiring look, But, as she
smiled upon him amid her tears, life and expression
returned to t.he glazing orbs, o flush as of some nugh-
ty joy passed across the sunken, pnllid fentures ;
twice he vainly essayed to speak; thon huskily came
forth the one trembling word : * Agnes!”

““lam ‘here, my beloved! I have come] oh, what
ocan X do for you ?” she cried, raining tears and kias-
es upon his wounded brow.. « Forgive mel” he
murmured, so low Agues had to bend her car (o
his Jips taventch the sonnd. . -

“T doloh, I have nothing. to " forgival f°fg°f' the’
past—you are repentant—I know all Forgive me
if ever I havo said qr done enything hmhly Oh
Maurice ! my husband ! my, best beloved ! that we
 should nieet ‘thusl”

Maurice Golding had raised himself | upon his el
bow. As Agnes tenderly enpported him, He cast

upon her a look, so fraught with remorseful love, so
eloquently supplicating that the heart of *Emilia,
thrilled with renewed pity, as standing in the remot.
est corner, she leant upon her brother’& arm, yot by
the flickering lxght ot‘){he lamp beheld ‘the affecting
soene. The tired Nelly slept on, unoonecious of what
tranepu'ed 80 near,
Maurice prayed for a ehort reeplte of hfe ; for
voice, for strength to speak once more W Agnes, nnd
his fervent prayer was answered. He spoke wieh
much effort; but distinct, though slow: I am going
to the land—I ever doubted of-—to the epirit father
—whose existeice I denied. I disbelieved in the
truth of Immortality~—1I now fecl its near approach,
I sooffed at honor—religion—love—faith~—truth] I
believed not—in a God !—mine has been & sadly mis-
spent life] . I have deoeived—ernelly wronged—my
fellow beings—I have trampled—upon the most sa-
cred feelinge—. all, all for gold l-—you above all—you
and ono other, haveI sinned against—you, my noble,
trustmg wifo—and ehe, the mother of Eoln? where
isshe now 9", :
Emiliaradvanced n.nd took his- hand he' looked'
from her to Agnes. Bhe understood the mute ap-

al.’
pe" Whilo X live, I will be to her & sister!” ehe sol-
emnly replied. Maockensie took the cold hand of his
brother. *You, too, forgive me?” he nsked, looking
piteously imploring into his face,
“I do, 80 help me God |” responded the benevo‘
lent man, fcrvently preesing the jcecold hand he
held.
*¢ (Hive mo your hand, Agnes—nnd say again—you
hate me not.” The suffering wife replied. with &
flood of tears, with ‘& quick-shower -of passionate:
kisses upou Lis paling brow, upon the hand eho
clasped ; and low and thrillingly she said: %I never
hated- you, my hushand I ‘oh, never! And pow, take
with you to theland of eternnl peace the assurance
of my undying.love! I will 80 live that T shall moet
you hereafter, my Maurice! I and your child—your
mother—Emilia—all you have ever loved here] Qh}
that my life could be given for yours! But my
- | prayers—my tears—~my, love—they cannot retain
you! Toll mo, tell mo, Maurice, what shalt I tel’
your doughter, your mother 9"

«Tell her not of her father's sln and mleeryl Bhe’
will find & noblo mother {—let-hor not mourn—the’
fallen father—lot mo be loved in her pure remem-
brance. Agnes—Emilia~promise!” -~

« I promisb1” suid Agues, solomnly H nnd “ ‘1 prom-
ise,” repoated Emilia.

«Tell my poor mother—gently—of my--fete—wu
her not to weep long—say, I forgive and bless her—

mtherly benediotion, Toll her to live ‘80—to meet'
me—in Immortality. Sho took the wrong’ path—
from childhood with me—poor mothet ! she meant
well—God forgive her—I always loved her;” hi;
voloe trembled with strong emotion. “I will do all“

Y -sobbed Vi
w:m l’? ho ooﬁflzened.)‘ noblo; forgiving nngell
You, my shore than brother! promiso—once more—
Mm ,nqpuro the' fature of my. child! the
9!‘94 M heaven! sho did mot

“l‘f”f v .,.wn’x

‘ns.’ema-wm pro-

. bless yon—now and forever I’/

; nnl rounion. with’ o,

| be-nided by.an

and in my last hours entreat her forglvenesa—-e.nd '

bk 1 dare, cherish no blt< | entered 4
watohing ‘Bpslde

‘vide for yon. What your wretehod hueband BB
locted—they will fulfill. My Agueu! you ‘will not

—— | tive upon dishonest galns | I lears you ndt in want.
1 They have promised. Hereafber in a fow years—

when your bitter life with me—ls forgotten—you
will be happy—in the love of one—far worthier ]

Acrimeon flush of denlal rose to the pale, tou-
| atained face of Agnes. Her yoioe thrilled with eo-
. | lomnity as she replieds— -

LS | ehell live in the hoge, in the certainty, of oter-
ver ‘again will my heart
unclose to earthly lovel I hnve loved but you—no
ot.her@u;l ever.take your place in, my affections, It
‘was no ﬂeeting. gu-l!eh fanoy, | thie dedication of my
lifo to you! Btorms: have’ come between us, but

*+ | Heaven’s oalm {s within our eoﬁll-ahnll bo—when

the pain of. earthly parting is over for me. With

: you, my Maurioe, go my best affections, my life of

hope and joy—with you my life npd love eternally [

A gleam of joy again overs xymf his features, his
grey eyes grow bright with ﬁwe-light, with & holy,
spiritual rapture.

 And you will pray for mé {?" 33 whiepered.

¢ Daily, hourly,” she 'repliod.. “My life- heni—-l
will fulfill its dutjes—but be it short or lengthened
to its utmost limits, it ghnll be dedlcnted to Ehe one
lofty purpose—ete;nal reumon with .you, my be-
loved m

" Bhe looked up inbo meha’a ﬁoe. who smilod op-
proval, and who, taking her huaband’e hand, joinod
it with that of Agnes, .

“ You will never,  separate ?" he asked' . -

“ Never!” answered both ; and Mackensle addoed

<his promiee, # Never I vowing;o bo as. & father to

Eva; as father and brother; bo;h, to tho desolate
wife. - ;

« Maurico 1 aaid Emmn, paufng her soft hand
across his brow, as the shadows of . physical dissolu.
tion deepened there, and hls‘ong upheld strength
gave way td utter exhnustion. “Fear not this tran.
sit; thy soul is strong in good'roeolvefel Thou shalt

1 hoats, Id’ -fan futuro, a glori-
ous_ honie, & lofty station-hwalts thees ot

pass to it by the gate of rcpenmm, by bourly works
of faithand love, and charity¥that will atone for!

thy misspent life. Fear not; my brother, the narrow,
“rocky, thorny path; thou wilt bear the punishment
for earthly misdirection ; but & gleam of light shall
ever guido theo on, until purified and. blest, thou
shalt enter the celestial mansions, whero she, thy
Agnes, will come to thee from earth; there thino,
own eternally! God: is mercifal ] thnn wilt atone,
by lebor and adwn, not by & vain, wordy penitence,
for the wrongs of earth, for the noble facultics mis-
directed, the inherent virtues of thy mature, misap-
plied.' Awaken, Maurice! awaken! to the higher
life! Immortality awaits—smiling angels beckon !
Awnken, Maurioe, awake !" '

Her dark eyes. glenmed with enperna.l lustro; &
rich crimson flooded her usually colorless cheek, her
majestio figure towerod ereot in qneenlike attitude ;
she stood there, a prophetess in voice and gesture, as

thh one hand. she .pointed. npwnrde smiling with !

more than mortal encouragement | -:

A mysterious awe thrilled Agnes’ breast, & rever-
ential awe, devoid of fear or superstitious trembling.
The flickering lamp of cocon-nut ol gave but & Tecblo
light, the moonlight flooded -the~threshold;-leaving
the rest of that sombre chamber all in shadow ; but
flashes, as of some mellow brightness, flitted- across
its narrew space, playing around the departing soul.

