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WHAT IS NATURAL,

Br. NewroN.—I am hulf inclined to
ask of yourself or some other able writer
an answer to ‘the above enquiry ; but on
second thought I discover the folly, if not
positive imposition, of such a request—the
question involvesa height we may not reach,
a depth we may not futhom,

Cowpared with the future of our being
this earth-sphere is but a nursery tor bubes,
in which the oldest and most perfect ‘oues
are but taller cbildren, while our highest
and best institutions of learning are but in-
funt schools, and imperfect at that.

If this picture is not overdrawn, it is fol-
ly, worse than that; madness, for us to ex-
pect to reach tho ultimate of these things
yet, or ever ; but if in the effort we get one
now ray of light, or 4ake oue advance step,
wo are compensated for our labor. When
a9 spiritunlists we attempt to settle the ques-
tion of the properties of the Divine mind,
or of the nature of good and evil, T almost
involuntarily exclaim, what are we about
and what do we expeet to accomplish, and
what are we thinking of, when we would
make our limited perception of these things
a standard by which our ncighbor must
walk., Though we shall full short of per-
feotion, still investigation must result in good ;
but having been so long accustomed to preach-
ing in the old way as if the certainties were
all worked out and marked down in a book
and made plain as the daylight, and having
secn the extravagance if notimpiety of sich
a course, I am perhaps too fearful of falling
back into that'species of popular insanity,

Let us have our conventions, our writers
and speakers, on all these suhjects, but never
should we suffer the opinions or discoveries
of any number of persons to become a stand-
ard for any but themselves,

We are driven to the ucceseity of stand-
ing in our individual capacities, from the
fact that we know of no theory as yet es-

- tablished which is in perfect harmony with
itself, which shows quite clearly thut we gre
all more or less befogged, and perhaps we
might as well forbear the appellation of fo-

* gies, o8 applied to'churchdom. We claim
to bo paturalists entertaining vavious degrees
of respect for the bible; still there appears
tome to be a want of barmony with a por-
tion of us, andthe leading object of this
article is to call attention to the subject in

'some v;ay that will enlist. abler pens than

mine in that direction.

There are some among us who cannot be-
lieve in a God, because if such a being ex-
- isted he would not suffer the oruelties that
one part of the race practise on the other;
a8 in the cases of slavery, war, cepital pun-
ishment, &e. The destruction of Sodom and
" . .Gomorrah ig often “alluded to as a specimen
of the~ malevolence of a God who would
- deal with his children thus.

Let us look at this case a moment.
It-may be a question whether this account
is not a part or in whole an allegorioal figure,
08 inany old testament stories ewidently are,
N simply having in wiew o meral which thess
\pictdies of imagination would help to im-

putural law.  Those who reject the bible on
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press on the mind of those who understood |
its design, but wo will suppose it to have
been a literal occurrence, just as nurrated
in our bible, If so, it must and did take
place in striet accordance with nature’s Jaws;
A vuleano
known or unknown to the people could have
shot forth its lava, which would full like rain |
on those cities. This could have been fore.
scen by the guardian spirits of Lot und his
family and measures could huve been tuken
to secure their rescue, and all in keeping with

certainty it would have so been.

the ground of these cruelties are loud in re-
quiring us 10 tnke natireas our teacher and
pattern for imitation, Now whatever dis-
position we may make of the above case, it
is certain that nature, in violent eruptions,
not only sends out sprays and rains down
destruction on some smali place but it pours
ita floods of liquid firc over vast tracts of
country, leaving nothing but its own smok-
ing sediments behind.  As ferocious and ma-
lignant as the God of the Heavens is repre-
sented to be, and as unworthy as such a
character wight scem to be of our adoration
or even comnmon tespect, yet when his doingg,
as there recorded, one placed by the side of
these eruptions of the earth, the action of
the atmosphere, cither stagnant or tempestu-
ous, by sea or land, or by the side of the
forked lightning which durts athwart the heav-
ens, or down descending, pounces on its in-
nocent victim while piously veclining on the
bosom of virtuous affcetion—I suy place
this scouted Hebrew God by the side of
these works of nature and his character for
ferocity withers into comparative mildness;
and yet naturalists reject the Jewish God
and Bible and tuke nature as their teacher
and pattern, -

There is a leak in this ship somewhere.
~ If we claim to take the mildest sides of
nature as our guide and to learn the rest
nut of the case, it is easily seen that we do
not make it 'a rule, at all but simply drag it
in asn sort of self-justification where it
suitg'our purpose, .

What isto be done? If nature’s roughest
side is to take part in our rules of conduct,
then we must full far back of ancient Jowry
and Patriachal barbarism,

Can it be after all that the naturalist has
no higher or purer rule 6f action than that
which he opposes? Have the the invesfl'gn-
tions of our day been all lost?: This can-
not be., . '

Its ise appears to be in crowding us to a
point where we see the absolute necessity of
light not yet received -and to urge us on in
search of that light till in acoordance with
the laws of want, effort and supply, we gain
the point and find a rule of life and “con-

1

duct that will not. overthrow itsolf. If we |

follow the example of old testament writers,
wo shall practice drunkenness, incest, liber-
tinism, polygamy, murder, &o. If we im-
itate natare we shall be 50 often in a squall |
that vwo can be no more confided in than the
‘passing brecze. The truth is we must hape
more light.  Our old systems cannot giye
us that light, and if spiritualism .dges net,
then, it will come through some other chan-
nel, 'Wor,come it must and come it will.

I fanoy that if we do not gain rapidly in
real spiritualism, othérs will take our place
sud do the work we should have done. It does
net become me to complain of any but my-’

‘I would prefer

'in you ‘will find

golf. I have only to entreat others to look

}

V

up these things und sce if o system oenmot
be started or carried forward more perfeotly.
Yours for “more light,”
Avusany, [l H. Foster.

BricksToxNE, Aug. 18th, 1859.

Eprrors Ack:—Ina low, sandy val-
ley (Spiritually speuking) seldom trodden
by the foot of a Spiritualist, comes week-
ly the Age, and its approach is hailed by
its recipients with as much zestas would
be a spring of pure water by the thirsty
traveller.

None need imagine its presence can be
dispensed with here untfl we get good
enouyh to do without 'it.\ After having
read it for nearly two years, and being
privileged in the time to recad many oth-
ers of its kind, I am fully persuaded that
it should be entitled to the premium,above
sll, though there are many others very
exccllent. Tiffany's Monthly for one,
which I very much desire to see accom
panying it, and have thought it rather a
mistake their not being -clubbed tegether,
thus rendering them more available to sub-
scribers and profitable to publishers.

You may think that those who wish,
can have either, but I'find that papers
and postage amount to quite a sumin the
course of a year,to one obliged to cal-
culate closely for what they have.

