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AN the following pages the writer has en-
deavored, through the medium of fiction,

to illustrate the principles of the institu-
tion of Freemasonry, or rather to reveal
its high and glorious ideal. Tur KxicaT
orF THE TeEMpLE is an embodiment of this ideal, which
may be said, indeed, to inspire all noble and elevated
souls; and exemplifies it in his aspirations, charitable
ambitions, and benevolent deeds; and especially in his
unwavering faith in the triumph of truth and goodness,
which no obstacles could tire, and no discouragements
could shake.

The author has also wished to illustrate another great
truth, viz.: that sin will sooner or latter meet with its
certain recompense, and can be atoned for only by labor,
and its eftects destroyed by works of charity and love‘.

Believing that the Ideal of Freemasonry will yet
descend into the life of the world, with a harmonizing
and ennobling influence, he has desired to impress
upon the minds of the brotherhood the importance of
working constantly and zealously to this effect. When
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the world is brought under the rule of these divine
sentiments, the new temple—the great Temple of
Humanity, more magnificent than that of Sovromox,
constructed by our ancient brethren—will appear in
its glory, and be completed by our labors with acclama-
tions of joy. The kingdom of violence, and injustice,
and inequality will be overturned, and that of love,
and goodness, and virtue will descend to bless the
earth forever. Let, therefore, the prayer of each and
all be:

 “ADVENIAT REGNUM TUUM.”



PROLOGUE.

THE INTERVIEW.



¢ Away! address thy prayers to Heaven,
Before thy star of life is set;

Learn if thou there canst be forgiven—
If mercy may absolve thee yet!

But here upon this earth beneath
There’s not a spot where thou and I

Together for an hour could breathe:
Away! I would not see thee die.”



N the extreme eastern portion of Massa-
chusetts, where the bold and rock-
shielded shore projects itself far out
into the ocean, as if inviting a conflict
with its strong billows, lies a town of
considerable size, which, while in itself it offers no

particular beauties to attract the attention of the
1%




10 SIGNET OF KING SOLOMON.

traveler, is still somewhat celebrated, on account of
the remarkable picturesqueness of the surrounding
scenery.

Back of the town, toward the north-west, a little
more than half a mile distant, rises a lofty hill,
covered on the west and north by heavy forest-trees,
while the southern and eastern slope furnishes ample
pasturage for the cattle of the villagers.

From this eminence the eye surveys, at a glance,
a prospect of the most pleasing and delightful char-
acter. The sea, and its numerous fleets, sweeping
onward to all parts of the world; the hills and fields,
smiling in all the pride of their summer glory; the
village, nestling below, embowered by blooming
orchards; the boats of the fishermen, shooting out
from various points along the shore, and skimming
lightly over the sparkling waters of the bay, all
unite to form a picture on which the eye never tires
to gaze. ‘

In the early part of June, in the year 18-, just as
the setting sun, halting as it were a moment on the
horizon, cast his last farewell beams on the summit
of the hills, encireling it in a blaze of glory, a gentle-
man emerged from a path which wound along under
the shadow of the wood, and, advancing to the
highest point, seated himself on a rock beneath the
shade of a beech-tree. He bore in his hand a
bouquet of fragrant wild flowers, and wore in the
button-hole of his coat a sprig of sweet-brier and a

rose.
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He was a person of medium size, with an expressive
but not handsome countenance, which at this time
exhibited evident traces of fearful inward agitation.
He moved restlessly on his seat, as if a prey to
- bitter and painful thoughts, never raising his eyes,
excepting now and then to look down the path which
led to the village, as if expecting the approach of some
one. Occasionally, as the tide of painful memories
swept through his mind, groans and sighs would
escape him, revealing a heart crushed and broken
by some mighty sorrow or overwhelming calamity.

At length his regards rested on the flowers he held
in his hand. After contemplating them a moment in
silence, he exclaimed :

“ Beautiful children of the sunshine! emblems of
purity, love, and innocence! what now have I in
common with you?” and he made a gesture as if he
would cast them away.

“Yet no!” he added ; “I will retain you. Ye are
teachers of a heavenly wisdom; there is a healing
benediction in your companionship.”

His thoughts assuming a poetic form, he continued :

“These flowers alone my sorrows know ;
They see my grief and misery;
And when T tell them all my woe,
They scem to weep and mourn with me.”

¢« And, besides, are ye not also emblems of the
fragility of human innocence, and of the evanescent
nature of all worldly illusions? and, as such, it is fit
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ye should be always with me. The fairest flowers
of innocence are too often withered by the blasting
breath of temptation and sin! The golden illusion
of love and truth are as transitory and empty as
those fleeting stars which gleam for a moment,
through the night-gloom, and then plunge into eter-
nal darkness. The Tempter marches through the
world, in a thousand fascinating and seductive forms,
and through pride, ambition, interest, and cursed
voluptuousness, seduces us to our ruin! Evil, in
forms of angelic beauty, presents the fatal fruit to
our lips: we eat and fall, and the avenging Cheru-
bim, with fiery scourges, drive us from the Eden of
Innocence and Peace, and guard the gates against
us forever!”

The last beam of day had faded; a gray haze
already concealed the village from sight, and the
thick and mysterious shadow of night descended on
hill and forest. As he sat there-in the darkness,
wrapt in his painful thoughts, he looked like a statue
of grief, repentance, and despair.

Occupied with his memories, he had not noticed
the light step of some person who was rapidly ap-
proaching him.

A hand was laid upon his arm; he started, as if
stung by a serpent,

“May Mrmrwoon!”—“JouNx THORNBURY !”—wera
the simultaneous exclamations of both ; and the pair
stood face to face, silently gazing at each other in
the gloom
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The new-comer was a young lady, apparently
about twenty-three years of age. She possessed
considerable beauty, a complexion fair and trans-
parent, and a form rather small, but voluptuously
developed. The shape of her head and the contour
of her features indicated plainly a superior intellect ;
while her lips and eyes, and entire appearance,
as certainly stamped her a child of passion—false,
selfish, and capricious ; incapable of comprehending
any great or noble sentiment, or of recognizing the
first ideas of morality and virtue.

“So, May Mirrwoop, you have come as I com-
manded you,” said Captain THORNBURY, at length, in
a voice remarkably calm, considering his recent
. agitation.

“TI am here as you desired,” replied the girl, in a
subdued tone; for she could not bear the piercing
glance of his eye, which seemed to read all the dark
secrets of her soul. “But why did you send for
me ?” she continued. “I thought you never wished
to see me again.”

“Tisten, wretched girl, and.you shall know,” he
replied quickly. “TI have called you to this inter-
view, that I might break the last tie that binds you
to me ; show you a picture of your wickedness, in all
its frightful deformity, and announce your punish-
ment. Hear me: Before I knew you, I was good
and happy. My soul sympathized with all that was
true, and generous, and noble. I reverenced heaven
and loved my fellow-men; I was sincere, just, and
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true. You came to me, the spirit of evil, in the form
of an angel; surrounded me with your allurements,
intoxicated my senses with your charms, and made
yourself mistress of my entire soul and its deepest
affections. I forgot Gop, heaven, and immortality—
all for you, who absorbed my entire being. You
were my only divinity; your smile was my only
heaven. Leading me into the paths of sin, you
made me your slave. And yet, at this very time,
when you professed so much devotion and love to
me, inebriating me with your fatal caresses, and
when you were well aware of my idolatrous affection
for you, you were falser than Drriran of old; fol-
lowing your capricious passions, and seeking impure
companionships, with criminal recklessness.”

While Captain THoRNBURY was uttering these
frightful accusations, the miserable girl appeared
paralyzed. She did not think he knew the extent of
her crimes, and, perhaps, she entertained the idea,
when she received the command to meet him on that
evening, that she could still deceive him, and keep
him in her chains. Be that as it may, she was now
thoroughly undeceived.

After a pause, Captain THORNBURY resumed :

“You have a ring upon your finger; you will
please hand it to me.”

She hesitated, and looked into his face inquiringly.

« T have said it,” he added, sternly; “every token
you possess of my ill-starred and fatal love must be
destroyed.” '
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She slowly, and with evident reluctance, removed
the ring, and passed it to him.

“ And that bracelet,” he continued, pointing to her
wrist.

She unclasped it, and placed it in his hand with
the ring. :

“You will now give me that locket,” he added.

“Oh! no, no!” she exclaimed, imploringly. “You
cannot, you will not take that from me?”.

“It must be so, May,” he replied, firmly, but with
an accent of sadness.

*“Oh! do not take it; it contains the hair of my
child. Do let me retain this,” she repeated; “only
let me keep this.”

“The lock of hair, certainly, but not the locket,”
was his cold reply.

She drew it from her bosom, and handed it to
him.

He opened it, and took therefrom two locks of
hair; one of them he threw away, and the night-
breeze bore it off, and scattered it among the grass.
The other, a little silky curl, black as a raven’s plume,
Le returned to her, saying :

“That is your’s. MATTHEW ORALL should procure
a locket for it.” :

At the reention of this name, May staggered as if
she had teen struck a heavy blow. She knew now
that Captain THORNBURY was well acquainted with all
her perfidy and crimes, and she stood trembling
before him in her unmasked wickedness, not daring
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to raise her head, nor meet the gaze of the man
whom she had so eruelly deceived and wronged.
“And now, May Mmrwoop,” he resumed, “listen
to the doom I pronounce upon you: Incapable of
love, in any high and true sense of that term ; unable
to comprehend the meaning of the words fidelity and
duty, you are unfit to be a wife. You must tread the
path of life alone—alone ! alone I—and alone you must
expiate your crimes! Abandon this life of deception
and shame ; overcome the latent vices of your nature;
cultivate the good, devote yourself to the useful ser-
vice of your fellow-creatures, and you may yet atone
for your crimes; and Gop may accept your repent-
ance, and bless you with his forgiveness! The Past,
you have lost forever. No power in the universe
can restore it, or remove from above you its dreadful
shadow. Grim and terrible it will frown upon you
through the long, long eternity. But, by the right
of penitence, you may possess the I'uture. Yes,”
he continued, with enthusiasm, as if talking to him-
self; “yes, although the Past and its evil deeds are
recorded against us for evermore, and justice, stern
and inexorable, will execute the everduring retribu-
tion; yet the doors of the Future are open to the
penitent, and above and before us gleams the ever
brightening way where angels walk. Look at yonder
star, just lifting its golden crest above the sea, as if.
emerging froth the dark abysses below, to take its
place among the splendors of the skies. Thus break-
ing the degrading bonds that have bound me, tri-
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umphing over the passions which have seduced and
the vices which have wounded me, that star shall be
the type of my life; ever rising, ever advancing in
that star-paved way where only virtue may walk.”