‘| The rustling breeze that outside stirred the willow

branches and the cedars’ boughs, swept through the
Tow.roofed abode, ncoompanied by & low. biirst of

wrinl melody. Pefico unutterablo, an-expression of

éalm beatitudo settled upon the worn face of Mau-
rioo Golding; no warring passions disputed there
for dominion, no lingering, low desire or groveling
alm left there its impress, In<that hour the soul
asserted its divino nobility, aud transfigured the
pnle, suffering face, to & kindred . semblance with its
heavenly origin. - The attendiug sngels of forgnving
love and exalted faith, watched  beside him, cmbod-
fed in the deathless affection of his faithful wife, in|-
the ministering bcn.uty of Emilia’s presence.

The deep grey eyes, gothering all the spirit/s lus.
tre, were fixed upon tho face of Agnes, with a look
of love and promigo unutterable. -

s Fayewell 1 ho' whispered, ¢ forgive me, Emillo.,
forgive me, Agnes| beloved—meot me 1,

He pointed upwards, and as the uplifted hand fell
slowly down over the groy eyes parting lovo-beams,
waa drawn the misty veil that shut qut:the world,
A-beautiful smile wreathed his lips, and with & low.
8igh, the spirit passed to another sphere §; whilo tho
spirit-lights gleamed noross thesilent tenement, and
tho low music swelled upon the night air, and died
sway upon the brooze’s wings!. Bilently and rever-
| ently Emilia joined the hands of the depnrted hus.
band and the garth-loving wife, then - -olasping the
bereaved one to hor bosom, she spoke the one word,
# Peace I' and kissed her brow.: ... . oy

.- And.Agnes’ dream was fulfilled! .

Still without awaking Nelly, Emilia ledAgnea,
who, unresisting and half unoonscious, rested in her
arms, outgide of the hut into the moon-lighted path.
There gho sat down_beside her, on- the flower-deoked
ground, and resting the poor head against her bos-
omy:gently strokoed the diahevnlnd Jourls, and loving-
ly conscled the sorrowing heart, !trengﬂxened unew
the failing spirit; and with such wondrou Tore an
heennli ‘philosophy enohained her. sitentioh,’ that

""" listened spell-bound as :l(:en Angel'u ut.
temoe' "An’ honr sed ‘thus; again ‘they
fered the bu wthe frlend and’ bmther‘hm

‘ m departed. aad” wheh nﬁ W

B VR,

longth awakenod" ‘Nelly nwnlted them. Agnes was

ived Tiitd the extendod arma’ of hé faithful il
‘woman, and wcpt long upon her ‘bosom. Nelly sub.
dued her joy at meeting with her v poor swate dar
lin’” in reverence to the dead, walking on tiptoc,
speaking in whxepore. as if foarful of disturbing the

.| reposo of the « poory-minsther, God rest his sowl!”

Bat when Mackensio lod Agnos to tho arm chair,
and' stood “beside her, oonvoreing earncatly, while'
Emilin softly lulled her to rest with her magne
touch ; then Nelly, kneeling beside the rude sou
gazed upon tho face of the dead with pitying 3 rover-
ence, and prayed fcrvently for' the departed spirit.’
When the wearled mourner elept, Emilia sat. down
beside her brother, on & mat ‘that had boen apxend
upon the floor, and questioned him of her ohild. The
hoart devoted ever to the interests of others, now re-
turned to its own maternal feelings and solloltudes
They conversed till early dawn, whilo Agnee elept
and Nelly watched and prayod.

The negroes, who guarded the dwelllng. were dis.
puwhed to town, and Mr, Mnokensie hastened to in.
form tho authoritics of Manrioe Goldmg s death,
There wn.e thenamo other burinl ground in La Toma
but the Catholio one, coneoqnenzly it was determined
upon, that the unfortdnaté merohant should pe ‘bur:
fed near the place of his decease, in some woll" bhet ]
tered spot. The news spread like wife-ﬂm _Among
the first comers was Doctor Wnlwrnnd Mr. Olden.
Agiies met with much heart-felt’ eympnthy from tho
Europoan reeidcnts and the nntlves, many of whom
proceeded to the lonely: hut amid the mountains, to
offer thuir condolenco and hoepitnhty to the young
widow.  For the' honor of human natuie be it told,
disinterested -offefs' of & homo, and valuable pecun.
iary assistanco was' oﬂ‘ored to" her by many, Mam.
mion’s shrine is not so “densely throngod with wor-
shippers in that land of flowery beauty. '

“But when Agnes could not roply for weoplug and
gmmude, the tall, stately English lady replied for
her, and although the Creoles did not understand
her words, her” graceful gestures, and sweet smilo
wore ‘sufficiently intelligible, and they left her pres-

"CHDO; IMIPIUOTOU Wivas w Mb—b S
feotion.

A servant of Don Felix Rivero waited upon Mr.
Mackensio -at tho hotel. Defore returning to the
mountains, he hastened to Castiglio del mar'and held
a hurried conference with its owner.

Before sunset that day, a funeral cortego wound
its way from the fountains, down the winding path
to the Castle gates. It was followed by all the
merchants, the principal citizens, and foreign resi.
dents?of La Toma; and the newly arrived carriage
of Mr. Olden, (the. only one in thd place,) conveyed
Agnes and Emilin. In a beautifully sccluded spot,
fenced in by mango trees and plantains, in view of
the Custiglio's white walls, tho grave was dug, and
the ill-fated wanderer reposed in the homo he had
in life deserted. Emilia led the weeping Agnes up
the broad marble staircase to her home. Nelly,
lenning‘on Mr. Mackensic’s arm, foll%wed weeping
for joy, crymg “Blessed bo the howly Vargin! as
helped us in all our throubles, and brunged us to
our own houso agin!” :

Tho crowd quietly dispersed from around the
grave; with intuitive delicacy, none followed to the
Jhouse, though Mackensie hospitably invited them.

He had purchased Custiglio del mar from Don
Felix Rivero that morning, who, with Lis wife and
sister, had departed for Valencin,

Agnes fell upon her knges, on the flower-encircled
verandsh, and amid her bereavement, rendered
thanks to God; crying, with a joyful gratitudoe: «]
bless Thee, Giver of Alll that I may dwell in tho
houso where [ have known love and happmeee with
lum/” )

The next day, all the servants retumed and wero
installed in- their old places; all but old Soc&rro
who slept beneath the sod.

.