Blackstone and its vicinity being rather
a dry place, as far as Spiritualism is. con-
cerned, -one located here scems to require
more of these written messages, in order
to a corresponding outward supply to the
Fountain of internal life, the which ap-
pears just as essential to ti® growth and
development of the spirit as the warmth
of the sun to that of vegetation. Here we
very seldom have a lecture upon the sub-
ject. Iknow that every public place of
worship at Woonsocket and B. are closed
against ifs promulgation, but the town-
house at the latter place can be obtained
at any time, toough I hardly think much
remuneration can be expected. © Yet it is
evident that people are eager to hear, and
if in some way from your numerously no-
ticed lecturers, onecould be sent this way,
once a month, perhaps, a great change, it
scems to me, would be effected. - Certain-

_Jly-one advocating the theory here, would

meet with a firm opposition by its self-
Sancying opposers. 'Their only‘great need
is, some one to hdd the glass in sucha
manner that they may be able to see them-
selves in it. It scmy a hard task to get
ignorance to -loog at itself, nevertheless
when we come to vitness its astonishment.
at its own dimensions, does it not often
pay? "

In our humble ;way we woyld do what
we could towards ntertaining any efficient
speaker. I knowit is said that “beggars
should not be chopsers,” notwithstanding,
. ne at all, rather than
some.whom ¥ have tried to listen to.

" When 1 'g;veﬁﬁ cents for your paper,
sthree montha, ~x’m vheapness was only pre-

'  my find, and I'did not can-
sider untilafterpeds, how it was. With-
o dollar and a quarter,
for it,¢fk ont T advanoe. I would be’
glad, if able, tado something for it, as I’
have reason to fea¥ it i not a paying bus-

i
[

iness, pecaniafly,” -~

‘I have tried considerably to obtain sub-
scribers about Bcre, though all to no pur-
pnse, as'yet.  Yours, in the bonds of fra-
ternal fellowship,

Sanau 8. Scorr,

POLITICAL ACTION FOR SPIRIT-
UALISTS.

- Now that Spiritualists are numbered
by millions in the I'nited States, do they
not owe it to the interests of their cause,
to consider how their votes shoull be cast}
Bya judicious use of the ballot box, a
desirable change may be wrought in the
tone of the public press, towards them-
sclves and their belief. I, for one, am
tired of beging unjustly reviled, abused,
and misrepresented, and if I can osst my
vote in a way to abate this nuisance, I am
disposed to do so. Let us assume a po-
litical attitude, and make the world feel,
that we are no longer to be trampled on
with impunity.  We all know that our
ranks now number not only many of the
mos§t learned and enlightened, but really
gome of the best men in the country—
men who could most safely be entrusted
with the administration of public affuirs.
For myself, I honestly believe thut the
only prospect of rescuing the governmaznt
from the abuses and corruptions known to
be so prevalent among all parties, lies in
the hope of enlightened spiritualists one
day getting control of it. What do you
say, gentlemen, to our nominating at the
proposed National Convention, either Gov.
Tallmadge or Judge Edmonds for the
Presidency, in 1860, as a test of our
strength? I am for it. o

Yours for the ultimate triumph in the
better light of to-day of sll truth and
right, over the errorand wrong b.equ,enth-
ed us by the dim'and imperfect past,

C. H. H.
New Bricurox, Pa., Aug. 23, 1859.

Ponmsmourn, Aug. 20, 1859.

Broruer Newron :—1 am again at P.,
with genial hearts, and warm, haviog as
good a time as I can, without my husband
to participate with me, -and I have been to
Exeter, where I mot other friends with warm
hearts, among whom was Dr. Johuson, who
took me to jai, and inall the jails and pris-
ons L bave over visiteds Lhave fot seen go
much manifestation of genuine bumsanity as
there. The juilis a part of a great nice
house, with large airy rooms, all clean and
neat. ,

The prisoners can have work to do and
be paid for it. {They have a library of good
books gathered by the kindness of Dr. John-
son. The fumily of the jailor, composed of
himgelf, wife and two lovely ‘daughters, .aro:
kind and -attentive to all their wapts. The:
wife,‘-g gbod mother-woman, and two daugh.
ters wént in with us, and scemed : quite at

home, speaking to the erring ones; as though |

they were membets of their family,

Dr."J. often visita them and gives words:
of enoouragement and ' oounsel.’ SR

Hois anxioustoestablish s library;for every.
jail in the state, and I wish =], the jyoung
wen in N. H. apd as many, other, states as’
may be, would take the money the}"iv'tiuld'
otherwise' spend for ‘cigars ‘Il thié eoming
yedr, and devote to such . parpbed;Don't
you think :they-will,. if “se) tomen!! ask
them . kindly, tado 802 God speed the

work of reformation,, -
B gt RS LA AP 'm.ls:‘mﬁé‘ﬁb,

[From the Memphis Avnlnnche.]-
MARV ELS OF THE MISSISSIPPI.

The difference . of level between high
and low.water mark at Cairo is fitty feet.
The width and depth of the River from
Cairo and Memphis to New Orleans is not
materially increased, yet iminense addi-
tions are made to the quantity of the wa-
ter in the channel by large streams from
both the éastern and western sides of the
Mississippi. The question naturally aris-
es, what becomes of this vast added vol-
ume of water ? It certainly never reaches
New Orleans, and as certainly does not
evaporate; and of course it is not confin-
ed to the channel of the river, for it
would rise far above the entire region
south of us. . .

If a well is sunk anywhere in the Ar-
kansas, bottom water is found as soon as
the water-level of the M#sissippi is reach-
ed. When the Mississippi goes down the
water sinks aceordingly in the well. The
owner of a'saw mill, some 20 miles from
the Mississippi, in ‘Arkansas, dug a well
to supply the boilers of his engine, dur-
ing the late flood. When the waters re-
ceded his well wont down, till his hose
would no longer recach the water, and final-
ly his well was dry. He duga ditch to
an adjacent lake, to let water into his
well; the lake was drained, and the well
was dry again, having literally drank ten
acres of water in less than a week, The
inference is that the whole valley of the
Mississippi, from its banks to the high-
lands on cither side, rests on a porous
substratum, which absorbs the redundant
waters, and thus prevents that degree of
accumulation which would long since have
swept New Orlcans into the Gulf but for
this provision of Nature, to which alone
her safcty is attributable. In fact, if the
alluvial bottoms of the Mississippi were

like the shores of the Ohio, the vast plain
from Cairo to New Orleans would to-day
be part and parcel of the Gulf of Mexico,
and the whole valley a fresh water arm of
the sea. Were the ‘geological character
of the valley different, the construction of

ippi to its channel, Would cause the rse
in the river to become 8o great at. the
South that rot sufficient levees could be
built. The current would be stronger
and accymulation of water greater as the
levees are’ekteénded north' of us. .
Buch results were, reasbnably enough,
anticipated ;, but the water, .instead of
.breaking the levees, permeates the porous
soil, and the overflow is really beneath
the “ surface of the swamps. = Such, it
seems to ' us, are-the wise provisions ‘of
natural: laws for thé ‘safety’and  ‘ultimato
-reclemation of the, rich country ‘sonth of
us, Wpe believe that the levee ‘sys'tém
will be ‘successful, and 'that the object of

its adoption will beaitained. The. por-

 ousness of the matetlals used in-‘ruaking

them has . caused,;most.if. not all the crev-
asses. Men may deem it g super-hyman
task to wall in 'the Mississippi from Cairo
to New Orleans, ‘but ‘our lsvees are the
work: of ! pigmiel when : contrasted - with
the dykes.of Hollgnd, ;  The-:Aoodstide cf
o Mlasisaippi fo bis a ripblo, op the sur;
face of u  glagsy pool’ compared .viﬁl