A sudden flash of dazzling brightness from the
eastern sky, at this moment, illuminated the entire
landscape. He turned, and saw a brilliant meteor
sweeping down obliquely toward the horizon, leaving
a fleeting trail of splendor behind. In a few seconds
the last glimmer had disappeared, and deeper dark-
ness seemed to spread over the sky.

“May!” he suddenly exclaimed, turning toward
the girl, “look well to yourself, or your life will be
like that transient meteor—a star hurled from its
sphere of glory, to be swallowed up in the eternal
blackness. Go; but remember the path I have pre-
scribed for you to walk in. Think not to deviate
from it, either to the right or the left. If you seek
to practice new deceptions, or perpetrate new crimes,
a hand will be near to punish; in the brightness
of noon, or the darkness of midnight, an eye will
burn on all your paths of guilt, be they ever so
secret, and justice will be sure to overtake you. Go,
and repent.”

Overwhelmed with emotions of hatred, fear, and
shame, MAY turned away, without uttering a word,
and hurried down the path to the village.

Captain THORNBURY gazed after her with tearful
eyes; for he could not forget the tender friendship
he had entertained for her when he believed her
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good and pure. A thousand tender memories rushed
over his heart, and for the moment unmanned him.

After a few moments, he took the ring, locket, anc.
bracelet, laid them upon the rock at his feet, and
with the heel of his boot ground them to splinters.

“Thus perishes,” he exclaimed, “the last link of
the fatal chain that bound me to an evil destiny.
Now commences the work of expiation. Though
I have lost the peace of Innocence, with Heaven’s
help, I may yet possess the happiness of Virtue.”
And he walked away through the darkness.



PROLOGUE.

THE SELEF-ACCUSED



«SHED tears of pity o’er a brother’s fall,
Nor dwell with bitterness upon his fault ;
“The grace and love of Gop hold thee—hold all ;
Were they withdrawn, thou, too, would'st surely halt.”



IT.

HE worthy Knights of the Temple
had assembled in full force, at their
regular convocation, in the month of
June, 18.., in the city of...., to

celebrate their mysteries, transact the business

- pertaining to their commandery, and to con-
sider whatever might be presented of interest

" to them, or in any way connected with the

welfare of that ancient fraternity.

The opening ceremonies had scarcely concluded,
and the order of regular business opened, when one
of the Knights arose, and, advancing to the Grand
Commander, placed a paper in his hands, and then,
turning to the Knights, addressed them thus:

“Sir Knights and Brothers of the Order of the
Temple : you behold an erring and penitent brother,
who, overwhelmed with shame, comes before you to
confess his fault, and receive with resignation and
humility whatever punishment your wisdom and
justice may see fit to ordain. The paper now in the
hands of the Ill. Grand Commander contains the
particulars of his error. I'eeling unworthy longer
to be numbered among you, he desires to lay aside

2 MMM;\W

-
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all that pertains to his knightly state, except its
memories, and have his name erased from the roll of
membership.”

At this unexpected ammouncement, the Knights
were thunderstruck. Captain THORNBURY was one
of their most distinguished members, unusually
learned in the lore of that mystic ingtitution, which,
descending from the dawn of time, has in all ages
labored to overcome the antagonisms of society, and
unite the hostile nations in brotherly confidence and
friendship. That 7%e, of all others, should thus
stand before them self-condemned was too much
for belief.

After a painful silence of some minutes, the Grand
Commander arose, and thus addressed the astonished
commandery :

“True it is, our brother has been led into tempta-
tion, and persuaded into a grave error; but the
voluntary confession he has made, and the exceeding
tenderness of conscience which moved him to make
that confession, when the secret was known only to
himself and his Gop, and could be known to no
others, but by his own co-operation, prove that his
soul is in sympathy with virtue, and that his heart
has passed uncorrupted through that fiery experience.
Nevertheless, he has broken the rules of his Order,
and it is fitting that you prescribe some punishment,
and it remains for you to say what it shall be.”

“Tet the Grand Commander decide,” was the
nnanimous voice of the commandery.
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“TLet it be so, then,” responded the chief; and,
addressing himself to the self-accused Knight, who
was kneeling at the altar, he proceeded: “ Unfor-
tanate brother, when you were invested with the
dignity of a Knight, you made a solemn vow, under
the Arch of Steel, to obey all the rules of our Order,
and bow to its degrees. Will you accept, in humility
and meekness, the sentence I am about to pro-
nounce ?”’

“TI will,” was the earnest response.

“Listen, then,” resumed the Grand Commander.
“When Adam lost his integrity, through the per-
suasion of woman, the doom of labor was pronounced
upon him, and has descended to all his race. And
it is only thus that sin can be atoned for, and its
effects destroyed.. The righteous Judge undoubtedly
ordained this doom, because he foresaw that the
punishment itself would become a means of redemp-
tion. 'While marching and exploiting painfully in
the path of expiation, humanity advances in the way
of perfection. ILabor, the great penalty announced
for the sin of man, has transfigured the world, and
disenthralled the race. Civilization, social institu-
tions, art, science, literature, philosophy—all that is
great and good, or beautiful and noble in life—
behold, these are the fruits of labor, that ex-
piatory labor which while it atones for the sin of the
world, also redeems it. Such is the nature of the
Divine punishment. Also, when one of our ancient
brethren sinned against the rules of his fraternity,
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his peers, in imitation of the heavenly order, imposed
upon him the sentence of labor; and upon the arid
plains, and under the burning sky of Syria and
Judea, must he labor, in expiation of his fault, pro-
tecting the defenseless and the weak, succoring the
distressed, and periling life in the sublime work of
rescuing the Sepulchre of the Crucified from the
possession of the unholy children of Mohammed.
Following, then, the Divine idea, and the example
of our ancient brethren, this commandery decrees
that, for one year and a day, you devote yourself to
the service of Humanity. Go jforth, and perform the
several labors which are demanded of a Knight of the
Temple and Holy Sepulclre. Watch over the de-
fenseless and helpless ; console the sorrowful ; relieve
the distressed ; lead the erring and sinful into the
ways of repentance and virtue. Frustrate the evil
machinations of the wicked, who seek to despoil the
widow and the orphan. These are the labors to
which you are sent. Perform them faithfully, and
the sins shall be effaced from your knightly es-
cutcheon ; peace shall return to your suffering heart,
and the grace of charity shall wash away your sin.
Sir Knights of the Temple, lét us all take warning
from the sorrows of our unfortunate friend, and
never lose sight of the moral obligations imposed on
us by our knightly vows. Forget not that we, too,
have faults to expiate by works of charity and love.
Following the illustrious examples of DE Meray
and GuIro, the two great martyrs of our Order, we

-



THE SELF-ACCUSED. 25

can meet life—its duties, trials and griefs—with for-
titude ; or death, in whatever form it comes, with
firmness, confidence, and hope. And when at last
we stand before the Grand Commander of the
Universe, we shall hear the approving words: ¢ Well
done, good and faithful servants, friends of Gop and
humanity, defenders of virtue and innocence, ascend
to your reward.’”

The Grand Commander, then approaching the
penitent Knight, laid his hand upon his head,
saying:

“Have courage, brother. Go, in the name of
Gop; march in the path of penitence. Remem-
ber Golgotha! A suffering world calls you to its
service, and that service comprises the seven sacred
labors of Masonry, which are: 1st, Feed the hungry;
2d, Give drink to the thirsty ; 3d, Clothe the naked
with a garment; 4th, Visit and ransom captives;
5th, Harbor the homeless—give the orphan and
widow where to lay their heads; Gth, Relieve the
sick ; Tth, Bury the dead. And now, Sir Knights,”
he added, “let this commandery be closed.

¢In nomeni Patris Filii, et Spiritus Sancti.






THE SURPRISE.



«Sup was a phantom of delight,
When first she gleamed upon my sight;
A lovely apparition, sent
To be my being’s ornament.”



CHAPTER L

on a ccnsiderable elevation of
land, overlooking the sea, and nearly concealed from
the view of one passing in the road by shrubbery
and trees, stands a pretty cottage, one of those cosy
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and delightful retreats which always draw the atten-
tion and elicit the remarks of travelers.

The door was protected by a porch of lattice-
work, one side of which was shaded and completely
covered by woodbine, and the other by a climbing
rose-bush, which at this time was loaded with thou-
sands of flowers. The exceeding neatness of the
place, and the unostentatious elegance of its environ-
ments, plainly indicated the refined and cultivated
tastes of the occupants.

This was the home of Mary More. The eldest
of three children, she resided with her mother,
who, being a lady of intelligence and culture, had
herself taken charge of the education of her
daughters; and, at the age of eighteen, few young
ladies could boast of more accomplishments, both
ornamental and useful, than MaRry.

Her father, a worthy and much-respected sea
captain, had died some years before, leaving his
sorrow-stricken widow his blessing, the memory of
his great love—to her the most inestimable of
treasures—the cottage in which she dwelt, and a
small income, scarcely sufficient to provide the bare
necessities of life. The brave and loving woman
did not, however, shrink from the heavy burden she
must now bear alone; but, devoting herself exclu-
sively to her children and the remembrance of her
adored husband, and supported by an earnest and
trustful faith in him who had promised to be “a
father to the fatherless and the widow’s Gob,” she
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battled victoriously with the perplexities and hard
experiences of life.

Still young and beautiful, she steadily refused a]l
offers of a second marriage, believing, with the
mother of ST. AUGUSTINE, that the bond which bound
her to her husband was eternal, and she desired to
meet him again, a pure and faithful wife, and repose
in his bosom in heaven.

Yet, with all her efforts to provide for her family,
she would have been sadly perplexed at times, and
suffered severe deprivations, had she not periodically
received aid, which came to her with the greatest
regularity, and in such a mysterious manner, that
she never could get any clue to her invisible bene-
factors.

Mary, now a young lady of eighteen, had inherited
all the amiable qualities of both her parents. Lov-
ing, truthful, pure-minded, and pious, she was a
universal favorite. ' She could adapt herself to all
society—the old, the young, the gay, or the sorrowful.
The poor idolized her, for she was always ready to
help in any time of need. With gentle patience she
would wateh with the sick, and had a sweet smile
and kind word for all. And her beauty was as rare
as the qualities of her heart were excellent. Her
figure was of medium size, well developed and finely
proportioned ; her large black eyes gleamed with soul
and intelligence ; her hands were delicately small,
white, and soft; and her feet were of the most aris-
tocratic mould. But the most beautiful thing about
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this divine creature was her entire unconsciousness
of the possession of such matchless charms. Meek
and artless, she had never thought of her personal
attractions; nor, as is too often the case with
beauties, calculated their value in the market of
matrimony. Reared in seclusion, her tastes were
simple ; she knew nothing of the temptations and
snares of the world, nor of the vices—the fatal and
numerous progeny of passion and interest—which
shame humanity, and make the angels weep over its
fallen estate. Such was Mary MorRE.