CHAPTER XXXIL

“There I8 nono
" In all this cold and hollow world, no founl
Ot deep, strong, deulhluu loyo, save that within --
A mother's heart ~=—,'

#Mother and child! your toars are past—
Burely your hunm have met at last|"
" Mzs. Txumans,

A week passed sinco tho death of Maurice Gold-
ing, and beneath the tender, watchful care of Emilia,
Agnes has grown calm and resigned. Not that her
grief was cver violent, or that she oveg rebelled
against Ber sorrows ; but, in listening to Emilia, hor.
spirit gathered new hope, and faith, and consolation ;
sho ceased to look upon death as a final separation
from tho loved ones, even here; shio admitted thd
consciousness that her husband’s spirit could .be
near, could in time commune with, if not by out-
ward, visible sign, by some seoret spiritual sympo-
thy, none the less convincing. Her love was all
powerful; his 'purified and regenerated, could not
but respond to her heart’s invocation.

There are many complaints of the scarcity of truo
spiritusl intercofifso, of & communion with the de- -
parted, that cither by unmistakable evidence, or.
‘truthful, internal conviction, might defy skeptiohm,
and bring to’ the boreaved soul ita highest consola-
tions, But many that complain forget that works
must aid the spirit’s falth; that no amount of {nvo-
cation or intensest desire can alone suffice for the
desired boon, or recall tho beloved ones, who exalted
d{above the earth life.seo. elearly. feel rightly, and
repaon juetly, it on’earth they belonged to the
asplring good. Bpirlts, truthful and exalted, tell us
that we must Tabor with' hearu and hands for the
good of ‘all, that hem and head muat be in’

-

towsrds attaliing self:perfection, in the noble :ﬁ

‘0

of progreeeion and’ nlfM Thorefone. tho noble.
self-sacrificing, unselfish Agnes, was cminently fitted -
for' this consollug ‘and ‘exalted ‘introotirse;’ she,
whose life had been one tenok of nndevlnhng reoti-
tude; whoso aspirations and nctions were ever in
hnrmony, she, who truly sought “the l\ingdom of -
Heaven‘and its righteousncss.” That the splrltually :
gifted, sorrow-tried, and patiently enduring Emilia -
should be admitted to this- high privilege was the -
compensation for hier hlighted 1ife; and fervent soul,
that beaven-direoted in Its ‘every’ aim, sought ‘to
bless the earth-lifo with words and deeds of love,
sonttering blessings, peaco and healing, where'er
ler fooutepe strayed,

‘That s strong friondship that was to be lneting '
and ever incrensing, sprung up between these two
women, was natural as it was beautiful ; and while -
imbibing Emilia’s .loving faith, which clearly de--
monstrated and' definitely arranged- her glrlhood’s
upimtlons, many of her hidden dreams, and seoretly
cher!ahcd hopos, Agues grew screnely resigned and
tranqully hopefal even in that short week. . The spirit
lighta that flnshed around her in the- mountsin hut,
often dazzled her sight at tho calmn twilight or Iater
gvening hour; and a warm breath, distinct from the
breeze s fanning, often stirred her curls, and llngercd
{on her brow. Bhe fel2 the unscen presenco which
her heart whispercd -was the departed loved one.
She listened enrapt to Emilia’s teanced utteranoes,
to her glowing deeoriptions of tho spirit worlds? to:
her expositlone of o new and beautiful philosophy,
that rendered tho spirit life doubly attractivo to the
{buman affections, and loviug home-sympathies of .
carth; orushmg no bud of f‘edlng. trawmpling on no -
germ of pure affoction, striving not to banish love
and, friendship from the domnins of Heaven, but

shing and ennobling carth’s lofticst sentiments
into angelic purity and immortal glory!

For ho# motherindaw, and Eva's enke, 4gncu
donned no mourning; Emilia thought it unneoeseu.ry
to wear & sable garment for the departed; so sho
attired hersclf in white, and with a melancholy

smile, allowed Nelly to arrange hcr rmt,lcta As~

e e T S P

boen left by hor; Mrs. Greyson’s room was prepnrcd
—Eva's also; and all that was wanting, brother
Malcolm sent from town. The Castle assumed its
usun) familiar aspect. Agnes’ favorite pictures and
ornaments were put in their places.  As she passed
along the corridor and entered her chamber, she
thought not of the wretched night lnst spent there,
of the crueltics inflicted by a hushand’s hand. She
remembered but tho tbkens of his love; wept over
his books and dear familiar chair, as the young and
loving weep. C

Pedro, hnvlng humbly sued for Agnes’ pardon, in
playing the spy by her mother-in-law’s orders, wag
reinstated in his situation. Pancho, obtaining for-
giveness for his past impertinence, was admitted to
a like favor. Petronilla, who bad married Juan,
with him returned to the Castle. Old Jose, who had
carefully guarded Eva’s pet perroquets, returned to
his post of gardener, shaking his grey head, as he
saw the neglected stato of -the gurden, and the
tangled walks, It was an affecting scene when the
servants all returned, and weeping for joy, sur-
rounded Agnes; the women embrucing her, with the
heart-warm familiarity of their race; the men re-
speetfully bending before her. They looked -upon
her as tho mistress of the Castle, and so Emilia
willed it, for it was to be their joint home.' But
loudest in their demonstrations of &ffection and joy -
were DBaldwino and Alita. The former capered
madly about, shouting and dancing in the exuber-
ance of his gratitude for his recall. Alita, upsub-
dued oven by the presence of the strange Senora,
fell at Agnee' feet, kissing her hands, crying and
lauglilng’ in_tho wildness of ler joy ; then rushing
to Mr. Mackensie, sho kissed his hands, and called
him “a denr, good Bomor.” When Emilia smilingly
called her, she oyed her awhile askance; then sald
with confidence: “I know you are a good lady,”.and
kissed the cxtended band. Agnes translated the
phrase, and Emilis smiled nppronngly on tho

- awnrthy -maiden, -

A fow days after thelr eettlemcnt at home, Mnloolm
Mackenslo returned to Puerto Bereno, leaving Agues

‘| with' his sister at tho Castle, but taking Nelly

with him to assist in brlnging over tho “ould
misthress.” Py

He sald ho would not return for & ‘woek; in that
timo Agnes would somewhat recover her health, and
tho old lady and Eva be prepared for a return to
their own dear home, The death of Maurice Golding
was yet to bo kept o secret from them. With many
injunctions from his sister, with o tearful farewell:
from :Agnes, ho again departed for Puorto Sereno,

tain becamo o frequent visitor at Custizlio del mar,
Nelly promised to glo her duty by the old lndy, nnd
Emilin and Agnes wero left alone,

Thdy would sit on tho flower-cnoircled verandah -
in tho twilight hour, interchanging thoughts and,
feolings; with lovingly olasped hands and respon--
sively beating hearts.. It was' thero, ong, cvening,
that Emilia told her friend of her unhappy marriage
and separation, of the abduction of her child,

#T may %Il you all, dear Agnes,” sho said, “fop:
it is right that you should know all; that there,
should bo perfoct confidenco botween us, whoaré fo: -
spond our lives together. We will jointly soreen.
hia.faults from the world, My brother will liquidate
a.ll tho debis tho unfortunate man loft unpaid. As.