“ueedh Billows that 'dash agdinat the s

clal “shiorés of Holland. The™¢
be reclaimed by ‘our'lavebsrep
will not for fifty ypars aosl
- much as those of, the; Dx b
ally built—wouldm
kingdorad asihat

{ once wielded

levees, confining the water of the Mississ- -
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PART I.

(Continued.)
. His look was: sternly -upon me while I
was speakjng, and-when I ceased, his gaze
became terrible. His eyos seemed like two
balls of fire,burning into my very soul. Then
starting up, he ,pacpd the room in gilenge for
séveral minutés, : Hig ugltatlon .whs painful
to witness, and I half regretted my rashness,
But urged forward by the demon of my des-
tiny, T déterminel to push matters to the ut-
most extremity, regardless of consequences.
Like many & poor wretch, I had chosen my
_course, sud h&vmg entered upon it, there was
no retreat. Conrad suddenly paused in his
walk, and in ‘tones of deepest sorrow ke said:
4Charles, I have not. deserved this of
~you. . You should have known me better
_than"—herae sobs,choked his utterance, and
fairly breaking -dowp, he threw himself up-
-on & couch-and . gave vent to his peut up
feelings in such a fit of weeping as only the
. pure and noble in beart can exporience.
Conrad had made me his sole confidart,
. He believed I was his sincere friend, as he
was mige, Then how bitter the disappoint-
ment to discover my unworthiness. Hoe felt
that I had entered the temple of friendship
only to poliute it—that I had won his con-
fidence only that I might abuse and insult
him, Al this I comprehended in a moment,
yet it neither softenéed my heart nor shook
my purpose. O, where was the spirit of
my angel mothex~why came she not to her
wretched gon, to save him from baseness?
Alas, the dark spirit, more potent .to exe-
cate than her passive, loving self, now held
me asif spell-bound.

.By an effort Conrad calmed himself, and
103¢ with the evident intention of leaving
the room, But I would not . permit him to
depart thus, .

“Conrad,” I said, in & supplicating tone,
“I am sorry if I.have said aught to wound
you. My head is wrong this morning, and
Tam hnrdly responslble for my aots.”

“Are you sure, Charles, that your heart

is not wrong, too?' He gave me a- look
80 searching, so full of suspicion, that I
almost quailed before his fixed gaze,

“Teoll me, Courad,” at, length I smd
#Why my words have so " offended! Tyou? I
meant no unkindness—only for your good.”

" Instantly his whole manner was changed.
’ Every muscle in his face seemed strained to
'its utmost. tension, and there fixed.—His
-dark, luminous eyes were terriblo to behold.

.And then, in a low, hoarse voice, he fairly
thxssed in my ears, .

“You ask me to sell you my birth-right
saud then add insult to insult by telling me
it s for my good "

Atthis moment, Frederick Ault, a stu-
Jent distinguished more for success as &

. duehah than for his progress as a scholar,
‘entered the room without the ¢eremony of
knooking. At the same ‘moment, too busy
~with his own thoughts to heed the intrusion,
+ Conrad turned his back upon me and con-
*tinued -in a sort of soliloquy,
" *And this base wretoh is the only person
T ever made a oouﬁdant' He alone I chose
for my friend ! After pausing a mement,
he continued ; “yet I've seen him when he

"-seemed 80 true no power on earth could have

made me doubt him, He has fought for -

- me—avenged my insults—shed tears over
my misfortuaes. O, how black must be his
.beart, thus to play the hypoorite ! But now
" the mask is off, and like the serpent robbed-
-of his fangs, tho bite isharmloss.”
-Daring this speech I lost all ocontrol of
. vmy passions, Had weibioeh alone I' might

" aold, mcaaho Frodenc—for him to hear
, ;:hl nguage applied to mo, multiplied my
. ::.:\‘1“ atare, that’ men quietly pocket
encd 0 bY em in printe, whioh, if list-

qu.t. vm.h bl pﬂrtw. oan only be’ vnped

‘under the control of the dark spirit.

As Coorad oeaped - Qeaking. be turned
quickly arounﬂ, and fon the first time dis-
covered that we were not alone,

: Springing to my  feet, and before he
could possibly have been aware of my pur-
pose, I struok him a violent blow upon the
témple, which felled him to the floor.
~ #Qut, vile son of a cowardly traitor!”
T cried, as I spurned his prostrate form with
my foot.

The.pext moment I felt mysclf seized by
Frederio, and forced back into my chair.
He then asdisted Conrad to arige, and with-
out. further words’ conducted‘ him from the
lOOm '

If I entertained any doubts as to the con-
sequences 0 of this rencounter, they were re-
'moved within an hour. A note: from Con-
rad, delivered by Frederio, briefly request-
ed me to name my Weapons, time and place,
for o hostile meeting.

CHAPTER 1V,

THE DUEL.

The 15th of Qotober, 1814, I shall never
forget. Its recollection is- burned into my
soul in letters of living fire, and while life
lasts, must continue to be a source of un-
ceasing remorse, ‘

By a singular coincidence, it was on this
very day that Joachim Murat was shot at
Pizzo. The son of an obscure inn keeper,
he had gradully risen to be king of the
most beautiful of lands; but the giddy
height only rendered his full the more ter-
rible.