The shades of evening were falling quietly and
softly around the little cottage, and DMrs. MorE and
her daughters, seated at the windows of their neat
drawing-room, were enjoying a view of the sea,
which from this point affords a prospect sublimely
impressivé. A vase of flowers stood on the table,
and filled the room with a delightful fragrance,
which, with the lulling melody of the evening breeze,
and soft murmuring of the sea, seemed to have led
the inmates into a deep reverie. Even little AeNEs,
the youngest daughter, a beautiful little witch,
always, singing and dancing, was now silent, and
looked out, with her large and wondering eyes, upon
the softly-murmuring ocean.

Eaya, the second daughter, a lovely girl of six-
teen, leaning back in her chair, had closed her eyes,
and seemed to be communing with herself. Mrs.
Morg, still a.beautiful woman in the prime of life,
with her fine countenance and dark, earnest eyes,
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was reclining upon the embrasure of the window,
and seemed contemplating some object on the shore.

Mary sat silently regarding her mother. Her dark
eyes shone with filial reverence, pride, and love.

It was a beautiful group to contemplate—this
rother and her three daughters—so united, so ten-
der, so loving ; apparently so weak and helpless, and
yet so strong in their great affection, their mutual
faith and trust.

Mary, who had not removed her eyes from her
mother for some time, arose, went softly to her side,
stooped down, and kissed her; then sinking down
on her knees at her feet, and looking up inquiringly
into her face, she said:

“ Mother, dear mother, you are sad to-night;
something troubles you. What have you been think-
ing of that could so distress you?”

As Mrs. More turned her face downward on her
child, one could plainly see she had been weeping.

“Yes, my love,” she replied, “I am sad to-night.
As T sat here, observing the lengthening shadows
creeping down toward the sea, I felt a shadow
gathering around my heart, which, in its throbbings,
seemed to prophesy some coming woe.”

“Oh! no, mother; it is nothing; you are weary,
and need rest. Come, I'll sing for you, and cheer
you up.”

“ Not now, my child,” she replied; “I was also
thinking that in a few days you will be far, far away
among strangers, and we shall not see you for many
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long, long months. T almost repent that I gave my
consent to your engagement. You are too young to
assume the charge of a school like that. DBesides,
you are an artless, inexperienced girl; and Heaven
only knows what trials and griefs may meet you on
your path.”

“ Dearest mother, do not give way to such gloomy
fancies,” replied Mary. ““Gop will protect me; and
only think what a help I shall be to you!- You have
reared me, labored hard to prepare me for usefulness,
and now I must repay your love and self-sacrificing
devotion, by laboring for you. How much I can do
also for Emya and little AgGIE, with my five hundred
dollars a year!” And the brave, hopeful girl
clapped her hands with delight, as she contemplated
the good she would accomplish for her beloved
mother and sisters.

The moon had now risen, shooting out of the
ocean like a golden ball, and trailing her silvery
drapery along the sea, lighted up the little drawing-
room with her mild splendors. The night-scene
was grandly beautiful, defying all description. The
water, land, houses, trees, all seemed to float in an
ocean of liquid silver.

“Oh, how enchanting!” exclaimed DMARY, going
to the window, and looking out through the trees.
“What a beautiful world!” she continued, “and
how kind and good must be its maker, who has
clothed it with so many splendors, thereby affording
us so much enjoyment in its contemplation ™
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“Yes, it is a beautiful world!” responded the
mother, who, having withdrawn for a moment, now
returned with a light, which she placed upon the
piano, “and let us be thankful to the good Gop who
has mad it so0.”

Mrs. More kissed the two elder girls, and taking
AGGIE by the hand, retired to her chamber.

“Come, MARry, said Ema, “let us go, too; I am
sleepy.”

“Why, it is early, yet; it scems to me you are
always sleepy, my sweet sister,” replied MAary;
“you can retire, if you will, but I want to practice °
some of my music first.” And she seated herself at
the piano.

“Ah! ah! sister mine,” exclaimed Emma, while her
eyes twinkled with a merry light, “you can’t deceive
me. Isee how it is; you don’t know but somebody
may call.”

“Why, how can you, EMMA!” responded IMary,
deprecatingly ; but a blush on her cheek, and a little
rognish smile, which, in spite of herself, appeared
in the corner of her pretty mouth, proved plainly
enough that the young sister’s conjecture was not
‘without foundation. ;

“Well, no matter, Mary,” resumed EumMA; “you
may sit u’p till morning, if you desire; so kiss me
good night, and I'll be off.”

Mary played several.pieces; but although her
execution was good, it was evident that at this time
her heart was not in the piano; and, after a short
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time, she closed the instrument, and, seating herself
at the window, looked out into the glorious night.
She had not long been at the window, when a
slight rustling was heard among the shrubbery.
She started up, with a smile of pleasure playing
on her beautiful face; for, to confess the truth, she
was expecting her affianced lover, Epwin MorLEY.

She ran out of the cottage into the graveled walk

to meet him ; and holding out both hands to welcome
him, as he came up through the shade, exclaimed :

“Dear, dear Ep—.” She did not finish the sen-

“tence. She was paralyzed with consternation; for,
on looking up, instead of meeting the frank and open
countenance of EpwiN MorLey, the sinister eyes of
MATTHEW ORALL were devouring her with their un-
holy fires.

She had been taken so entirely by surprise that
it was some time before she could recover herself
enough to speak, although she instinctively removed
farther from him.

“Mr. OraLL,” at length she had strength to say,
“what business brings you here at this late hour ?”

“Q! your question is easily answered, my pretty

bird,” he replied, with a bow. “The beauty of the "

night brought me out of doors, and the particular
beauty who reigns here among the flowers as queen
has drawn me to this spot.”

“You will preserve your compliments for some one
else, Mr. Orarx; I bid you good night;” and she
turned to go into the house.

R ——
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He seized her by the arm, exclaiming, “ You don’t
escape me so easily, my sweet flower; you must hear
me. I have long been a worshiper of your beauty,
and now I love you deeply, truly, madly. I offer you
my hand and my heart.”

“Mr. ORALL, let me go. A gentleman would not
treat a defenseless girl thus. I entreat you to
release me ; my heart is irrevocably given to another;
and were it not so, I never could love you.”

Orarr trembled with rage and passion. “By the
furies!” he howled, “you shall be my wife, or suffer
my vengeance.”

He caught the fainting girl in his arms, and was
bearing her off, when a powerful blow sent him head-
long among the shrubbery; at the same time the
poor girl was laid gently on the grass. The same
strong arm seized ORALL by the shoulder, and thrust
him out of the gate.

“ MarTHEW ORALL,” said a low, stern voice, which
made the villain tremble, “I know you well. Trouble
this child again, and you shall repent it to the day
of your death.”

Returning, the stranger took the young girl in his
arms, carried her into the house, and laid her on a
couch. As she already showed signs of returning
consciousness, he refrained from alarming the family.
Taking a glass of water, which chanced oppor-
tunely to be on a table near by, he sprinkled it over
her face and temples. The simple application was
successful ;. she soon revived, and, starting up, looked
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wonderingly around the room, and then fixed an
inquiring glance upon the stranger, who stood before
her with folded arms, observing her with tender
interest. :

He was a gentleman, apparently about thirty years
of age, dressed in a complete suit of black, and the
broad band of black crape upon his hat, as well as
the expression of sorrow which appeared on his
inteiligent face, indicated that his heart was filled
with the memory of some recent affliction. His
bright, blue eyes beamed with a benignant luster,
and all the features of his countenance revealed a
character of marked individuality—firm, benevolent,
and just., His long dark hair, which hung in clus-
tering curls around his neck, and heavy moustache,
gave him an aspect somewhat foreign. His general
appearance, together with the large jet-black cross,
bearing the legend, “ IN HOC SIGNO VINCES,” which he
wore suspended from his watch-guard, would eall to
mind one of those ancient Knights who were bound
by their solemn vows to defend the oppressed, and
aid the children of misfortune.

At last, breaking the silence, he said :

“My child, you have escaped a great danger.”

“QOh! sir!” exclaimed MARY, now fully restored,
“how can I ever repay you for the great service
you have rendered me?”

“ Thank Gob, young lady, that I was near to aid
you,” he replied solemnly. “As for myself, it is my
duty to protect the defenseless, and watch over inno-
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cence. Poor child,” he continued, “you are about
going out to struggle with a hard and selfish world.
You must prepare yourself for painful experiences,
bitter griefs and wasEing sorrows. Clouds are even
now gathering around your innocent head, and dark
spirits arve inventing schemes to bring you to harm.
But Heaven will protect you. Be firm, strong, and
faithful, and,” (extending toward her a cross, which
he had taken in his hand,) “by this sign you will
conquer.”

Struck by his prophetic words, MarY had bowed
her head upon her breast, and when she again raised
it, the mysterious stranger had disappeared. The
more she meditated his words, the deeper grew her
wonder.

“Who is this man?” she said to herself. “He
seems to know me, and my plans for the future. He
spoke of gathering clouds and dangers. What can
he mean?”

Failing to find any satisfactory reply to her ques-
tionings, she arose, closed and fastened the windows
and door, and retired to her chamber, repeating to
herself the last words of her defender: “Be firm,
strong, and faithful.” “Yes,” she added, “I will
follow his advice, and, by the power of the cross, I
will conquer.”

Although she could not comprehend how enemies
and danger should surround her, whose life had
been so harmless and inoffensive, she yet felt a
vague uneasiness or fear of, she knew not what—a
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certain presentiment of some approaching sorrow.
But the words of the stranger, while they alarmed,
also reassured her; for if he spoke of secret foes and
dangers, did he mnot also speak of victory, and a
divine protection? )

Taking, therefore, the stranger’s motto as her own,
she resolved to meet the events of life with boldness
and fortitude, relying on her own resources, the
honesty of her purposes, and the purity of her
motives. She sought her pillow, and, with a prayer
on her lips for her mother and sisters, the stranger,
and Epwiy MorLEY, she passed away into the land
of dreams,
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«On! wretch without a tear—without a thought,
Save joy above the ruin thou hast wrought ;
The time shall come, nor long remote, when thou
Shalt feel far more than thou inflictest now;
Teel for thy vile self-loving self in vain,
And turn thee howling in unpitied pain.”