a sister 1 pay this Mbute w the memory of ppor
M‘uﬂwﬂ

i uDéar, genmnl Emﬂlel" enld Agnee, “yon do'so

inuoh, mhln MMM houde, perhaps’ Q)

in tho awaiting Catallna, whose depper little Caps .
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* nover speak of grumude' never ngnin\ dlstrust your

. death of a friend; no relative of mine, but a school-

. acqu\smon. not for my snke I can be content with
" little, buf for Eolm, for “you, for the suffering poor;

. mever Been lnm, little thou
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an enosmous pnes, ’l'hnl you, go all | i.hli fo
child is just, but that T should share !
« [lusl, busb dear,-hawble saint!”: eried Emiliq,

kissing Ler fondly, © «Were you not;my child's good 1

-sagel? My poor old motherin-law’s _support_and
stay? Were you not the gaardian angel of Maurice,’
- a8 you will ever bo bis love and Joy ! . Hush, Agnes!

self. You are a noble woman, worthy of 1y noble
brother's friendship, Fear not, I have bought Cas-
tiglio del mar cheap enough, for its possessor was in
want of mouey; mark me, Agnes! that young spend-
thrift will como to some untimely end. I foreseo
tho end of such a carver'as his. T must tell you, too,
dearest, lest you fear that I excoed my income, that -
1 have come into possession of o fortuie by the

mate, with whom Ioomgponded since my twentieth
year, when she left the placo we lived in for the
oontinent. 8he married there, but never had any
childrea. Like r‘uyeclf, ehe was unfortunate in
marriage, and at her death, which cccurred some
cight months ago, bequenthed all to me, as she said .
I shared her views of life and ‘usefulness, and knew *
how to invest o fortune for the welfure of others, as
well a3 for personal comfort. I am glad of the

also, that I may rvender justice to poor Maurice’s
memory, and satisfy all demands agninst hLim.
Wiclded for justice aud sympathy’s snke, wenlth is
indeed a precivus boon—'tis 80 I menn to use it
But I was going to speak of myself, of the paat.
Forgive me, dear Agncs, if I invoke some. painful
memorics.  We will never, after this night, revert
‘to tho painful subject. You say you reccived a
-package of papers from your hushband, dated from
a pronnce in the nmrior} some months ago, nn-
nouncing his departure for Lurope In those papers
nlso he mentions wme, as yet living, acknowledges to
you Lis ubduction of my child, solely for the purposo
of revenging himself upon me. He gave you my
name a8 Emilia Dalton, and the place of residence
whiére he had last heard of me.” You wrote, dear,
kind soul! not thinking that I led a wandering life,
in o vain, fruitless search, for my stolen child}
The placo you directed your letter to, I have not
visited for years, consequently it never reached me.
Impelled by o gnawing remorse, by an irresistiblo
impulse, e wrope-to you, discovering my existenco;
urged by theddte desire of making some reprration
" for my sufferings, and restoring my daughter to my -
arms. He toll me this, on his dying. bed, poor,
repentant Maurice! Bafiled, disappointed on all
gides, having been robbed in the mountaius of all
the jewels and money ho carried about his person,
he meditated self-destruction in his extrcmlt) ; when
the fall from his mule chunged the current uf bis
thoughts. Wounded and stunned, he prayed for,
life, for time to expinte his. offences, to make repars’
tion for past injusiice! He remembered not whether
he dragzed himself to that wayside hut, or.whether
gome charitable hand placed him on the rude couch, ]
Poor Muurice! You have heard of we always as
Emilia Dalton; it was my maiden name, but I
adopted my miother’s surname, which Maurice bad
never heard, and Maleohu did the same, so that T

' earry her off. 1 gmuded her with the moet \fawhful

oare; 3 T'never allowed ber to go tul of my plgbh fora
moment. She slept with me; I took her out o walk;
1 robed and undressed her; nnd paid ber sttendants’
salary, without ever requiring her: services. Yet, in
gpite of all my care and forcsight, my child was
taken frop me. Oh, Agnes! it is a bitter memory!
poor, misdireoted Maurice, sceking. satisfaotion for
revengeful feelings, by inflicting & death-pang-on a
mother’s heart!” Thank heaven! - I can recall that
time without terror now.~. My child has been dired
for by angel hands!  The holy influcnces of Nature
havo kept her apirit free from worldly contact. Your
swoot companionship has exalted her soul; her trials,
oven, all tend to render my ohild & worthy woman |
But to return, Mnnrlce obtained the divorce; I saw
him not for months, - 1 tbought my child safe; yetI
never relaxed niy vigilance. Ho left the tows, and,
only returned onoe, 88 -he said, to bid me farewell;

he was going to a foreign country. He spoke ina
bumbled, repentant manner; professed his sincero
regret for the past, and entreated my forgiveness. - I
was won to pity—never again to love, Aguea! I
gave him my hand as o farewell token of reconcilia-
tion. I permitted him to kiss Eola, who was sitting
on my lap. He said he was going direct from my
prosence to the stage coach, (we.lived in o small in-
land town,) and ho might never return. lllsmg to
go, ho playfully -presented me with his trnvehng
flask, and requested me to taste the cordial it con-
tained, to drink-to-his futuro success and good ro.
solves. It was o sweetly tasting scented water that
the flask contained, by no means strong; something
like orange flower syrup. He knéw I liked such
mild, refreshing beverages; I took a deep draught,
and accompanied him to the door, wishing him pros-
perity abrond.© When I returned to my eeat, I felt

gvery drowsy ; I ascribed it to the coldness of the day,

for if was mid-winter; a decp snow covered the
ground. Ilovo tosit in the lingering twilight; so,
with mychild in my arms, I dropped psleep, and
when I awoke ——— o, shall I ever forget the anguish,
the horror of that hour? my child was gone! and I
was sitting in utter darkness, alone! I ran scream-
ing through the house; my child’s attendant was
absent; my otber domestic had left me the day be-
fore, to visit.her sick mothér. . I soughit my child in
all the neighbors’ houses ; I ran through the streets
like o mud woman, and when I returned to my deso-
late bume, the dread conviction forccd itself upon me,
that her futher hnd stolen her! that for that pur-
poso ho had mixed o narcotic with tho sweet waters
ho presented to mg. I renewed my search, through |
town and country ; I implored at the police stations
for megsengers to follow my husband, and bring
back my child. T offered large sums of money for
her return.” Ihad a description of her person pub-
lished. 1 sent cricrs throughout .the town; all in
vain! I traveled all over England, ndsime any
disguises, but could gain 5o gluo to my child My
mother-in-law, whe, I must sny, although I severely
blamed her for her undlsclphned@umng of her sox,
was yet ever true to me; and had made my house
her home, even after my divoreo from her son ; stop-
ping-with me occastonnily, she, too, had 'been away
#ome months, on business, as she said. I sought her
everywhere, but of her also I could .guin no clue. My

could not be discovered by his ‘omissaries while

hing_i‘o > my child.  You knew my dear hrother’
n Gerinany fis Mr. malcolni; Maiirice;, who had .