The morning of the 15th found me still
To
Gerbert Bridolf, who promptly volunteered
his services for the oocasion, I had submitted
the arrangements for meeting Conrad in
mortal combat, Q\d at an early hour he
knocked at my room door. I was already
dressed, and engaged in writing & letter, to
be delivered to my paternal unclo, should I
fall. Bidding Gerbert enter, I pointed him
to a seat and resumed my writing. Having
finished and sealed my letter, I deposited it

But Fredeno Ault——the | ¥

undred fold, . It is oneof the follies

in'a small cabinet, and then turning to my
visitor, said,

u@Gerbert, this meeting with Conrad will
prove of no ordinary character, I feel's
presentiment that one of us, and perhups
both, will perish in this duel.—Should fate
be against me, see that my remains are car-
ed for as beoomes my - rankgnd station, and
when all is over, take that cabinet to my
unole, Ferdinand Wydorf, who will ioherit
my title and possessions.  Although my
nearest relative on earth, yet I have no doubt
he will rejoice, rather than mourn, when he
learns that I have fallen,”

Gerbert readily promised obedience to my
wishes, and as the time had urrived when we
should be on our way to the appointed place,
we took our departure without further delay.

The spot agreed upon for consummating
this terrible tragedy, was a beautiful grove,
three miles distant. My companion was of
a tacitura naturé, and feeling no inclination
‘to converse myeelf, we rode forward in si-
lence. It was a ride which I had often tak-
enupon a similar errand, but never with
the feelings which I. experienced on that
memorable morning.

world. Save -my uncle Ferdinand, whom I
had not saef;inoe my father's death, I had
no living rolative-of a nearer connexion than
fourth cousin, The sole ambition of my
heart bad beea to excel at the university;
absorbed with this single passion, had I sel-
dom thought of my uncle, whom I had no

.reason to like nor dislike, nor had I made

but few acquintances beyond the circle of
students. Of a “tenderer passion,” I knew
nothing beyond its description by others,
and had-been inclined to set it down asex-
istiog i the iwagination, rather than as a
law of our beiug,

Ihad ootasionally, exporienced a sense of
lonoliness, yet it was s transitory feeling,
and one which study, or a stroll with Coprad

would speedily ‘banish. :

Until this morning, I never knew how ne-
oes‘siry ‘Conrad was to my happines. True,
upon oue poiat, and one point only, I had
played. the despicable charactér of a dissem-
bler; Yet in all else, ho had enjoyed my
fullest confidence. Thers had been weeks

' and months, in which I would have perilled

I had long been like one alone in the |

my life for him ; atid now, at this distant
day, as ‘I revier the dreary past, I can
think of no man upon whom I ever bestowed
half the affection. I did upon Conrad von
Wigser.

As we rode forward in silence, thoughts
of the happy hours pussed with Conrad,
came crowding thick and fast upon my mem-
ory. I recalled the time when he sat by my
bed-side through the weary watches of .mnany
a night, a8 I lay a helpless sufferer from a
wound which had well nigh proved fatal.
I saw him again, just as he sat, his attention
tixed upon the book he was studying, while

me, always ready to minister to my slightest
want, .

~ Memories like these came trooping through
my mind, and yivlding to their spell, T be-
gan to feel the ocontrolling influence of the
spirit of my gentle mothor, as it orept close
about my heart, persuading me to abandon
my, unhallowed purpose.—For s timne the
dark spirit resisted, but love conquered, and
by the time we reached the grove the dark
spirit wus completely vanquished.

Coorad and Frederick were ulready there;
the former at a distance, leaning against a
tree, apparently lost in deep thought.—
Frederick greeted us in his peculiar style,
politely reminding us that they had been
waiting our tardy appearance. The scarce-
ly perceptible vein of sarcasm which spiced
this remark, would have provoked my an-

bear everything—brave everything—submit
to anything, that I might be reconciled to
Conrad and avoid bloodshed.

In furtherance of this resolution, I at
onoe stated to Frederick, that in my present
mood I found it impossible to ruise my hand
aguinst Conrad — that he was the only
friend Lever had, and that in spite of the
difference between us, L still loved him bet-
ter than any other person on eurth. I re-
quested Frederick to repeat this to Conrad,
and say to him that I was now able to per-
ceivo that the fault was all ou my side—that
I bitterly regretted wy rushuoess, and that
to be forgiven, would submit to any terms,
however humiliating. :

I would have said more, but my emotions
were rapidly acquiring the mastery. The
geotle spirit now possessed me, and only by
an effort could I force back the tears which
were ready to burst forth,  --

With a sarcastic sneer, Frederick turned
away to doliver my message to Conrad, who
bad not changed his position since our ar-
rival. The sun was shining through an open-
ing between the trce tops, affording mea
fuir view ofghis countenance, which appear-
ed pale and sorrowful. Not a trace of ha-
tred or revenge could I detect, and full of
the assurance that his answer would be pa-
cifio, 1 waited impatiently the return of
Frederick. '

Fifteen long minutes passed, during which
they had changed their position, so that a
clump of trecs obscured them from sight.
Einally, when my patience was becoming
pretty well cxhausted, 1 discovered Freder-
iok walking slowly back, .

“What does he say?” I hurriedly enquired,
as soon a8 Frederick came within' hearing.

“He says,” he replied, in a cold, ‘sardonio
tone, “that he regrets to learn that Baron
von Wydorf lacks the courage to accord sat-
iafaotjon to one whom he has basely insulted,
and struck in the most dastardly manoer.”

I felt the dark spirit seizing upon me as
Frederick concluded, but the ‘good influence
nestled so olosely abwt my heart, and plead
8o gently and so earnestly, that the dark
spirit was conquered, and very calmly I en-
quired, .

«]s this all the meisage Conrad bade you
ddiver 7”

YIs it not enough?” he replied, with a
scornful smile. ‘

Like a serpent the dark spirit tightened
his coils about me, crushing every noble im-
pulse, But, making a last effort, the good
influence again triumphed.

*From Conrad’s own lips must I hear the
message you have delitered,” L eaid resolute-
ly, “before I will ever beliove he sent it;
and to make myself surg, I will at once has-
ten to him,”

dening tone, and with a pok that tormenting

|

l

“Yes,” Fredenck rephF, in his most mad-

ever and auon his eyes wandered towards’

ger, had I not fully made up my mind to

fiends might have been proud to imitate, “and

have him spit in your face for your trouble ”
Then the good spirit wept and pleaded in

vain, She struggled to the last, but the dark

spirit was too powerful. The evil star of my
destiny wasat its zenith, and yielding to the

unhallowed iufluence, I bade Frederick inform
his principal that I was impatient to meet him, ,

I have since thought that at this announce.-
devilish mgl-

‘ment, a look of triumph, und\t}f
ice, flashed over the face of red rick-{ but

racked as I was by the deadly anﬂlOnB, it pass-

ed unbeeded at thit time, and I suffered him
to depart without further parley.
During the final arrangements, I was every

moment becoming more blood-thirsty. The
remembrance of my humiliation, and my offer
of peace, now goaded me almost to madness.
Then, aé I thought that the sncering Freder-
ick had witnessed my humility, perhaps re-
marked my quivering lip, demons from the in-

fernal Pdgions seemed to lay hold upon me.