CHAPTER II.

Il HE same night on which the scenes
just described took place, May MiLL-
woop was seated at a table in her
solitary chamber, apparently wrapt

in gloomy meditations.. The beaming glory of
the evening, which fell in silvery showers on
all things without, cast no gentle ray of peace
or light into the dark chambers of her per-
verse spirit. Her elbows resting on the table, and
her head bowed upon her hands, which convulsively
pressed her brow, she sat there a long time in silence.
Judging from the haggard expression of her features,
her self-communings could not have been of the
most agreeable character.

It was a sad spectacle to behold—this girl, so
young, so capable, so artless, and innocent in ap-
pearance, and yet so experienced in the ways of evil.
She had early chosen the path of sin, and rapidly
traversed its fatal course, it seemed that now con-
. science itself had abdicated its throne in her breast,
and every womanly virtue had been banished from
her heart. . And yet who can say that this young
girl, now so fallen, had she been reared under dif-
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ferent influences, watched over by loving eyes,
shielded by the strong arm of parental affection, and
breathing the sweet, pure atmosphere of peace and
love, might not have been one of the most brilliant
ornaments of her sex, and a blessing to the world?

Her father was a dark and stern man—gloomy,
discontented, and morose. He never langhed, but
with a sardonic sneer at the fancied vices of his
neighbors and the world, and he affected to believe
that every thing in society was wrong, and every
man a knave but himself. A reformer, he had all the
inconsistencies of those who assume that character;
forgetting that reformation must begin at Lome,
and exhibiting an insane hatred to all institutions
through which alone reform becomes possible. He
denounced the Church, the Bible, institutions of
religion, and especially the Order of Freemasonry,
because all these rebuked his narrow-minded and
fanatical theories of society. Defying the opinions
of society and the common sense of mankind, he
recognized no law or rule of conduct other than
interest, or his own individual will or judgment.
His dark features were never lighted up with a
genial smile, and his heart seemed to be incapable
of those sweet affections and emotions of tenderness
which, gushing forth in their unrestrained fullness to
wife and children, make home an image of the har-
mony and bliss of heaven.

Her mother was weak and ignorant, careless of
her personal appearance, having no spirit of order
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nor notions of neatness; and, consequently, her
house was always in confusion; while she and her
children presented a picture of the most disagreeable
untidiness. Restless and discontented, gloomy and
fretful, like her husband, with whom she was ever
quarreling, she was poorly calenlated to discharge a
mother’s duties toward the tender children which
Gop had given to her care. The spirit of discord
seemed to be the presiding genius of the house.
The loving smile, the kind word, the deep and
intense affection which fall with such a divine in-
fluence on the expanding hearts of children, like
sunshize and dew upon the opening flowers, were
there unknown. An everlasting shadow gloomed
over that wretched abode.

Such was the home of May MirLwoop ; and in the
presence of such examples, and constantly breathing
such a pestiferous atmosphere, a very perfect speci-
men of female virtue could hardly be expected. As
she grew to girlhood, finding no love nor sympathy
at home, she spent much of her time in the streets,
and her chosen associates were not always persons
of pure tastes -and elevated sentiments. In truth,
either through accident, or the latent viciousness of
her own heart, she was usually found in the society
of persons of quite opposite character. The unchaste
- conversations and indelicate songs of her companions
soon crowded her young mind with voluptuous
images, and aroused fearfully all the baser passions
of her nature.
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Becoming acquainted with MATTHEW ORALL, & man
of depraved sentiments and habits, she soon fell
under his influence, and he completed her education
in vice by corrupting her reason, and perverting her
conscience, as others had corrupted her passions and
perverted her womanly instinets.

Thus, at twenty-three years of age, possessing
talents of a high order, a respectable education, and
superior personal attractions, and assuming also the
garb of piety, constant in her attendance at church
and in the Sabbath school, she was capable of
deceiving a saint. She was not without intellectual
tastes; an extensive reader, she was well-informed,
and could converse with intelligence and spirit on
any subject. .

Meeting Captain THORNBURY in society, she soon
conceived for him a passion as deep and earnest as
her fickle nature was capable of. Plying all her
seductive arts, she succeeded in winning his regard ;
and while this attachment continued, she seemed to
show some signs of improvement, and symptoms of
a growing ambition to rise to a nobler and better
life. But, in a fatal moment, falling again into the
society of OraLL, she forgot THORNBURY and her
engagements to him, and left him an inheritance of
misery and remorse.

But it was not long before a new passion took
possession of the soul of May MinLwoop. She had
recently met EpwIN MorLEY, and his manly beauty
could not fail deeply to impress hersenses. Although
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she knew of his engagement with Mary MOorE, she
put all her arts and accomplishments into requisition
to attract his attention. He was amused by her wit,
and perhaps a little dazzled by her voluptuous
beauty; but the superior loveliness, the modest
virtues, and deep and true affection of Mary MorE
elfectually shielded his heart. She saw this; and,
filled with jealousy and rage toward that lovely girl,
she redoubled her attacks upon the heart of MorLEY,
resolving, in some way or other, to win him for a
husband.

At length she aroused herself from her long
reverie, and cast her eyes over some papers con-
taining scraps of poetry, which were scattered care-
lessly about the table. She sélected one, and laid it
before her. It was a poem, entitled “ALoNE.” After
perusing it silently for some minutes, she exclaimed :

“(an it be that these lines, written four years ago,
were inspired by a presentiment of my possible fate ?
His terrible words—how strangely they respond to
the desolate sentiment of this piece! ¢Alone! alone!
you must tread the path cf life alone!—alone the
path of expiation!” But you shall not triumph,
Joa~x ToorNsury! I defy you. I will not accept
the doom you have assumed to pronounce upon
me. Through whatever infamies, through whatever
crimes, necessary to my purpose, will I pursue my
way and compass my end. Epwix MorrLey shall be
mine.”

At this moment her eyes rested on a piece of white
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paper, neatly folded, and fastened with a white silken
thread. She hastily seized it, and opening it, gazed
long upon its contents, with intense interest. Itcon-
tained simply a little glossy curl, black as jet, and
almost as fine as gossamer. She pressed it to her
lips, with deep emotion, and covered it with kisses,
exclaiming :

“Oh, my child! my darling, lost little May! Shall
I ever see you again?”

Memories of the past came thronging upon her
mind ; her better nature was momentarily aroused,
and she wept bitterly. There, in the midnight
gloom, a little baby-face, sweet as paradise, with its
smile-wreathed lips and soft, loving eyes, seemed to
look upon her pleadingly, like an angel sent to arrest
her in her downward course. The innocence of
infancy, through that tiny countenance of incom-
parable beauty, appealed with mute but moving
eloquence to the heart of the fallen girl—once a
child, and innocent herself.

Listen, oh May!—child of sin—to these earnest
pleadings. Let the innocence which smiles on that
baby-face, now so brightly seen in your memory, be
a perpetual conscience to lead you back to the paths
of purity and virtue. Who knows but Heaven has
sent you this vision for your salvation ?

A thought like this evidently possessed her at the
time; for, pressing her hands upon her heart, she
cried, with deep emotion:

«“Qh, Trorvpury! THORNBURY! you are right.

L ——
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How deeply have I wronged you, and your great
and earnest love! The doom you have spoken
against me is just. The path you indicated for me
henceforth to pursue is the only one that virtue and
honor leave open for me now. Yes, I will tread the
path of life alone.”

Again kissing the little ringlet, she refolded it in
the paper, and placed in her bosom.

She arose from her seat, and was about to with-
draw, when she was startled, to find that she was
not alone. Upon a sofa, in the back part of the
room, observing her with a sneering smile, sat
MAaTTHEW ORALL.

After being foiled in his villainous attempt to
abduct Miss Morg, OrRALL paced the beach for a
time, like an enraged tiger, plotting schemes of
vengeance. It was low twelve—the hour of violence
and crime—before he thought of regaining his
lodgings. Passing along the street, on his return,
he noticed, as he approached the dwelling of May
Mizrwoon, a light in the room usually occupied by
her. A sudden thought seemed to strike him, and
he turned and walked rapidly toward the house.
Noiselessly opening the front door, he stole softly in,
and, without being observed, seated himself where
he was discovered by Maxy.

After gazing at each other for some time, Orarr,
at length, broke the silence, by exclaiming, with
a scornful laugh, “So, my little bird, you are a
penitent, a Magdalene, and really believe in virtue 2”
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“ MartuEw ORALL,” replied the girl, with some
firmness—ifor the lovely baby-face yet flitted before
the eyes of her soul—“leave me. Your pernicious
lessons have led me to my ruin. Nearly all the

crimes and perfidies with which my life is stained
are the result of your teachings. Through you I
deceived and betrayed Captain THORNBURY, one of
the noblest and truest of men, and whom I really
loved. At least,” she added, as she saw ORALL smile
incredulously, “I loved him more than [can ever
love any other.” :
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“No reproaches, May,” said ORALL, impatiently,
“we are partners in guilt, and have no right to
censure each other.

“ By the way,” he added, “I called at the Mores
this evening.”

“Indeed,” responded the girl, “what led you
there?”

“ Her beauty, and my love.”

“Your love!” exclaimed May, with a mocking
laugh. :

“Yes, my love; and I offered her my hand and
my heart.”

“Your leart!” she replied with a scornful curl
of the upper lip.

“Yes, May, my heart,” he continued, “or what I
have to represent that precious article; for you -
know I never professed to be largely endowed with
such a commodity.” '

“Well!” said May, inquiringly.

“She rejected me with scorn,” replied ORrarz,
grinding his teeth with rage, while his eyes gleamed
with a fiendish hate. “She loves Epwin MorLEY,”
he continued, “and he loves fer. They are en-
gaged.”

May started. Her countenance underwent a sud-
den transformation. The sorrowful, almost contrite
expression, faded away, and one of fierce hatred
took its place.

“MaTrTEEW ORALL,” resumed May, after a pause,
“you love Miss MoRE.”
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“No,” he replied fiercely; “I did love her, but
now I detest—I hate her. I now seek revenge.”

“Well, OraLL,” she replied quickly, “you shall
have it; and I will aid yqu.”

Pause! pause! ol, child of evil Gestiny, before it
is too late! Look again on that sweet little face,
those soft dark eyes, that angel smile, sent to lead
you into a new path—to guide you to virtue and
heaven. Look! oh look! that vision of sweet inno-
cence is already floating, floating away in the dark-
ness ; if you lose it now, you lose it forever!