t it was Emilin's
brother he was nddrcssmg 3 Mr, Mackensie, but
the wn)s of Providence are truly inscrutable! You
know, too, dearest, that Golding is but an assumied””
name; but continue 'to bear it; we will ng} unveil
his failings. He has committed wrongs _against
Justice, agninst the community—all for love of gain.
He was Uitterly, sincerely penitent. Let us pass
over his crrors; this is the last time my lips shall
utter nught that can wound your loving heart, dear
sister! but I must tell you how I lost my child
Yes, Agues, in my last scvere illucss, my nightly
vigitors portrnyed o scene in o far tropio land, a
house like this! On a flowery baloony, the counter-
part of the oue we are now sitting upon, I boheld
my mother-in-law; my child Eola! But Mangice 1
never saw in my visions ; and yet, when L amved
here, o spiritual impulse and prophetio dreims bid
mo hie-to the mountains, I knew not what X should
meet there, but I approhended some sorrowing dis-
covery. Providence led mo to that solitary hut.
God brought us together for our mutual good 1”

.. Agnes silently pressed her hand--her eyes woro
upraised in fervent thankfulness to the: gloriously
studded dome of night. Emilia continued ;—

“The taiigled imaginings of an excited fancy, tho
troubled dreams of a distressed or infirm mind, can-
not be accepted; but, the apmtual intuitions, the
"overwhelming presentiments, tho. clear, vividly dis-
tinot visions of the night, tho heart’s forebodings,
all are realitics, guiding landmarks along the mazy
path of life’ I knew that hero I should find my
child, even before Malcolm told me of his visit to
this place; God directed meo lnther. But you wait
to hear of the past. You know. Muurice has told
you of the unbappy life we led. I was proud, un-
yielding ; perhaps, too much so; he was ‘cold, harsh,
and indifferent. .I was some ten years his senior;

“"tha'contraat pained him.— I onco-loved him, but.it..

wag with ‘o fixed standard of" mente.l excellence, if*
he deviated “one hair's breadth from that standard,
1 eeueed to worship, As months sped on into years,
. Idisoovered the hidden traits of his character; his
inordinate love of gnm, above“all other things, re-
polled me. Holsaw that Iread him aright; when
be sought to make mo the confidanto of his plans
nnd sebemes, 1 mdignentiy repulsed him ; 1 eeverely

L wked bim with dishonestly, and forctold his ruin,

1 used persuasion, too, every argument in my power
{o guide him into the right path. In vain! Then,
his lndiﬂ'erence turned o hatred; and there wero -

} ;not wanting those to foster it; many who looked
mith envy upon our ill-nasorted union; upon the

<

'q

* vwoman famed for nnught but her wealth, for whose
:9ake be had ‘passed Dy younger nnd fairer women.
Lot mé tell you, Agnes, tht the'strangences of my
:thoughts and _belicf, ns the superstitious styled it,
sthoughts and bellcf not at all stnrthng 10 your pure,

,,mzultlve soul, then oaused me viany encmies, I

.had to bnttie with crnel prejudioes; but I was
ms.wgy-,—tbey dnred not assail me openly; they

",pought to destroy my household peace. . As you'

salveady: know, they misoonstrued my correspondence;
wi}h .y | nbsent brother, and caused it toappearin:
sthe. light, of on unhallowed sentiment. Mnurxoe
swould not iisten to moj, hc was ini‘nrinted, wild, -

vinsensate with auger. X was proud, stern, eolleeted ;

mdvhen he,mendqned o scparation, L giadly ao-
“hoping ghen for s, ppseeml life, for un-|
-di possession of my ohild,

o4ince her birsh the prepatimen} ﬁollowed mPo- f
meque ny;ht. wmmm doser

©
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convictions whispered that she Wwas with her son,

I knew her unbounded love for him remblcd.
| for Eola's training; I trembled for d'’s soul | [

You, dear Agnes, have satisficd me on this point,

also has'my dear brother. I shall clasp my daugh-
ter to my bosom, my own uuconmbnnnu.d child!
"My beloved Malcolm, my dear, devoted brother, gave
up all inwrest in life to devote himself to me. He
traveled all over Europe, through its fumed cities and
crowded pleasure marts.  We lingered over the plea-
sant sites of earth with heavy hearts, groping blindly
in our fruitless scarch.,, We-have been to North
America, pursuing thenmhe vain' chase; but never
dreaming of this secluded region, unul Providence
led my brother hither. And he was hero twa years,
ago, speaking with Maurice, yet knowing him not ;
near to his sister’s’ child, yet feeling not ber pres-
ence! DBut it was to bo so, all for héaven's'wise pur
pose. His two journeys to'this country have been
the only ones’ dear Malcolm undertgok without me,
for I sometimes spent months ‘in some secluded epot,
recruiting my wasted health and. strength. Thod
ofteu spoken of & permanent residence in & troplieal
clime ; hence his visits here, and‘to the neighboring
islnnds I have now told you how I lost ny child.
Heaven sustained me, that I might live to meet her !
Oh, to behold my child; to press her pure lips, to

gaze fnto ber soulful eyesi what is an eternity of
gorrow” to g0 much blessedness? Ob, holicst fore- |
taste of heaven! what is like to o mother’s love, to a

mother's Joy 27
Agnes embraced her tendetly.

- % You, too, shalt cver 'be unto me a8 adnugbter,
dear bereaved one,” Emilia said, stroking the jotty
ringlets. %7 can well be your mother, dnrlingi in
age as well as experience.”
~ wThero is % much of youth, such a g6ty upon
your face, Emilia 1 said Agues, with admiring ten-
derness. * There are no wrinkles ‘upon your brow ;
your eye is so lustrous, your cheek g0 pur, your
lips 8o red and :smillng. . Burely you possess gome
talisman that guards You. from the usunl 1nronds of
care and yours” e
« Bwect flatterer! I possoss mo tulismun, no fairy
charm ; soe, my hair is thickly strewn with silver.
But iny heart is young, dear Agnes! my spirit s
over youtbi‘ul. Nature, art- and beauty delight my
eye 88 in my most romantio euriy dnys, and charm
my soul as well as then, Not » sentiment of wor-
shipping love for the beautiful and true, has been
banished from my heart; not one. nffection has
grown cold ; no generous impulso has been subdued;
[ am: s ardent, as enthusiastic in my love and
friendship, as prompt a defender of tho rights of
humanity, a8 earnest an advoonte of my down trod-
den sisterhood, as over I was in tho bloom and flush
of youth, Perhaps I ‘have somewhat elieeked the
mnnlfeswtions of wy feelings, have goined seli‘-eon-
trol and more self -relinnce; but I am ever yonth-
ful in spirit, hoping. praying, and watohing for the
better timo to down, for freedom, universal llght
boly brotherhood to dawn upon the worid »
-As wos usuu.l with tho Tapt, entHisinstio Bpeaker,
her countenanco was {llumined by the spmt’s glory,
her dark eyes emittod flnshes of dazzling ligbt, rioh |-
crimson glowed on lher ohoeks ; her ‘clear, ringing,
melodious volca, thrilled to_the, heart like inspired
utterances ; tho inferior mortal bent low tho Nead in|
her prezence, and neknovrledged tho nobilxty of thut
rovealed soul, .