In the midst of my frenzy, engendered by

these harrowing reflections, Gerbert informed

me that everything was ready. Unknown to
‘both Conrad and myself until that .moment,
after I had selected pistols as the weapons,
our seconds had arranged that we should fight,
at only five paces! But for the madness
which consumed me, I should have objected
to such a murderously short distance;  and
but for that madness, distorting my counte-

nance, until I Jooked more like an infernal

than & human, Conrad would have refused to
- We were both excel-
lent shots, and ut five paces, there was almost

fight at that distance.

a certainty that both would fall,

I atole a glance at Conrad as we took our
places, and as I noted the pale, sad look he
wore, the good influence came quietly back,
But the next
moment his whole bearing changed, and the
expression of deep loathing with which he
regarded me, gave the entire control of my

striving hard for the control.

mentality into the keeping of the dark spirit.

The fatal moment had arrived. The word
was given— '

“Oue, two, three—fire!

Both pistols were deliberately aimed—the
trigger of each appeared to be touched at the
same moment—there was but ONE report !

Conrad threw up his hand, and as he fell,
his pistol was dischasged in the air,

hung fire!

When I saw Conrad stretched upon the

cold earth, the life-blood slowly oozing from a

wound in his right breast, the dark spirit re-

tired, my evil passions forsook me, and in deep
anguish, the good epirit came back and con-
trolled me.

“0Oh, Conrad,” I cued, as I rushed. forward
and caught him in my arms, “tell me that you
are not killed—say that I am not your murder-
er!”

“Charles,” he said feebly, “lay me down
again.”

Gently I laid him back, and as I bent over
him, listening to his groans, and watching the
great drops of sweat gathering upon his mar-
ble brow, grief and remorse drove me almost
frantic. )

“0, God,” I cried, wringing my hands, with

my eyes turned toward heaven, “why was 1
permitted to murder my friend! = Why did
he refuse my offered reconciliation, then load
me with insults, and provoke me to mad-
ness !” -
* With my eyes still raised to heaven, men-
tally praying that the earth might open and
swallow me from aight, 1 did not observe the
stealthy approach of Frederick, until I heard
the sharp, ringing voice of Conrad, pitched
upon an unearthly key suddenly saying,

“Charles—beware of —Fred—"

Hastily springing aside, I barely escaped
being run through the body, and to my utter
amazement discovered that Frederick was my
assailant. A moment before I was praying
for death, but the demoniac gleam upon
Frederick's countenance, instantly changed
the whole current of my thoughts. Before he
could make a second pass al me, or even re-
cover his guard, I rushed upon him and tore
away his sword. All this had transpired in
less time than I can desoribe it.

Upon being disarmed, Frederick retired sev-
eral paces, and joined my second, who had
stod a calm speotator of the cowardly attempt
which had been made upon my life.}. Retain-
ing possession of the sword, I leaned over
Conrad, who whispered to me, '

“Charles—this is horrible ! = Before you
came upon the ground this morning, Iinstruct:
ed Frederick to enquire if you had any apolo-
g'y to make, and if so, to use his influence for
bringing about a reconciliation. When you
arrived, one glance at your countenance seem-
ed to tell me that you, too, would gladly avoid
a hostile meeting. Then Frederick came to
me—drew me beyond your sight, and told me
that you treated my proposition with scorn
and insult. Charles, 1 am no coward you

It had

well know, but this morning I saw the spirit -
of my father, and he warned me against this.
duel. He bade me brave a perverted public
opinion, and preserve my life for the sake of
my mother, and his warning was still ‘sound-
ing in my ears, and in spite of the insulting
mossage Jelivered by Frederick, I still hesita-
ted, and implBred him to make one more ef-
fort. For along time he refused but finally
gconsented. When he returned and delivered
a reply from you, framed in language so cold
and ironical, for the first time [ doubted his
fidelity, It sounded more like Frederick
than Charles. Then Idetermined to take my
place, but before a shot was fired, to speak t®
| you myself. But the look of fiendish malice
and revenge with which you regarded me,
banished .all remembrance save your blow and
bitter words, Stimulated by this maddening
impulse, I resolved that your life should atone
for your insult to the memory of my poor fath-
er. You know the rest. I thnank God that
you are unharmed.”

During this revelation, I had several times
started up with the intention of ridding the
world of a villain so black-hearted as Freder-
ick had proved himself, but had as often been
restrained by a pleading look from Conrad.—
As he conclnded, I again turned my head to-
wards the place where our seconds had been
standing, apparently engaged in a consulta-
tion, when to my utter astonishment I saw
Frederick armed with the sword of Gerbert,
within a few feet of me. i e

“Devil incarnate,” I cried, springing to my
feet, “your life or mine,” making a furious .
pass at him,

(To be continued.)

Powkr or InacrNarioN.—Dr. Noble
ina very able and analytical lecture at
Manchester, “On the Dynamic Influence
of Ideas,” told a good anccdote of Mr
Boutihouse, a French savant, in illustra-
tion of the power of imagination. As Dr.
Noble says: '

“Mr Boutihouse served in Napoleon's ar-
my, and was present at many engagements
during the early part of the last century.
At the battle of Wagram, 1800, he was
engaged in the fruj; the ranks around
him had been terribly thinned by shot,
and at sunset hc was nearly isolated.—
While re-loadixig his musket he was shot
down by a cannon ball. His impression
was that the ball had. passed through his
legs below the kne s‘,”éepa‘rating them
from the thighs; for he suddenly sank
down, shortened as he believed. Tle
trunk of the body fell backwards on the
ground, and the senses were completely
paralyzed by the shock, Thus he lay mo-
tionlesss among the wounded and dead
during the rest of the night, not daring
to move a muscle, lest the loss of blood
should be fatally increased. He felt no
pain, but this he attributed to the stun=
ning eifect of the shock to the brain and
nervous system. ,

At carly dawn he was aroused by one
of the medical staff who came around to
help the wounded. +“What's the matter
with you, my good fellow " said the sur-
geon. g 7

“Ah! touch me tenderly,” replied Mr.
Boutihouse, “I beseech you, a cannon ball
has carried off both my legs.”

The surgeon examined the limbs refer-
red to, and then giving him a good shake,
said, with a joyous laugh, *Get up with
you, you have nothing the matter with
you." .

Mr. Boutihouse immediately sprang up
in uttet astonishment, and stood firmly on
the legs he thought lost forever. I felt
more thankful,” said Mr. Boutihouse,
*than I ever had been in the whole course
of my life before. I had, indeed, beer
shot down by an immense cannon ball ;
but instead of paseing through the legs,
as i firmly believed it had, the ball passed
under my feet and ploughed a hole in the
earth beneath, at least a foot in depth, in-
to which my feet suddenly sank, giving
me the idea that I had been thus shorten-
ed by the loss of my legs,” The truth of
this story is vouched for by Dr. Noble.”