“ OrarL,” resumed May, “7 love also—I love
Epwix MorLeY.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed ORALL, “you astonish me.”

“Yes,” she continued, “I love MoRLEY; or, in
other words, I like him well enough to become his
wife, and his wife I will be.”

“But,” said Orary, “you loved THORNBURY; you
loved me—and now—"

“No matter”—she interrupted him quickly—*let
us leave the past; so far as you and I were con-
cerned, we only deceived each other. I now seek a
husband, while you thirst for vengeance. Assist me
in my purpose, and L promise that you shall succeed
in yours.” -

“ Agreed,” responded ORALL; “only let my pur-
pose of vengeance result prosperously, and I will aid
you in getting a thousand husbands. But how is
this to be done?”

“Listen,” replied May. “Mary MogE is going, i
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a few days, to New York, where she is engaged as a
teacher, and will be absent a year. DMorLEY is weak,
and I shall have opportunities enough to gain his
esteem and love. You can also acquire his confi-
dence, and artfully poison his mind against Mary.
If she lose him, her disappointment will be a suffi-
cient punishment for having rejected you. If, how-
ever, that will not satisfy you, circumstances can
easily be contrived to compromise her reputation,
and thus secure you a full revenge. She is help-
less, has no powerful relatives, and is wholly in your
power.”

“ Your plan is excellent,” exclaimed ORALL ; “ Satan
himself could not have devised a better. TFear not
but I will do my part in its execution ;”” and he arose
and departed, stroking his beard with grim satis-
faction.

Left alone, MAY mused for a moment on her dark
schemes, and then prepared to seek her pillow.

But no refreshing sleep can.be yours, oh! lost,
wretched girl! No sweet visions will ever brighten
your dreams again. TLost!lost!lost! gone, the last
aspiration to goodness! Gone, the last impulse to &
virtuous life! The angelic baby-face which smiled
upon you with such heaven-drawing power has faded
away in the night-gloom, and will never return. The
little gleam of light which shone for a moment on
your dark soul is extinguished, and curtains of mid-
night blackness are falling around your heart, to be
lifted never more—never more! The heavenly hand
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that had reached down from above, as if to rescue
you from the dark abyss, has been withdrawn. The
smile which fell upon your beclouded heart, like a
glimpse of Paradise, opening its dark chambers to
a diviner influence, has passed away, and will not
come again.



SIGNET OF SOLOMON.



¢ And who so cold as look on thee,
Thou lovely wanderer, and be less?
Nor be, what man should ever be,
The friend of Beauty in distress.”



CHAPTER IIL

o @~ ADNESS fmd sorrow were in the

@j‘f house of Mrs. More. The day
had come when MaRY was to set
out on her journey to New York, to enter on her
untried labors as a teacher in a seminary of that
city. This separation filled the mother’s heart with
3*
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unspeakable grief. She had misgivings, such as a
fond parent must necessarily feel, about allowing
her daughter, so young and artless, so beautiful and
trustful, to go so far from home, among strangers,
and with no protection but her innocence. More
than once she had suggested to Mary whether it
would not be best, even now, to throw up the
engagement, and remain with her friends. But the
ambitious and loving girl, although her heart nearly
burst when she thought of parting from those she
loved so well, could not relinquish the long-cherished
idea of lightening the burden which bore so heavily
upon her dear mother, by her own labors. While
affection strongly urged her to remain at home, a
sense of duty—it seemed to her—commanded her
to go.

Mrs. MorEk, who had spent some time in giving
Mary advice and counsel in regard to her new
position, retired from the room to make the last
preparations for the journey.

Mary, dressed in a brown traveling habit, fresh
and rosy as the morning, looked more lovely than
ever, She was engaged in packing away in one of
her trunks some choice books, which she valued as
gifts from her friends; while her sister Ilama was
busy in arranging some little :nementos of maternal
and sisterly affection for Mary to take with her to
her new home. The two girls, who had never been
separated before, were too sad to converse much,
and silently pursued their occupations,
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The younger sister, AGGIE, now stole softly into
the room ; for her little heart, too, was sorrowful at
the thought of this parting. Approaching her elder
sister, she laid a bunch of flowers in her lap, saying :
“See, dear MArY, what a beautiful bouquet I have
gathered for you. I want you to take it with you,
and then you will not forget your poor AGGIE;”
and the affectionate child raised her sweet face for
a kiss. Mary raised the little girl in her arms, em-
braced her tenderly, and then placed her in a chair
by her side, saying: “No, my sweet one, I will not
forget you.”

The child again took the bouquet, and said:
“TLook here. This full-blown rose,in the cenfer,
T have called ¢ MoTHER;’ that musk-rose is ‘EmuA ;’
and that little moss-rose bud is ‘Ae¢ie’ I have
placed a thousand kisses on them ; so every day you
can gather a kiss from mother, Exya, and me,”

“And have you given me a place among them,
also, my little Acair ?” said the earnest, manly voice
of Epwix MerLEY, who, hearing the conversation, as
he entered the hall, paused for a moment, but now
stepped into the sitting-room.

“Yes, Mary,” quickly replied the child, “we’ll
name a flower for Epwin; but what shall it be? A
bachelor’s button ?—No. A lily?—No. Oh! I see;
it shall be that—sweet-william; but Epwiy must
put: the kisses on it;” and she archly raised the
flower to his lips, which, of course, did not fail to
receive the required number of precious salutations.
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MAaRY smiled at the loving conceit of her young
sister, and said :

“But you know, AcqIE, these flowers will not keep
many days; what shall I do then?”

“Oh,” responded the child, “you have an ler-
barium ; you must press them in a book, and then
paste them in that, and they will last a long, long
while—perhaps till you return to us again. But,
mind, you must put them all on the same page; so
we shall all be together.”

Having thus disposed of her love-offering, the
little girl ran out again to play with the flowers and
butterflies.

The lovers, although filled with grief that they
must be separated so long, yet conversed hopefully
of the future.

“How desolate we shall be when you are gone,
dearest Mary!” said EpwiN, taking her hands in
his and pressing them affectionately. “What a
gloom will rest upon this place. These beautiful
hills, and glorious wood-paths, and romantic shores
will have no more charms for me, only so far as
they remind me of you, and serve as constant
mementos of your love. And it saddens me, also,
to -think how lonely you must be, far, far, away,
among strangers.”

“True, true, dear Epwin,” returned Mary, “and I
dare not let my thoughts dwell upon the subject
But then, you know, a year will quickly glide by,
and then, dearest, we shall all be united again.”
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“ But, perhaps, when surrounded by the splendor
and fashion of the metropolis, and especially by
admirers of wealth and rank, which your beauty and
accomplishments will not fail to attract, you will be

_ashamed of your rustic lover, and forget him for a
more prilliant destiny than he can offer you,” said
the young man, sadly.

“Why, Epwix, how can you speak thus!” replied
Mary, her large dark eyes swimming in tears; and
she arose, threw her arms around his neck, and
pressed a kiss, in which all her soul seemed con-
centrated, upon his lips.

The young man took herin his arms, and drew
her to his heart with the tenderest emotion.

“And you, Epwiy,” she resumed, as she turned
her beautiful eyes to his, “shall I find you un-
changed, on my return?”

The young man gave her a look which seemed to
say that the sun and stars, and even the pillars of
the universe would fall, before he could forget or
cease to love a being so incomparably fair.

Full of confidence, hope, and love, the young
people were forming plans for the future, which
rose before their young imaginations, bright and
glorious, radiant with rainbows, and redolent of
flowers, when Mrs. More returned to the room and
said :

“ MARY, dear, the coach will be here in an hour, to
take you to the cars; had you not better get your
bonnet and all your things ready? I will find that
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paper which contains the directions you are to fol-
low, when you arrive in New York.”

She sat down by the table and unlocked an escri-
toir, which she placed before her, and began to turn
over its contents. The paper to which she had just .
alluded was soon found; but on turning over some
old letters, her attention was arrested by one
addressed to herself, in the unmistakable hand-
writing of her dead husband, with the seal unbroken.
The mere finding one of her husband’s letters would
of itself cause no surprise—for she had preserved
many of these treasures—but the wystery, in this
case, was, that an unsealed letter, which she had
never seen nor read, should have remained there,
through so many years, undiscovered. The sight of
that new-found missive brought back again the old
times in all their freshness. How her heart was
-stirred by the memories it awakened of those days,
go bright and happy, when her life was crowned with
the strong and devoted love of a husband. Her
cyes filled with tears as she broke the seal. It
scemed as if her beloved husband was about to
speak to her from his lhome in paradise. She
opened the letter and read aloud, as follows:

¢ MY EVER-BELOVED WIFE:

“Being about to set out on another voyage, and not knowing
what accidents may befall you or me, I commend you to the care of
that Brotherhood of which T have so long been amember. Shouid
a time come when you will need sympathy, protection, or aid, do
not hesitate to follow the directions herein given.
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“The secretary in the east room contains a drawer marked with
the letter G. You will find in it a small sealed packet, on one
side of which arve certain figures and emblems, with directions in
regard to its use. Sheuld the contingency above referred to oceur,
use it as advised. It contains the ¢‘SicNeET oF King Soromow.’
Every Freemason who has stood under the ¢ Boyal Arch’ will com-
prehend its silent appeal, and no one who sees it will dare to turn
a deaf ear to the cry of distress sent forth by the wife and children
of a companion, be he living or dead.

‘““Heaven bless my dear wife and babes! ¢ James More.”

Mrs. More read this epistle with the deepest
emotion. She remained in silent musing for a few
minutes, and then started up, saying as some new
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thought seemed to strike her: “ Who knows but
Providence has designed that this discovery should
be made at this time for some wise and good
purpose ?”’

Taking from her pocket a bunch of keys, she
passed into the east room. Opening the drawer
indicated, she soon found the mysterious packet, and

examined it attentively. On one side was a drawing,
representing the key-stone of an arch, with a circle
in the center, around which appeared the following
mystic letters :

“H.T.W.S.S. T.K. S

On the reverse were these words:

“To him who oy vead the Calmlistic Letters : Remembey
your sbligation.”

“ My dear child,” said Mrs. Morg, as she returned
to the sitting-room, “a heavy load of anxiety is
lifted from my heart. I feel, indeed, that we are
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surrounded with an invisible protection, and com-
prehend now the source of those mysterious supplies
which in times of trial and need have never failed
to appear. Mary,” she added, solemnly, “your
father, from his grave, to-day reaches forth his arm
to guide and protect you. Take this packet, ‘the
" Signet of King Solomon. I feel that it will prove
for you a protecting talisman. If sorrows encom-
pass you, it will bring you consolation. If dan-
gers threaten you, it will secure you protection
and aid.”