Al!ibey passed’ to i.belr olmmber, Emliln caat af
lingering look aver tho blooming lnudnenpe and tbe
elumbering lea'm ﬂm 'w . “ ”‘Agn
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“, “i’erheps to-morraw will brin dl"' l’
, And Agues sxnlledmdl ti; AR .
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- The sudden twll;sht of the troPics overspread the ™
yet roseate heaven;, and merrily sounded the vesper
bells, while from: thg sea rose tho gleoful song'of the,
returning fisherman, * These homo sounds weloomed
an appronehing msel and tlmiied tl!e hearts of bey,
passengerswith - g L3 joy too deep “for uttemnoe. On -
the deck of the Catalina sat Mrs.’ Grcyson, pale and
trembling With' expeotation, propped up by pillows ;
her thin hands olasped in prayer, her quivering lips®
utteriig broken JAentences of penitence And thanks-
giving.: Mnloolm Mackensio stood beaide her' ten~
derly bending: over her, encournging ‘and. scothing
her. Bhe know of the great joy that awaited Eva;.
wlthoare and tendemess it had been revealed to her- :
she would goon clasp her beloved Emilia to her bo-
som! Bat her son’s death was kept & seoret from
her, only. by gradunl degrees %ould they unfold to
her his falo

Eva, ‘her- eyes 'bent on tho well-known shore, s
wrapt in & blissful trance. The past, with all its
bitterness and disenchantments, is swept away, as
the white walls ot home nppear, a8 the sanded beach
scems nearing, nnd the cocon and.- the palm trees
bend in salutation to the passing wave. The spy-
glass falls from Eya's nerveless grasp, and murmur-
ing *mother 1" she- sinks to hor knces upon the
deck, for she has eegn the tall and shadowy figure of
ber dreams—the mother of Ler soul ! watching from
the flower-cnoiroled verandah, Nolly weeps for joy,
her truo heart ia full, full to overflowing! nlternnwly
knssnng her old’ mlst:ess’ hand, and appealiog to Mr.
Mackensie, or turnmg to embrace Eva; the little wo-
man exolaims, wbile s beuuui‘ul expression hghte up-
her face:

“ Blessed be the hewly Vnrgm for intercedi wid
the Father!  Blossed be all the howly saints! an’ it .
scems oll & dhrame, bedad! an’ we is home ngxnl
an’ yer'own mother a-waitin’, darlit’ ! an’ & blessed
home a-waitin’ for me good ould leddy ; oh, misther
Mackensie, dear, ‘kind. jintleman'! Nelly is outsido
of hersel’, bednd, wid - Joy—mushll, she bo! prmsed
be all 'the saints etarnally ? -

“Captain Rodrxgues was conversing apart with Don
Romon and Manuels. With- silent adoration, with
respectful tenderness, Frank Wylie regarded Eva;-
while tho evening breezos murmured a soothing mel-
ody, the golden "stars looked forth from the elenr
depths of & smiling gky, Tho fisherman’s song died
away; the bells’ were hushed; but'myriad voxces
spoke to the daughter's henrt—-Nnture's song of
welcome, nﬁ‘ecuons thrilling strain of joy! From
carth, and sea, and’ sky, arose tho blissful chant,
once heard in her prophetic dream; and spxrit.-voxces
sang the welcome strain to the accompaniment of
wrial melody, heard by her listening soul alone:

¥ Welcomo bomel and nover moro to part—
Heaven rejolees o'er the pure in heart 1™

The Cntalme came to her anchoruge ; the boat was
lowered and her passengers conveycd to shore. Their
‘mules were soon in readiness, and Mz, Olden’s ce.r-A
ringe was: plnoad at the disposal of the infirm old
lady, and the ‘happy, expectant party, proceeded to
Gut:ylw del mar.

Some hours before, Emilia had espied the nearing
vessel, and soon "had rRcognized the Catalina. As
her white sails filled before the favoring breeze, and
her broad flag fluttered ns if in joyeus' signnl, she

clcnrl dxshnggished & farme on dagle s’ and anwith’
e ‘telescope feil frum her trembling hatds;end-

t.be t.bnnki‘nl prayer aaeaped her' lips, as dlasping”
Agnes in her e.rms, she crxed. “1 behold my cln]dl
my BEola}? -

Agnes, the long-tried, mo,rtyred Agnes. felt a onim
Joy settling wpon her heart. As she gazed upon the
radinnt countenance of Emilin, her sympathetio na-
ture derived a holy pleasure in shaving tbe mother’s
happincss,

.On tho verandah steps, and by the gerden gate,
the servants were ranged, attired in holiday garb, to
welcome homo tho poor old Senora,’ and tbe ‘dear
young mistress.  All was joyous expeet,ntion the
white gleaming grave of the unfortunate Maarice
was hidden from sight by the luxuriant growth of
trees and hedges ; but who shall say that his spirit
was not near ?—hovering’ e.ronnd the * dorrowing,
faithful wife, the unconscions moi.hcr, thé noble Emi-
lia, his returning child? On ‘Agnes? heart the bles.
Bed conviotion settled, as” she. prepared “herself to
smile -for- others’ happiness, nor cloud the meeting
of mother and child with one look or tone of grief.

“As the travelers dismounted at the garden gate,
they were surrounded by the happy negroes, receiv-
ed with shouts of joy! The old Benora was tenderly
Tifted from the carringe, plded in an easy ohair, and
carried up the verandah' stairwny, Agnes tenderly
smbracing her as she thus'went. Eva’s hands and
garmonts, her white shoulders even, were kissed by -
her affectionate people, and Nelly was i‘ervently em-
braced and shaken handh with ogain,  Manuels,
Don- Ramon, and Frank’' Wylie, all came in‘ for a-
share of their kind-hearted and noisy demonstrations |
of welcome, While they yet sought to detain her in
their friendly grasp, and. by their eager questionings, :
Eva had pressod forward, and "smiling -on her sable

the tall, stately lady stood, with “outatretched arms
and trembling limbs, uwuii.ing her approach, -
. That stately Iady, so calmand self-possessed, 8o

~regal in hor solf.control, oonld not. advance to meet

her child! The overwheiming joy of the moment
paralyzed her motion, her ‘thembling limbs refused -
their . support, she leant against’ the balustrade,-
while the sweet flowering réseda ‘and- the ‘clustering
josmine almost veiled her face, vntb outstretehed -
hauds and eyes of eager welcoming '

Eva gozed intently upoi the pale, benutiful faco,
the magnetic, love-benming "glancos : met hers, the
sweet smilo scemed to arouse hersoul to o mew-
found life! Penco and lmppiness, domirtant above
tumultuous joy, filled :her: breast ; she_foll at hot
mother's fect, ~Boft hands, Whoso Nmeﬂ
fraught with lcaling, uplifted her; pressed albse to
the heart, sho hoped butto ‘meet in-heaven—tho -
mother’s volce foll hko an angei's utteranee upon her
ear :—

er’s kisses senled the ioving cdmp!wt on ‘chbok; and -

| brow, and lips, and her hot tédrs rained upon the up:

turned faco, a bnptmme.l
derness.