Men are every day saying and doirg, from
the power of education, habit and imitation,
what has noroot whatever in their serious con-
viction.—[Channing. 4

Where a man's business is, there is the
place for his religion to manifest itself.
B
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A [Vrm‘n:ll'lxwkwoo«l'n ;lé;l‘u!n.e.];
The Haunted and the Haunters;

OR, THE HOUSE AND TUEVBRAIN.

A fiiend of mine, \;vho is a man of letters
and a philosopher, said to me one day, as
if between jest and earnest,—“Fancy ! since
wo last met I have discovered a haunted

« house in the midst of London,”

“Reully baunted?—-and by what?—
ghosts 7"

«Well, I can’t answer these questions ;
all I know is this—six weeks ago I and my
wife were in gearch of a furnished apart-
ment. Passing a quiet street, we saw on
the window of ooe of the houses a bill,
‘Apartmonts Furnished.' The situation

we entered the house—liked the
rooms«—engaged them by the week—and
left them the third day. No power on
earth could have reconciled my wife to stay
longer ; and I dou’t wonder at it.”

“What did you see 7"

“Jixcuse me—1I have no desire to be ridi-
caled us a superstitious dreamer, nor, on the
other hand, could 1 ask you to aceept on my
sffirmation what you would hold to be in-
credible without the evidence of your own
senses, Let me only say-this, it was not so
much what we saw or heard (in which you
might fairly suppose that we were the dupes
of our own cxcited fancy, or the victims of
imposture in others) that drove us away, as
it wus an undefinablo terror which seized
both of us whenever we passed by the door
of a certain unfurnished room, in which we
peither saw nor heard anything, And the
strangest marvel of all was, that for once in
my life I agreed with my wife, silly woman
though she be—and allowed, after the third
night, that it was impossible to stay a fourth
in that house. Accordingly, on the fourth
morning I summoned the woman who kept
the house and attended on us, and tolq her
that the rooms did not quite suit us, and wo
would not stay out our week. She paid
dryly, ‘I know why; you have staid longer
than any other lodger. Tew ever staid a
second night; none before you a third.—
Bat Ltake it they have been very kind to
you.’ .

- They—who 7" I asked, affecting a smile.
‘Why, they who haunt the house, whoev-

er they are. I dont mind them; I re-
member them many years ago, when I lived
in this house, not as a servant ; but I know
lthey will bo the death of me some day. I

suited us:

a__Jdon’t care—I'm old, and must die soon any-

"\ how; and then I shall be with them, and in
this house still. The woman spoke with 8o
dreary a calmness, that really it was a sort
of awe that prevented my conversing with
her farther. I paid for my week, and too
happy were I and my wife to get off so
cheaply.” '

“You excite my curiosity,” said I; “noth-
ing I should like better than to sleep in a
haunted house. Pray give me the address
of the one which you left 50 ignominiously.”

My friend gave me the address; and
when we parted, I walked straight towards
the house thus indicated.

It is situated on the north side of Oxford
Street, in a dull but respeotable thorough-
fure. I found the hoyse shut up—no bill
at the window, and no rcspouse to my
knock. As I was turning away, a beor-boy,
oollecting pewter potsat the neighbouring
areas, said to me, “Do you want any one at
that house sir ?” y

#Yeg, I heard it was to be jet.”

“Let !—why, the woman who kept it is
dead—has been dead these threo weeks, and
o one can be found to stay there, though
Mr.J offered ever so much. He offer-
ed mother, who chars for him, £1 a-week
just to open and shut the windows, and she
would not.”

#Would not '—aud why 7"

«The house is haunted; and the old wo-
man who kept it was found dead in her bed,
with her eyes wide open. They suy-the
devil strangled her.”

«Pooh ! —you speak of Mr. J—. Is
he the owner of the house?”

“Yea.”

“Where does he live 7"

«In G—— Street, No, —

«What is he ?—in any business 7"

«No, sir—nothing particular; a single
gentleman.”

I gavo the pot-boy zhe grutmty carned by
his liberal information, and proceeded to
Mr. J—,in G Street, which was
close by the street that boasted the haunted
house. I was lucky enough to find Mr.
J at home—an elderly man, with in.
telligent countenance and prepossessing man-
nera,

I communicated my name and my busi-
ness travkly, T said [ heard the house was
considered to be haunted—that I had a
strong desire to exawine a house with so
equivocal a reputation—that I should be
greatly obliged if he would allow me to hire
it, though only for a night. I was willing
to puy for that privilege whatever he might
be inclined to ask. “Sir,” said BMr. J
with great courtesy, “the house is at your
service, for as short or as long a time as
you please. Llent is out of the question—
the obligation will be on my side should you
be able to disoover the cuuse of the strange
phenomena, which at present deprive it of
all value. T cannot let it, for I cannot even
get a servant to keep it in order to answer
the door.  Uuluckily the house is haunted,
if I may use that expression, not only by
night, but by day; though at night the dis-
turbances are of a more alarming charaoter.
The poor old woman who died in it three
weeks ago was a pauper whom I took out of
a workhouse, for-in her childhood she had
been known to some of my family, and had
once been in such good circumstances that
she had reated that house of my uncle/—]
She was a wowan of superiof education and
strong mind, and was the only person I could
ever induce to remain in the house. Indeed,
since her death, which was sudden, and the
coroner’s inquest, which gave it a notoriety
in the neighborhood, I have so despaired of
finding any person to take charge of it,
much more a tenant, that I would willingly
let is rent-free for a year to uuy one who
would pay its rates and taxes.”

“How long is it since the house acquired
this sinister character !”

“That I can searcely tell you, but very
many years since. The old woman I spoke
of said it was haunted when she rented it
between thirty and forty years ago. The
fuct is that my life has been spent in the
Rust Indies, and in the civil service of ‘the
Cowpany. Ireturned to Eogland last year,
on inheriting the fortuue of an uncle,
amongst whose possessions was the house in
question, I found it shuit up and uniohab-
ited. I wastold that it was haunted, that
no one would inhabit it. I smiled at what
seomed to me so idle a story, I spent some
money in repainting and roofing it—added
to its old-fashioned furniture & few modern
articles—advertised it, and obtained a lodg-
er for u year. He was a colonel retired on
half pay. He came in with his family, a
son and duughter, and four or five servants;
they all left the house the next day, and al-
though they deponed that they had all seen
something different, that something was
equally terrible to all. I really could not
in conscience sue, or even blame, the colonel
for breach of agrecment, Then I put in
the old woman I have spoken of, and she
was empowored tolet the house inapart-
ments. I never had oue lodger who stayed
more than three days. Tdo not tell you
their stories—to no two lodgers have there
been the same phenomena repeated. It is
better that you should judge for yourself,
than enter the house with an imagination
influcnced by previous narratives; only be
propated to see and hear something or other,
and take whatover precautions you yourself
please.”