While Mrs. MoreE was speaking, the carriage,
which was to bear the maiden away, drove up to
the gate; and, after many embraces and tearful
adieus, MARY took her place in the coach, which
rolled rapidly away.

The grief-stricken circle gazed after her, through
their streaming tears, till the carriage disappeared
behind the high hills, and then returned to the
house.

Heaven bless and protect you, Mary Mozrg!

* & * * * %

Captain James Morg, for some years beiore his
death, had been an active and enthusiastic member
of the Ancient and Honorable Order of Freemasons,
and was known as one of its brightest ornaments.
Fully comprehending and completely imbued with
the lofty and benevolent spirit of the institution, his
heart and hands were ever ready to respond to the
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calls of the suffering and poor, with a munificence
limited only by his means. No brother ever appealed
to him, either “ on the Square” or “under the Arch,”
without receiving substantial aid, and, what was
oftentimes of far greater value, kind and encouraging
words and useful advice. Thus he became dear to
the Brotherhood ; and when he was called from his
labors, to rest in the more perfect Lodge above, his
brethren mourned for him with a sincere and heart-
felt sorrow.

Silently and invisibly, yet with unbending assi-
duity, they watched over his bereaved family, and,
by judicious arrangements, provided so liberally for
the wants of the widow that she was not only pos-
sessed of every comfort, but also able to give her
daughters a thorough and practical education.

She often wondered how her limited income could
go so far and procure so much, and was frequently
not a little suprised, when she settled her quarterly
bills with various tradesmen, to find the amount but
fittle more than a quarter or third as large as she
had supposed it to be.

But now she comprehended all. On reading her
husband’s letter—so long lost—the truth directly
flashed upon her mind. Having thus had personal
experience of the power and benevolence of that
mysterious and universal Fraternity, she now felt
that her daughter, wherever she might wander,
‘would always be within its reach, and the object of
its constant care; and she did not doubt that the
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“Signet of King Solomon,” which that beloved child
bore with her, would answer some good purpose, in
case of need.

These considerations served, in a good degree,
to remove those painful misgivings and dark fore-
bodings she had previously felt, and she resumed
her household duties with a lighter spirit and more
cheerful heart.
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THE KNIGHT.



Kxow'st thou what's said when from thy door
The sons of sorrow see thee pass?
¢‘Behold his brow, how full of grace!

He smiles upon the suppliant poor,
And fears nor fever nor infection,

But seeks the anguished sufferer’s bed,

And charms to peace the throbbing head,
With deeds of true affection.”



CHAPTER IV.

Y BOUT five o’clock on the same day—
X/ near the time of the departure of the
train which connects with the New
s+ York steamers at Fall River—a gen-
tleman, dressed entirely in black, was seen to
enter the station of the Old Colony and Fall
River railroad, in Boston. He entered by
the west door, and advancing to the large
apartment appropriated to the use of the male pas-
sengers, his searching gaze swept over the crowd,
and finally rested on a tall and benevolent-looking
gentleman who stood some distance from him, on the
opposite side. This person was General OrpmAM,
the station-master. If one could judge from ap-
pearances, he was not far from sixty years of age.
He had been for many years a zealous Mason, and
during the dark days of anti-Masonic persecution he
remained firm as a rock, in his attachment to the
Order, and its high and holy principles. His en-
thusiasm did not decline, but rather increased as he
- advanced in years, and no Brother, or member of a
Brother’s family, in distress, ever appealed to him
in vain. His Masonic obligations were not lightly
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assumed, and therefore he esteemed a strict com-
pliance with them to be a religious duty.

After a few moments, the stranger, who had been
silently regarding him, caught his eye, and immedi-
ately raised bhis right hand, with a peculiar motion.
The General seemed to understand the signal; for,
pressing through the throng of waiting passengers,
he hastened toward the stranger, and the two shook
hands with the cordiality of old friends, although
they were personally unknown to each other. They
conversed apart for a few minutes, when the tall
gentleman made a motion to a person who at that
moment was passing by with a small trunk in his
hand, and who directly joined them.

“This is the conductor of the train, sir—DMr.
CrAFLIN "—said the station-master to the stranger.
“He will see that your request is complied with.”

The three then advanced to a point in the room
where they could look into the ladies’ apartment.
The stranger evidently soon found the object of
his search; for, pointing toward a young lady of
exquisite beauty, he said to Mr. CrarriN: “That is
the lady, sir;” and at the same time handed him a
letter, saying: “I will be much obliged to you, if
you will give that, on your arrival in Fall River, to
Captain Browy, of the steamer Metropolis.”

“It shall be done, sir,” rejoined the conductor,
who is noted as one of the most kind-hearted and
obliging men living.

“I am very, very grateful to you, gentlemen,”
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rejoined the stranger; and immediately passed out
into the street.

That young lady was Miss Moze.

On leaving the railroad station, the stranger
walked rapidly toward the Common, and, on reach-
ing it, seated himself on one of the most retired
benches he could find, where he remained for some
time absorbed in thought.

By the description we have already given of this
individual, the reader, no doubt, has already sur-
mised that he is the same mysterious person who
rescued Miss Moge from the villainous hand of Mat-
THEW ORALL.

At length, returning to himself, he took a memo-
randa book from his pocket, and, turning over its
leaves, busied himself with its contents. It ap-
peared to contain a record of each day’s events and
labors.

“And what works of charity have I performed
to-day?” he exclaimed, at last; “what services of
humanity have I rendered my suffering fellow-beings
which the Recording Angel will deem worthy to be
placed to my credit in his awful book?

“‘Two orphan girls,” he continued—appearing to
read from his register—¢ provided with comfortable
homes.’

“<A widow and her young children, in great dis-
tress, relieved.

“¢Prisoners visited, and furnished with such aid

and counsel as their circumstances demanded.’
4
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“¢A poor child buried with Christian rites, whose
parents were too destitute to provide for these last
offices of affection.’

“Alas! alas! that in this land of plenty—a land
really overflowing with every comfort and luxury—
there should still be so many who—and through no
fault of their own either—are, literally, too poor to
die!

“But the good accomplished, and the sufferings
relieved to-day, how insignificant they seem when
compared with the terrible magnitude of the evils
which yet press, with crushing weight, on a stricken
world! The few sorrows I have been able to lighten,
and all my poor works of charity, were they repeated
every day, and multiplied a thousand times, would
still be but as a few grains of sand lifted from the
shore of the boundless sea—a few drops of water
taken from the great ocean of human misery, which
still rolls darkly on, apparently as full as ever!

“QOh! will the day ever come when justice and
love, subduing the world to a brighter and more
equitable rule, shall carry gladness and rest to every
human dwelling ?” 4

‘While uttering these words, the countenance of
the stranger was expressive of the deepest pity and
sadness.

“Yet we must not despair, but work with courage
and hope,” he continued, as his eyes fell upon the
‘cross which was attached to his watch-chain.

“<In hoc signo vinces. ‘Magna est veritas et preva-
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lebit” Yes, ¢ by this sign we will conquer.” ¢Great
is the Truth, and it will prevail’ Love shall yet
possess the earth. The horizon of the Future
already gleams with the light of the coming dajy.
The mighty dirge of grief which, from the beginning,
has ever pealed forth from the bleeding heart of
humanity, shall cease at length, and the worlds,
redeemed from the curse of selfishness, shall roll on
in their majestic circles, enveloped in a sublime
chorus of gratitude and love.”

The last beams of the setting sun were now en-
twining themselves, like threads of gold, among the
green leaves of the grand old trees, which form the
glory and beauty of the Common.

The stranger, turning to get a better view of the
sunset glory, was surprised to see a little boy not
more than four years old, standing directly before
him, and gazing info his face with an earnest, wish-
ful look. He was a child of almost superhuman
beauty. His finely formed head was covered with
clustering curls of soft flaxen hair; his eyes of
heavenly blue, although now partially dimmed by
tears, shone with intelligence. Altogether, he would
remind one of those pictures where the artist has
eéndeavored to embody his ideal of the form and
features of the child-Christ. He was dressed with
scrupulous neatness, although his well-worn gar-
ments plainly indicated that he was a child of mis-
fortune.

Seeing that the boy desired to .speak to him, but
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was restrained by timidity, the stranger laid his
hand upon the child’s head, saying, kindly :

“What can I do for you, my little fellow ?”

“Oh, sir!” he replied, eagerly, “ my poor mamma”
—the child could proceed no further; tears and
emotion choked his utterance. :

His interest and sympathy now thoroughly aroused,
the stranger lifted him up and placed him by his side
on the bench, and sought, by encouraging and gentle
words, to reassure him. His efforts were soon suc-
cessful. The storm of grief having subsided, the
poor boy raised his sweet face trustfully toward that
of the stranger.

“Now, my pretty one,” said the latter, “ what do
you wish to say? What of your mamma?”

“QOh!” replied the child, “poor mamma is sick;
doctor won’t come and give her medicine, because
we haven't money, and mamma cried so because
nobody would come to help her, and —.”

“Enough my poor, poor child,” exclaimed the
stranger, hastily; “let us go; your mamma shall
have medicine ; but where do you live ?”

The boy hesitated, as if he did not fully under-
stand the question.

“In what street do you live ?” repeated the former.

“Don’t know,” replied the boy.

“ Do not know?” rejoined the stranger; “how do
you expect to find your way home again?”

«“Oh! I know where it is, but not the name of the
street.” the child quickly responded.
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“ Let us hasten, then,” returned the stranger; and
taking the beautiful boy by the hand, the two walked
rapidly across the Common. They proceeded some
distance up Pleasant street, and entered an obscure
alley which turned down on the right.

“Mamma lives there,” said the child, pointing to
a dilapidated house, which stood a few paces from
them on the left. “Oh! my dear mamma,” con-
tinued the boy, “how glad she will be! she won’t cry
any more;” and then, looking earnestly into the
stranger’s face, he added : “are you Gop ?”

“Gop? my poor child, what a question! why do
you speak thus?” replied the stranger, who could
not help smiling at the strange thought of the little
boy.

“Why,” rejoined the child, “mamma said none
but Gop would help her now, and didn’t know but—
but —-.”

“Well, well, no matter, my brave fellow,” said the
stranger; “let us see what we can do for your sick
marmma.”

They entered the house, and, ascending to the
third story, the boy led the way to a large but poorly
furnished room, out of which opened another, which
was evidently the chamber of the sick lady.