Résting in those pmmiing arms, on that mater
nal bosom, Heaven arousd'and within her' soul, all

ﬂdod ot heo.rtmrung ien.

friends, ran up the broad marble staironse, to where

“My ohild! my blessed @41 whil hor moth. |

!om{!'lm gmdn ibb blml Ye. hohiﬁ‘.'
folt the 3f bereayemen}, over whom, gi
lot ghe shadm of iepmtlou;huve net mlen.,
t‘ehgbt ‘In.. ‘the everownitlng amlles
greeting olasp of “heari.warm- hands=the fond em-
brMe—-tbe mother's life-renewing kiss) Ye, who.
daily meet her gladdening eye, oh, love-blest henrtsi

vilege 80 long extended of & mother’s snving preaence
and guiding lovel .
Oh, mourner! sitting in the willow elmde or by

dawning light, the glorlously breaking era of life
and Jove! From realms- celostial sounds the awak-
ening trump of "freedom, the -angel hosts are mar
shaled, and the spirit banners wave, the golden
motto blazes on- its azure ficld—« Lifo and Love
eternul—t.here is no death]” Orphan hearta! weep-
ing in the solitude of:grief, rejoice! for a mother’s
love is deathless. From the regions of immortality
it descends to bless and soothe, and to inspire! An-
gols shall yet walk with men, the exalted dwellers
of tho star worlds with the struggling children of
earth; for the- spmiunl ora duwns—-soon and it will

be dnyl .
! [ ] [} o L] [ ]
. Long and fervently clasped in eaoh others’ arms,
mother and child foretasted of the joys of the angels;
lived in an Eden world of untroubled blies ; while
unseen influences, pure and exalted epu'ita, jowel-

orowned axd star-wreathed, hovered near, showermg

olined heads, casting golden dew-drops around, an-
gelio inspirations upon their heaven-attuned hearta!
While they stood thus, entranced in oy, forgetful
of the world around, heaven itself within their hearts,
Agnes wept upon the bosom of Manuels, while Nel-
ly, nssisted by Malcolm Mackensie, supported her |
old mrstrcss, who shook with emotion, and poured
forth her fervent gratitude as she beheld her beloved

|grandehild clasped to her mother’s heart. . Frank

Wylie, bowing his head upon the vines, wept man-
hood’s tearaof joyful sympathy. Don Ramon could
not repress his own, while the sympathizing negroes
grouped nronnd, shed tears of joy, and spoke in sub-
dued voices. -
. When I}xmlm released her daughter from her lin-
.gering embraoce, ehe turned to ber mother-m.lnw.
and received the trembling]shrinking form, within
her arms, and imprinted loving kisses upon’her
withered cheek. There werc fow words spoken ; for
deep feeling can never express its fullnes in earthly |
langoage. Even the gy Manuela’s joy was sub-
dued, for Agnes’ sake; her noble "husband fartively
wiped away his tears as he shook hands with all fhe
party. ‘When Eva was sufficiently restored to- the
congoiousness of ;lnnge nround £he hastened to em-
bracé her loving stepmother; to hang in Joy nround
her unoclo’s neck! Then with a modest dlﬂidence
she approsched the “spot where Frank Wylio stood,
and offering her hand, said with & winning Emile,
» Come, shave our happiness, my mother calls you,”
and the happy Frank obeyed her smiling summons,
That night Eva slept within'her mother’s arms,
while Agnes watched ‘beside the solitary grave, and
prayed for the departed, benoath the golden-studde
midnight sky. And & warin, brenth ‘that wos not
the breeze’s silutation, there forined her brow nnd
& oweot and sootlung influence there lulled her eart.
8he fdtlns Priponco, and in har drema that 'ern,
he hovered around her, somwfnl and penitent, ot

hopeful of God's meroy, striving for progrossion,
awakened' from the earth enthrnllmente, ospiring
nobly onward and upward!
~ Nelly &lept beside her happy old mistress, and on
her vision beamed the Virgin mother of her invoca-
tions, smiling sweet approval, crowning her humble
votary with immortal flowers. Frank Wylie  ro
aained long seated upon ‘the flower-enoircled veran.
dah, thinking not of sleep, yet dreaming sweotly,
Eva’s music voice yet lingering on his ear, undefined
hopes invading his heart,

Manuelp and her husband, late that night, had
proceeded to the Palma Sola. .

[10 BE CONCLUDED IN OUR m'r.]

‘Written for the Bannér of Light. -
BOFTLY O’ER THE LAKHE,

‘BY 3, ROLLIN M. BQUIRE, Pl

S
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Boftly o'er tho swelling billow, - :
Where the moonbeams make t.ho{r plllow,
And in'sllence droops the willow”

*Neath the light; :
Whoro the stars thelr watoh wero keeplng
O'cr tho world In sllence sleeping,

Dow wet f1ofh the twilight's weoping .-
-+ Through the night. .

‘Wo sailod, and ere tho darkness nigh’

Had chased the twilight from the eky,

Impationt in ite majesty . .
’ And power, '

,Wo knolt and n-nmed{ simple pragoer.
" 'To Him who paints the flowerets fair,

And in our weakness asked His care

‘" Within the hour, - & -

Dovotion elevates the soul; - .

‘Back td our hoarts emotions stolo—

Bowards for prayer beyond centrol.

- And blest us;
And swiltly sped our boni,nlong,
' Aug merry was our ovening song,

While winds about our sails did throng,

AN p\-esms* T

Boon slecp came, borno on gavry wings, |
With ploasant drenms the Joy he hrlngs, .
And in her ear his song he sings -
With impress fond ;
Her timld oyes ho'blds to closs, -~ ¢ -, i
And with &' sigh that softly rose, © - RN
Bhio 8ank to rest In eweet roposo Lt :
Boneath his wand, ] '\ el ;

Bhoslopt, whilo dashed the spray before i

Tho boat tho billows bounded o er, . '

And sounds of even' from the shore "
* Camo o'er the Lako; ' T v

And down tho silence weetly foll’ ¢ <. i o

* The distant tone of evening's boll,: ... |

And on the hills the cokoes dwell, :

. Foraye swake.

Hor besd upon my bosom presi.
And In the sweoynoss of her rest, ..,
" A igh cseaplng from her crensb— i
Bhe bronthed my nnme. i
And while the mdon, which then. 'wu dldl.
- Burst through tho ¢lquda his sliver rim, . o
Bhe, whisporing, “‘d""qi’d.‘.’!?." thoy. hun. R
'Tiulllcinim.,. R

Those words.'reneed

-
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Ibe\lnzs ln my hev.rt,

whol."
of bome, $ho

be thaukful for the great boon aocorded, for the 1ii'i- s

the darkened hearth-stone—lift ‘thine eye unto the|.

soul-blossoms of immortal fragrance upon their in-}:

‘g*n . unm: AINA.
i ‘ r‘: X "—-/
Gl CHAPTER L
¥ And Whon lh urn the oluqssi,mm el doo
.~ Whilé the gbi dn .

rkoess sweeps alopg the plaln,
They drive out Christ into ma‘:wm gna n? aln,

.—"ymzen,top‘erlshonthebum 9 mooxs.. * . 'Hanmis,
« Begone, you dmp of cnriosityl Whnt sent you
hen?" and the miser eluwbed the glltteringeoin that
lay heaped upoen the corner of his black iron chest,
and onst 8 withering glance upon the meek, gontlo face
that dawned beaeechmgiy upon him from the open-
ing door.

« Fathor, please don'’t be angry—there arv two
boys in the kitchen waiting for some corn,

# Have they got the money to'pay for it ?" '

s Fdo not know, father.”

¢ Then ask them, you little stummenng fool and’
not stand there slmkmg like a pcplur ina 8010 of
wind1” - ' E
The door closed softly, and the gold wes
into an old woolen mitten, and securely tied by s
leathern striug. Presently the wee frightened thing : -
returned, but this time prefnced ber entrance by s
slight tap. . Click went the bolt, and the henyylid
was rudely shaken, to be perfectly suro that the
worshipped dust was safe.. :

* Pledse, father, the boys have got the money.”