“Have you never had a curiosity your-
self to pass a night in that house?”

“Yes, I passed nota night, but three
hours in broad daylight alone in that house.
My ouriosity is not satisfied, but it is quench-
ed. I have no desire to repeat the experi-
ment. You cnnnot complain, you see, sir,
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your interest be exceedingly eager and your
nerves unusually strong, I honestly add, that
[ advise you notto pn.ss a night in that
bouse.”

“My interest ¢s exoeedingly keen,” said
I, “and though only a coward will boast of
his nerves in situations wholly unfamilliar
to him, yet my nerves have been seasoned in

» app'(éﬁrunce, undisturbed Yor many years,

such variety of danger that I have the right

to rely on them—even in a haunted house "

Mr, J—— said very little more; he took
the keys of the house out of his bureau,
gave them to me,—and thanking him cor-
dially for his frankness, and his urbane con.
cossion to my wish, I carried off my prize.

Impatient for the experiment, as soon as
I reached home, I summoned my confiden-
tial servant—a young man of gay spirits,
fearless tempor, and as free from supersti-

‘tious prejudice as any one I could thivk of.

«F——” said I, “you remember in  Gor-
many how disappoiated we were at not find-
ing a ghost in that old castle, which was
said to be haunted by a headless apparition?
—well, I have heard of a house in London
which, I havereason to hope,is decidedly
hounted. I meun to sleep there to-night.
From what I bear there is no doubt that
something will ullow itself to be seen or
heard—something, perhaps, excessively hor-
rible. Do you think, if I tuke you with me,
I may rely on your presence of mind, what-
ever may_happen 7" :

“Of, s pray trust me” answered
F——, grinning with delight.

“Very well,—then here are the keys of
the house—this is the address. Go nLow,—
select for me any bedroom you please; and
since the house has not been inhabited for
weeks, make up a good fire—air the bed
well,— of course, see that there are candles
as well as fuel. Take with you my revol.
ver and my dagger—so mugh for my wea-
pons—arm yourself equally as well; and if
wo are not & matoh fora dozen ghosts, we
shall be but a sorry couple of Eaglishmen.”

I was engaged for the rost of the day on
business so-urgent that I had not leisure to
think much on the nocturnal adventure to
whioh I had plighted my honour, - I dined
slone, and while dining, read, as is my habit.
The volume I selected was one of Macau-
lay’s Kisays. I thought to myself that I
would take the-book with me; thore waa so
much of the healtbfulness in the style, and
praotical Jife in the subject, that it would
serve as an antidote against the influences of
superstitious fanoy.

Aocordingly about half-past njne, I pat

 the book iuto my pocket, and strolled leis-

urcly towards the haunted house. I took
with me my favorite dog,—an excecdingly
sharp, bold, and vigilant bull-terrier,—a dog
foud of prowling about strange ghostly cor-
ners and passages at night in search of rats
—a dog of dogs for & ghost.

It was & summer night, but chilly, the sky
somewhat gloomy and overcast. Still, there
was o moon—faint and sickly, but still a moon
—and if the clouds permitted, after midnight
it would be brighter.

I reached the house, knocked, and my ser-
‘vant opened with a cheerful smile.

“All right, sir, and very comfortable.”

“Oh!” said I, rather disappointed; “have
you not scen nor heard anything remarkable P

“Well, sir, I must own I have heard some-
thing queer,”

“What ?— what ?”

“The sound of feet pattering behind me;
and once or twice small noises like whispers
close at my ear—nothing more.”

“You are not at all frightened ”

“I! not a bit of it, sir;” and the man's
bold look reassured me on ore point—viz.
that, happen what might, he would not desert
me.

We were in the hall, the street-door closed,
and my attention was now drawn to my dog.
He had at first ran in eagerly enough, but had
sneaked back to the door, and was scratching
and whining to get out. After patting him on
the head, and encouraging him gently, the
dog seemed to reconcile himself to the situa-
tion and followed me and F—— through the
house, but keeping close at my heels inatead
of hurrying inquisitively in advance, which
was his usual and norma! habit in all strange
places. We first visited the subterranean
appartments, the kitchen and other offices, and
especially the cellars, in which last there were
two or three bottles of wine still left in a bin,
covered with cobwebs, and evidently, by their
It
was clear that the ghosts were rot winebib-
bers. TFor the rest we discovered nothing of
interest. There wasa gloomy little back-yard,
with very high walls. 'The stones of this yard
were very damp,—and what with the damp,
and what with the dnst and smoke-grime on
the: pavemeut, our feet felt a slight impression
where we passed. And now appeared the
first strange phenomonpn witnessed by myself
in this strange abode. 'T saw, just before me,
the print of a foot suc}denly form.itself, as it

were, l'ltopped, caught hold of my servant,
and pointed to it. In advance of that foot-
print as suddenly dropped another.
saw it. I advanced quickly to the place; the
footprint kept advancing before me, n small
footprint—the foot of a child : the impression
was too faint thoroughly to distinguish the
shape, but it seemed to us both that it was the
print of a naked foot. This phenomenon
ceased when we arrived at the opposite wall,
nor did it repeat itself on returning. We re-
mounted the atairs, and entered the rooms on
the ground floor, o dining parlour. a snisll
back-parlour, and o still smaller third room
that had been probably appropriated to a foot-
man—all still as death. We then visited the
drawing-rooms, which seemed fresh and new.
In the front room I seated myself in an arm-
chair, F—— placed on the table the candle-
stick with which he had lighted us, 1 told
him to shut the door.,
a chair opposite to me, moved from the wall
quickly and noisclessly, and dropped itself
about a yard from my own chair immediately
fronting it.

“Why, this is better than the turning-tables,”
said T, with a half laugh—and as I laughed,
my dog put back his head and howled.

F——, coming back, had not ohserved the
movement of tho chair. He employed him-
self now in stilling the dog. I continued to

Tgaze on the chair, and fancied I saw on it a

pale blue misty outline of a human figure, hut
an outline so indistinet tLat I could only dis-
trust my own vision. The dog now was quiet.

“Put back that chair opposite to me,” said I

to F——; “put it back to the wall.”

F—— obeyed. #Was that you, sir P’ said
he, turning abruptly.

#I—what ?”

“Why, something struck me.
ly on the shoulder—just here.”

“Now,” said I. “But we have jugglers
present, and though we may not discover their
tricks, we shall catch them before they fright-
en us.”