Into this room the child hastily ran, exclaiming :

“Don’t cry any more, mamma ; your little WLz
can now- get you medicine, and ever so many nice
things. I have found a gentleman who will help
you.”
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“What do you say, my sweet child?” said a soft
but feeble voice.

“Madam,” said the stranger, advancing to the
door, “I met your child a few minutes since, and
learned that you were sick and without friends. It
is my duty to relieve the distressed and protect the
weak, I shall be happy to render you any assistance
you may need.”

“Gop has indeed heard my prayer,” replied the
same sweet voice. “I am indeed weak and help-
less.”

As she lay there on the bed, like a broken flower,
her face flushed with fever, the stranger thought he
never saw before a more lovely face. She was yet
young ; not more than twenty-three, at most; and in
spite of her illness and pain, exhibited a head, face,
and features of extraordinary beauty.

The stranger contemplated her for a moment in
silence. Being familiar with disease in every form,
he quickly saw that her illness was the result of care
and anxiety; and, although severe, was not danger-
ous. The fever had, indeed, already reached its
crisis, and, with good nursing, she would be quite
restored in two or three days.

Comprehending that in this case acts would be
more efficacious than words, he merely told her
henceforth to have no more anxiety, that he would
see her properly cared for, and then withdrew,
promising to return in a short time.

‘Leaving the house, he proceeded rapidly to
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Washington street, and entering a drug store, or-
dered several articles, which he placed in his pockets,
and then, exchanging a few words with the propri-
etor, left. He called at other places, leaving special
orders at each, and immediately returned to the
comfortless home of his new profegés.

Taking a small bottle from his pocket, he ponred
a portion of its contents into a glass, and, raising the
head of the sick lady gently, placed the liquid
to her lips, remarking, with a smile so frank and
benevolent as to inspire, on the instant, the fullest
confidence :

“I am not altogether a suitable nurse for a lady;
but am perhaps better than none. A woman, how-
ever, experienced in such labors, will soon be here,
who, I trust, will be able to make you quite com-
fortable.”

The lady took the draught, and in a few moments
fell into an easy slumber.

The stranger retired to the next room, seated him-
self at a window, and busied himself with conjectures
concerning the history of the two interesting beings
who had been so unexpectedly cast upon his protec-
tion. The lady had evidently been delicately reared,
and her present condition must have been the result
of misfortunes of no ordinary character. The little
boy, whom he had taken upon his knee, could give
him no satisfactory information. Jt was not from
any motive of idle curiosity that the stranger desired
to penetrate the history of his unknown charge;
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but as business of importance made it necessary for
him to leave Boston in a few days for a distant city,
he wished to know enough of the circumstances of
the unfortunate lady to enable him to serve her
according to her needs, by restoring her to her
friends, or otherwise providing for her.

Steps were now heard in the hall on the third floor,
and, the door opening, a lady entered, followed by a
porter, carrying a large basket filled with a great
variety of articles—provisions, medicines, clothing —
in a word, everything that might be deemed neces-
sary in the present eircumstances.

“Mrs. NEwTON,” said the stranger, rising, and
taking the lady cordially by the hand, “I am glad
that you decided to come yourself; for I can place
these unfortunate persons in your charge in the
fullest confidence that they will be well cared for.”

The lady addressed was a handsome woman,
apparently about forty years of age. Her soft eyes
and pleasant countenance were a true index of her
heart, which could deeply feel for, and sympathize
with, suffering in all its forms. She was a graduate
of one of our female medical colleges, and thus
combined the skillful physician with the experienced
nurse.

The stranger, after making her acquainted with
the condition of the invalid, and giving her direc-
tions to be followed during the night, departed
with a promise that he would return early the next
morning.
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“Well, my little man,” said Mrs. NEwToN to the
boy, whose sweet face was upturned wonderingly
toward hers, “what is your name ?”

“WiLLig,” veplied the child; and he came and
placed his tiny white hands trustfully on her lap.
She took him in her arms and kissed him affec-
tionately.

“Mamma, my poor mamma, will she be well soon ?”’
he added.

“With Gop’s help I trust she will,” returned the
lady. ¢ But don’t talk now, you may wake her. Tl
give you some supper, and then Wirne will go to
bed, and in the morning he shall see his mamma
quite well.”

The supper disposed of, and the little boy put
into his crib, Mrs. NEwToN took a shaded light and
seated herself with her work by the side of the sick
lady.

About ten o’clock the invalid awoke and looked
inquiringly around the room, and then fixed her eyes
on the nurse. The sight of that lovely face and
those gently beaming eyes won the heart of the
latter at once.

“Have no fear, madam,” said Mrs. NEwWTON; “you
are now surrounded with friends who will protect
you. Do you feel better?”

“ Oh, yes, much, very much better; but tell me,”
she added, “who is that kind gentleman who came
to me so opportunely in my despair, to save me and
my poor child ?”
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“Indeed, my dear lady, I cannot tell,” responded
the nurse; “I know him, and yet I do not know
him. I have often met him on occasions like this,
but do not know his name. He seems to be very
sad, as if some great grief were crushing his heart—
he, so good and kind! He is constantly seeking out
the unfortunate and wretched and sick, affording
them timely and substantial relief.”

“It is strange,” said the sick lady, in a sweet,
silvery voice; “I was in utter despair, when he
came, like a kind Providence, to relieve me—a poor,
friendless outcast, who can make him no return.”

Mrs. NEWTON now arose, and, mixing a powder,
gave it to the invalid, who soon after fell again into
a refreshing slumber, from which she did not awake
till the following morning.

Early in the forenoon the strarger again made his
appearance. ‘

“ How is your patient this morning, Mrs. NEwTON? "
he inquired, as he entered the room; “I hope she is
quite comfortable?”

“Oh!” replied the nurse, “she has so far improved
that I have already got her up. She will soon be
well; but I think your kind words and assurances
of future protection have done more for her than
my medicines. And now if you can take my place
for an hour,” she added, “I will go out and attend
to some affairs of my own, and take little WiLLE
with me for a walk; the morning air will do him
good.”
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After Mrs. NEwrox and the child had departed,
the stranger rose and went into the chamber of the
invalid.

She was dressed, and seated in an easy chair.
All traces of fever had disappeared, and her superb
countenance gave every indication of returning
health. : '

“How do you find yourself now?” he inquired, in
a tone of tender interest, as he drew a chair to her
side, and sat down in it.

“T feel myself nearly recovered,” she replied, her
face beaming with emotions of gratitude, “through
your kindness, and the mercy of Heaven ; but how
can I ever repay you, sir, for your disinterested care
and kindness?” »

“You owe me no thanks,” he returned ; “I have
but discharged my duty;” and then he immediately
added: “How can I still further aid you? Have
you friends, to whom you wish to return? or
what are your purposes? You may command my
services.” .

“Alas!” she replied, “I have no friends; my
parents are dead, and I am a lonely outcast—a’'weak
and helpless wanderer on the highway of life. My
only ambition is to procure some respectable em-
ployment by which I can support myself and poor
child.”

“But if you will tell me your history,” replied the
stranger, hesitatingly—for he did not wish to show
an indelicate curiosity in regard to the mystery
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which surrounded her—“I shall be better able
to decide what will be best to do for your future
interests.”

“Your services, sir,” responded the beautiful un-
known, “rendered to one who had no claims what-
ever upon you, certainly give you a right to know
the history of her whom you have laid under such
strong obligations. But my history is no uncom-
mon one; on the contrary, it is the usual every-day
story of life—hopes blighted—love deceived, and a
heart crushed. It may be told in few words. I was
born,” she continued, “in the city of New York.
My mother dying when I was quite young, my
father, whose affection was unbounded, procured
me the best governesses and teachers which wealth
and influence could command, and provided for my
education at home. I had scarcely reached the age
of eighteen when this beloved parent was suddenly
taken away, and I was left alone in the world.
Mistress of an ample fortune, I had no anxiety
regarding the future; but I missed sadly the wise
counsels and affectionate guidance of my dear father.
It was a little after this period that I made the
acquaintance of the person who afterward became
my husband. He professed the strongest attach-
ment to me—and I believe he was sincere at the
time—and it was not long before he gained my
deepest affection. He was wealthy, handsome, and
belonged to one of the most respectable families of
New York; and it was with the most implicit confi-
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dence that I gave him my hand, my heart, and my
fortune. The first part of our married life was
without a cloud. My husband’s love secmed to
increase every day, and when little WiLLIE was born
it appeared to absorb his entire being. As for
myself, T more than loved him—I worshiped him as
a god. Thus the few years which rolled—oh, how
quickly l—away only served to make more bright
the golden chain of love which bound us together.
Yet, at this time, there was a shadow on my heart
—a kind of instinctive foreboding of coming evil.
WILLIE was now three years old, and we desired to
procure for him a suitable governess. Among the
various applicants for the place there was a young
lady from Boston, who brought the highest testimo-
nials in regard to character and qualifications. We
decided to accept her, and in due time she was
installed as one of the family. From the first I felt
s secret dislike to her; I could not tell why, nor in
any way explain it. She was a fine looking girl,
intelligent, and full of spirit; but was infected with
many of those wild notions which the so-called
strong-minded women delight to advocate. She was
an individualist of the transcendental school, and
recognized no law mnor authority but her own
judgment and capricious impulses. Altogether, she
was the most unsuitable person we could have
selected to take charge of our dear child. But my
husband was pleased with her, and often took her
with him to the theaters and opera, and also in his
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drives, when it was inconvenient for me to accom-
pany him. She, too, exhibited a growing fondness
for him; and, although my heart was filled with
apprehensions, my reason could find no solid ground
for open complaint. Ifancied, also, that the manner
of my husband grew colder toward me every day,
while she constantly assumed a haughtier air. Thus,
week after week passed away, during which time I
suffered all that indescribable agony of doubt which
is far more terrible than certainty. But the dreadful
certainty was soon to fall on me. One day, return-
ing from a walk, earlier than I anticipated or was
expected, on passing through the hall to my apart-
ments, I heard low voices in one of the parlors.
Entering the first room, the door of which was
partially open, I found that the voices issued from
the back parlor. One of the folding doors was
closed so as to conceal entirely the persons who
were conversing behind. Supposing them to be
some of the servants, I was just entering the apart-
ment, when, accidentally raising my eyes to a mirror
which was placed on the opposite side, I saw a sight
which paralyzed, for the time, all my senses. There,
on the sofa, locked in each other’s arms, and ex-
changing the most passionate embraces, accompanied
with the most endearing words, sat my husband
and the governess! The terrible agony caused by
this discovery took away from me all power of
motion. I stood like one in a trance, or oppressed
by a hideous nightmare. I learned enough from
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their conversation to convince me that a criminal
intimacy had existed between them for weeks. At
length I gathered sufficient strength to steal frem
the hated place, and withdraw to my own chamber.
For a time I remained as in a dream. I could not
comprehend the calamity which had befallen me.
I could not believe that my married life, that opened
so fair and beautiful—so bright with love, hope, and
confidence—would come to so dreadful a termination.
Oh! the thought was too horrible ; and yet it was
terribly true. A serpent had been gliding among
the flowers of my domestic paradise, and poisoned
them, every one. My brain reeled; my heart seemed
to be breaking; I felt that I could no longer breathe
under that hated roof. I thought not of taking any
advice; I only thought of getting away from that
pestilential atmosphere which was suffocating me.
I hastily packed a few clothes into a carpet-bag, and
placing in my pocket a considerable sum of money
I had by me, I called my little boy, and silently left
the house. We wandered about some time, without
knowing whither. My wish was to get as far from
New York as possible. At length I found myself
in the Fourth avenue, near Twenty-eighth street.
There was a train of cars on the track, bearing the
letters ‘New York and Boston,” apparently ready to
start. Taking my child in my arms, I entered one
of them, and soon left New York far behind. No
one who has not experienced the same, can tell how
utterly desolate the heart is when it is robbed, in
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this manner, of its worshiped idol. Had my hus-
band died, good, loving and true, I should still have
had the memory of his truth, and love, and virtue to
console me—could have looked forward with hope
to a reunion in Heaven; but crushed and broken,
without aim or ambition, I was incapable of exertion.
My sweet, loving boy was all that attached me to
life. For some time afier my arrival in Boston, I
boarded with a private family ; but finding my means
gradually lessening, I felt the necessity of greater
economy, and finally took these rooms, hoping that
I might, by sewing, succeed in providing the neces-
saries of life. But in this I was disappointed. At
length my last cent was expended, and starvation
stared us in the face. Poor little WiLie ecried for
bread, which I could not give him. Seeing me
weep, he tried to comfort me, in his childish manner.
I made him comprehend, as well as I could, our
helpless situation. That night I fell into a heavy
slumber, and, on awakening the next morning, was
in a high fever. My thoughts wandered, and I was
not capable of collecting my ideas until some time in
the afternoon, when, parched with thirst, I called
WILLIE to get me some water. He brought it to me,
saying : ‘ There, dear mamma, don’t ery any more;
WirLie will go and find somebody to bring you
medicine and help you’ ¢No, no, my child, I
replied, ¢ you will get lost, and there is none now to
help us but Gon.” It appears that all day, although
suffering terribly from hunger himself, he had been
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forming some childish plans by which he could make
his poor mother comfortable. Perhaps it was Gop
who inspired him with the idea; for he stole out of
the house unobserved, and I did not see him again
until he returned with you.”