“ Very well, IIl attend to them directly.”

life, and Addm GrlsWold hiad filled his low cbnmbers
with the yellow grain, early in the fall, at the Jowest
prioes, and now, in the dept.h of winter, was selling
hamlet at an exorbitant advance. Stendmg near
the dobr, casting shivering glances towards the mea- .
gre fire smouldering i in the grate, were two children,
the elder not over ten yoars of nge. _The garments '
in which' they were oclad—evidently not made for
their slender forms—wore coarse and rngged. Theix
faces wore purple with cold, and’ the brown hair lay
matted and unbrushed upon their brows, but there
was something winning and gracetul in the manner
in which they held the soiled caps in their hands,
and bowed when Mr. Griswold advanced from the
inner room. The miser could not see it—his soul.
had long ago become blind to all forms of beauty,
save one—the shining ore with its circlet of smrs,
‘statesman-face and swooping eagle. ,

# You want some corn, don’t you, boys ?, Come up
atairs, then,” he muttered, 03 he led the way-to the
chamber-door. ‘'« Bring a light, Rizpah, these poor

in! ‘How much you want?”' turning to the half-
frigbtened faces of the children, with o ferocity that
made them tremble as they rephed, u“ A peck, sir lf
you pleage.” -

' Tho eyes of the- poor hungry ones wandered wxet-
fully over their barrels,-boxes, and. half hogsheads,.”
filled t0 the brims with the golden kernels, while -
little Rizpah’s  tender face grow earnest in the soul-:
sympathy struggling for life in this ungenial soil

“Hold open -the bag, boy-like, parent-like ohild,
shiftlessnesa tbrougbouo ‘the whole raoe-—where 8.
your monny Qo e

- Hore, sir,” and the bnglxt silverm extmcted
from ‘& 'wornl pockee-book, held tighny gmsped in
the red fingers.

A frown, dark as the night vnt.hout, gethered upon
the parchment face of the miser, a8 he exclaimed,
« Here, you blockhead you—here aint money enough
to"pay for the corn.” I want another ninepence.”

There was & prayer in the dark eyes uplified; that
should'have won the hardest heart, as the elder boy
niurmured, “Father didn’t have m}y more, but he
said ho would send thie- rest as soon as he oould get.
it—xwe aint had no dinner'yet” -

#Well, I guess you can’t eat raw corn, can you ?’.

«No; sir, but we were going to stop'at the mill'as
we wént back, and haveit gronnd—the mlller pxo—
mised ho would, if we would hurry.” o
" “T'don’t care anything about your whining stories
—I gell my corn for money, and nothing shorter,
You can leave your‘bng, and if you bring:the nine-
pence to-morrow- you can have it, or you can empty
the torti back into the barrel, and huve your money,
and that’s the end of it.” - - :

There ‘were thré pairs of bnmmmg ‘8yes, and

St (S

. | theee hearts swolling with disappointment ‘and grief,

but all who ever saw Adam Griswold knew that he
Wes s hard, unfeeling man, and not to be turned
from his' purpose; and the boy proudly orushed

| back tho tears, and lifted the bag from lis shoulder,
fand pOurod out its rich treasurés, that his imaginae

tion had n.irendy pictured ground into golden meal,
and- kneaded ‘into steaming cakes, byins patxent
mother, for the late supper. v

- Downvthe dim staircase—slowly, 8 ndly, aeif the

S

‘I hearts in their little bosoms were too heavy.for the

‘wearied, half-frozen feet—out into the- black.night
with-the ﬁcree-browed storm, raging up-and down-

h | the village, renrmg his 001d; white battlementd before
. { every dwelling—along’ the lonely plain;; bledk with

wmds and blindmg ‘snow, wandéred  the denied,
soorned belpiese ohildrén! Onwnxd, bungry, faint~ °
ing ones! [There i 'a haven ‘beyond those tall, joe-
fnorusted - trees, and b8 ‘rays"of Drightness reach -
thieo 'tbr‘ough the'darkness. A lowly cottage, with

'{ baxé floors and galis 6 huge stone fire-plnca, where

the piteh pine’ fnggot is blazing—sending forth ‘heat
‘and llght. “No food is there to stay thine liungér's
6revings-—no ‘merry greetings await thée. Pain: and

sofrow are the guests who hiive entered-without.s

“* Ul ypele6ind; “*A father lics upon'a rude; soanty couch,
SR "gf&s.uin‘gwith the' anguish of 6 broken limb: - But

! | 5oy Ia/taother’s loving fack is pressed:‘against: the
- | Windotr: pazié, watching for her darlings; a8 -they

‘shell emerge from- thé shadow of ‘the gloomy. forest;

| & mther’s unchanging heart ‘is ‘yenrning 40 reccive
. ‘the precious lambs that sho lias 50 fearfully oommit-
* I'ted to’the nxgbt ‘and “the stormi* Onward for. ‘your

Yivei1, D rot pmise ‘fr rest 1’ There i dedrh inthe

o hiumber that 18 stealing ‘over! your wonrfed frates]
- Ainal "I otifldish ‘undonsolonsnides, they rush thé
atiow fodil ‘n falletl treb” By ‘tho waysltle, 'and sl
f 'dewn Fo Hiet:" W Justd nicindnt, Willie! I i so:tired

"’d &iéei)y. piended thie’ Founger, «Jet! me' 1oy my
your' le ‘4’ Tdo'tn’ mother’s. I»dbn’t. fool

‘Which time can ne er destroy morart R X % ¥ Haf i{dﬁ"-—do you, Willio ¢ i el b T
eise unseen—feeimg nndghnem thut dear prcsence, , B them,‘s‘oli et i m'é' doy rt‘ m i gy By gxmb'ghj‘y "liend ‘wixs droopiug updnfliil Treast,
Eva murtiurs ript andthskful 1 o and wighisd wndiwots, | el <l b shnke] Kbéodelf ononghi to fd1d his srins ted
o My mother! oh,mymothbtv-found at. lest oo Ipnn}vber lipi; thongh years inay Ily. WOTTRNS I d& %.&,Mw nbout the foria ofh"ih‘lml@m

- PRc v.ﬂmd.n 10 o e e ' Tboughsbeprovohlse,sudﬁ-tpm;upm :dm&sr’ 'rfi ’words “Me W okte'dl
' iibho p - B0 pharht wile Kromemory. S B parting «
Yon who bending ovel‘ , ages bythe sun. ‘ "b no L si-diide" 'Iﬂing'led“viii.ir the' wmﬁim@f’bi““rw
! light wnrmtb oi’yourhﬁ ) ’besrtb-ewnes, rost Blos- | v v no o e el gt o :', =0t I i Harriodly weaving & shrobd" for! tha
]éed nnd sécuro ia the ; S0 !ﬁon of earth’s holiest | o’ ly",, Whta's O&OM thdi dnhl, disblbiid’f’ " ﬂ'&ﬂﬂihfé'bdbbﬂ wnls odi tn Deddutint bod bid
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It was a-season of great scarcity of the staff of -

devils never find out they're hungry ’till night sots:
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