We did not stay long in the drawing-rooms
—in fact, they felt so damp and so chilly that
I was glad to get to the fire up-stairs. We,
locked the doors of the drawing rooms—a pre-
caution which, I should observe, we had taken
with all the rooms we hnd searched below.—
The bedroom my servant had selected for me
was the best on the floor—a large one, with
two windows fronting the street. The four-
posted bed, which took up no inconsiderable
space, was opposite to the fire, which burned
clear and bright; a door in the wall to the
left, between the bed and the window, commu-
nicated with the room which my servant ap-
propriated to himself. This last was a small
room with a sofa-bed, and had no communica-
tion with the landing-place—no other door but
that which conducted to the bedroom I was to
occupy. On either side of my fire-place was a
cupboard, without locks, flushed with the wall,
and covered with the same dull-brown paper,
We examined these cupboards-—only hooks to
suspend female dresses—nothing else; we
sounded the walls—evidently solid—the outer
walls of the building. Having finished 'the
survey of these apartments, warmed myself
a few moments, and lighted my eigar, I then,
still accompanied by F——, went forth to
cowmplete my reconnoitre. In the landing-
place there was another door; it was closed
firmly. “Sir,” said my servant in surprise, “I
unlocked this door with all the others when I
first came; it camnot have got locked from the
inside, for it is o ~—"

Before he had finished his sentence, the

Ifelt it sharp-

opened quietly of itself. We looked at cach
other a single instant. The same thought
seized both—some human agency might be de-
tected 'here.. Irushed in first, my servant fol-
lowed. A smalltblank dreary room without
furniture—a few empty boxes and hampers in
a corner—a small window—the shutters closed

—not even a fire-place—no .other door but
that by which we had entsred—no carpet on
the floor, and the floor seemed very old, unev-
en, worm-eaten, mended here and there, as was
shown by the whiter patches on the wood;
but no living being, and no visible place in
which a living being cculd have hidden. As
we stood gazing round, the door by which we
had entered closed as quietly as it had before
opened: we were imprisoned.

For the first time I felt a creep of undefina-
ble horror. Not so my servant. “Why, they
don’t think to trap us, air; I could brenk that
trumpery door with a kick of my foot.”

«I'ry first if it will open to your hand,” said
I, shaking off the vague apprehgnsion that
had seized me, “while I open the shutters and
see what is without.”

I unbarred the shutters—the win’dow looked
on the little back-y ard, I have before deacribed;
there was no ledge mthout——nothmg but-sheer
descent. No man getting out of that window

on the stonekelow.

We both.

As he turned to do so,-

door, which neither of us then was touching, .

would have found any footing till. he had. fallen;-

F e, meanwhile, was vainly attempting to
open tho door.. He now “turned round to, me, .
and asked my permissiont to use force, And
I should here state, in justice to the servant,.
that, far from evincing any superstitious ter--
rors, his nerve, composure, and eAen gayety
amidst circumstances 8o extraordinary compell-
ed my admiration, and made me congratulate -
myself on having secured a companion in ev-
ery way fitted to the occasion. I willingly
gave him the permission he required. But
though he was a vemarkable strong man, his
force was as idle as his milder efforts; the
door did not even shake to his stoutest kick.
Breathless and panting he desisted. I then
tried the door myself, equally in vain. AslI
ceased from the effort, again that creep of hor-
ror came over me; but this time it was more
cold and stubborn. I felt as if some strange
and ghastly exhalation were rising up from
the chinks of that rugged floor, and filling the
atmosphere with a venomous influence hostile
to human life. The door now very slowly and
quietly opened as of its own accord. We pre-
cipitated ourselves into the landing-place.—
We both saw & large pale light—as large as
the human figure, but shapeless ‘and unsub-
‘stantial—move before us,and ascend the stoirs
that led from the landing into the attics, I
followed the light, and my servant followed
me. It entered, to the right of the landing, a
small garret, of which the door stood open.—
I entered in the same instant. The light then
colapsed into a small globule, exceeding bril-
liant and vivid; rested a moment on a bed in
the corner, quivered, and vanished. Weap-
proached the bed and examined:it~—n half-tes
ter, such as is cowmonly found in attics devot-
ed to servants, On the drawers that stood
near it we perceived an old faded silk ker--
chief, with the needle still left in the rent half
repaired. The kerchief was covered with dust;
probably it had belonged to the old woman
who had last died in that house, and this
might have been her sleeping-room. I had
sufficient curiosity to open the drawers; there
were a few odds and ends of female dress, and
two letters tied round with a narrow ribbon of
faded yellow. I took the liberty to possess
myself of the letters. We found nothing else
in the room worth noticing—nor did the light
reappear ; ' but we distinctly heard, as we turn-
ed to go, a pattering footfall on the floor—just
before us. 'We went through the other attics
(in all, four), the footfall still preceding us.—
Nothing to be seen—nothing ‘but the footfell
heard. I had the letters in my hand : just as
I was descending the stairs I distinctly felt my.
wrist seized, and a faint, soft effort made to
draw the letters from my clasp. I only held
them the more tightly, and the effort ceased.

We regained the bedchamber appropriated .
to myself, and I then remarked that my dog
had not followed us when we had leftit. He.
was thrusting himself close to the fire, and
trembling. I was impatient to examine the-
letters; and while Iread them, my servant
opened a little box in which he had deppsited
the weapons I had ordered him to bring; took
them out, placed them on a table close at my
bed-head, and then occupied himself.in sooth-
ing the dog, who, however, seemed to heed.
him very little.

The letters were short—they ‘were dated;.
the dates exactly thirty-five years ago. They
were evidently fiom a lover to his mistress, or -
& husband to some young wife.. Not only the -
terms of expression. but a - distinct reference -
to o former voyage indicated the writer to
have been a sea-farer. The spelling and hand-
writing were those of a.man. imperfectly edu- -
cated, but still the language itself was foreible, .
In the expressions of endearment there was a.
kind of rough, wild love; but:here and there.:
were dark unintelligible hints at some secret -
not of love—some secret that seemed of crime.-
“\We ought to love each other,” was one.of the.-
sentences I remember, “for how every:one else
would execrate us if all was known,” ~ Again:< :
“Don’t let any one be in the same room with
you at night—you talk in your sleep.” And.
again : . “What's done can’t'be undone; :and I
tell you there’s nothing against us unless the -
dead ‘could come to life.” Here there was un--
derlined in a better handwriting (a female’s), .
“They do!” At the end of the ' letter lhteg't in-.
date the same female hund had ‘written-these -
words: “Lost at sea the 4th of June, the same -
dey as ——" .

(T6 be continued)

Many persons give us the dying words «
of great men, but none of them. are so .
touching and beadtiful as the lnst words «
of the old schoolmaster. It is growmg
dark—school, .may. be dlsmused " Down .
to-the gates of an unseen world he car-
ried the love and regard of the chxldren he -
bed trained. It was hislast kmd dismiss--

abin-this world of sehooling.


