During the recital of this painful history, the
stranger’s countenance exhibited the deepest in-
terest and commiseration.

“ My dear madam,” said he, after meditating some
time, “may you not have been too hasty in leaving
your home? Your husband, it is true, wronged,
most cruelly wronged you. His senses might, for
the time, have been fascinated by that depraved
woman, while his heart may have remained loyal,
and may even now be calling, in its agony, for its
first love.”

“Obh! I wish it were so,” she replied, quickly;
“Dbut even this hope is denied me. I have received
intelligence in regard to his life since, and he has
become a confirmed libertine. The wretched girl
who led him to forget his honor deceived and
deserted him, and then he plunged into the lowest
and most criminal debauchery.”

“And yet we know not,” he responded; the
human heart is an inscrutable mystery, and men of
strong and ecraving natures often resort to the
excitements of unlawful love, as others seek to
drown unhappy recollections in the intoxicating
bowl.”

She looked at him with an eager, wistful gaze.
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“Yes,” he continued; “your husband may be
saved, and his affection restored.”

“Oh! if I could believe it,” she exclaimed—* but
how?”

“By your presence, gentleness, and beauty,” he
replied ; “which, by awaking memories of the olden
time, of the sweet days of innocent enjoyment and
chaste love, might break the dark spell that, perhaps,
has only momentarily chained and led away his
senses. My dear madam,” he added, after a pause,
“I have somewhat changed my plans in regard to
you. VVill you confide in me, and allow me to
guide you.”

“Oh! yes, yes,” she replied, eagerly ; “Ifeel you
know best what is right.”

“Well,” he added, “to-morrow evening I go to
New York, and shall expect you to accompany me.
In this world we cannot expect life to be all sun-
shine, nor its sky entirely cloudless. We all have
sorrows and reverses to bear, and need mutual for-
bearance and charity.”

He arose, and bidding her hope for the best, and
reiterating his assurances of protection, he departed.



THE SN ARE.



* A snare! a most infernal snare! FE'en hell
Itself, with all its malice infinite,
‘Would Lurn with blushes hotter than its flames,
On being charged with deeds so foul.”



CHAPTER V.

B E left Mary More at the railway
station, waiting the departure of
¢ € the train for New York. When the

car-room door was opened, the sta-
tlon master, approaching her respectfully,
notified her that the cars were ready, and
kindly escorted her to a scat. The passen-

gers were soon in their places, the last bell
rang out its warning peal, and the express train
swept away with the speed of the wind over its iron
track, bearing our beautiful heroine onward to new
scenes, new labors, and, perhaps, to new trials.

On arriving at Fall River, the conductor (Mr.
CrarriN) attended her to the steamboat, and saw
her safely seated in the ladies’ cabin. Then, wishing
her a prosperous journey, and saluting her courte-
ously, he retired. From the ladies’ cabin he went
to the captain’s office, and delivered the letter
intrusted to his care by the stranger.

In a few minutes the magnificent steamer was on
her way. Onward she sped in her majestic course
over the calm waters toward the great metropolis
of the United States.
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Shortly after, Captain BrowN came into the ladies’
cabin. Standing at the door, holding an open letter
in his hand, to which he frequently referred, he cast
a searching look over the crowd of ladies there col-
lected, as if he were looking for some particular
person or friend. At last his eyes rested on Miss
Morg, who had timidly withdrawn to the most
obscure corner. Scrutinizing her closely, and again
referring to the letter, he said to himself: “That
must be the young lady. My friend is right; she is
indeed a beautiful flower.”

“Miss More ?” he said, interrogatively, advancing
to the place where she sat.

“That is my name, sir,” she replied, surprised that
she should be known to any person there.

“A friend of mine,” he immediately continued,
“has commended you to my care; and be assured,
Miss, while on my boat, you shall want for no atten-
tion which will conduce to your comfort. Come,”
he added, ¢ supper is now ready, and I will wait on
you to the table.”

Grateful for his kind words, she took his arm, and
accompanied him to the supper-room.

Every traveler over this favorite route remembers,
with pleasure, the brilliant spectacle which the
cabins of these unrivaled steamers present, when
fully lighted up at the tea-hour. The tables, covered
with the richest and costliest tea-service, splendidly
decorated with flowers, and loaded with every possi-
ble luxury to tempt the appetite, cannot be surpassed.
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The beautiful gil, leaning on the arm of Captain
Browx, reared in the seclusion of a rural district,
was completely dazzled. She thought she had never
seen anything so magnificent.

After supper, learning that she had never been on
a steamboat before, the captain took her through
the superb vessel, every part of which she surveyed
with the eager curiosity of a child. The engine,
particularly, attracted her attention; and she list-
ened with deep interest to the captain’s explana-
tions of its construction, and wondered how men, so
weak and insignificant, apparently, could construct
such a monstrous power, and control it with so much
ease.

The captain’s duties now requiring him outside, he
reconducted her to the cabin. Telling her that he
would procure a carriage in the morning, and send
ber to her destined abode in the city, and giving some
directions to the chambermaid, he bade her good
night, and retired.

It was a beautiful, calm night, and Mary, on
retiring to bed, soon fell asleep, and her mind floated
away into the land of dreams. Again she was at
home, pressed to the heart of her dear mother,
listening to the merry laugh of her sisters, and the
earnest, loving voice of EpwiN MorLEY. Then she
was in her garden, trimming and watering her
flowers, which were undulating gracefully, and
nodding to each other in the balmy atmosphere of
the morning. All at once the scene changed ; clouds,
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black as night, covered the sky; awful thunders
shook the granite shores; red lightnings furrowed
the gathering darkness, and through the gloom she
saw the dark countenances of MATTHEW ORALL and
May MirLwoop peering threateningly upon her.
Hearing a rustling at her feet, she looked down, and
saw a loathsome serpent, which, winding among the
flowers, glided swiftly by her, and disappeared in a
hedge.

She awoke with a secream. The chambermaid was
standing over her, looking anxiously in her face.

“ Are you ill, Miss ?” she inquired, kindly.

“Oh! no; but I believe I have been dreaming.
Thank Heaven!” she added, “it was only a dream.”

“Well, dear child,” said the chambermaid, “it is
time to get up now; we are almost up to the city.”

MarY was soon dressed ; but, on looking around,
seemed to miss something.

“QOh! your flowers,” quickly exclaimed the kind-
hearted chambermaid; “I placed them in a vase,
with water, thinking you might wish to preserve
them. Here they are.”

“T am very much obliged to you. You are, indeed,
very kind,” rejoined Mary, and she took the flowers,
and kissed those named by little AcGIE, with deep
emotion.

Poor girl! little did she think that a serpent was
already gliding among and poisoning the sweetest
flowers which bloomed in the garden of her hopes
and love.
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The noble steamer soon rounded up to the dock,
and the passengers began to disembark.

Not long before the arrival of the boat at New
York, a splendid coach drove down to the landing,
_from which a well-formed and fashionably-dressed

man alighted. He gave some order to the coach-
man, and then stationed himself where he could
observe all the passengers as they passed from the
steamer. Although his countenance indicated good
nature and some generosity, there was yet something
in his air not altogether satisfactory, on a close
scrutiny. His complexion was too florid, and some-
thing of a dissipated look about his eyes, seemed to
designate him as one of the fast men of New Y ork.
And yet there was such a manner of real gentility
about him, so much of evident good-breeding, that
one would hesitate some time before pronouncing
him such. When the passengers began to land, he
examined closely every lady as she passed out of the
boat. At length his eyes were riveted on ‘a most
beautiful girl, who was just crossing the platform,
leaning on the arm of Captain Browx.

“That superb creature must be the ome,” he
said to himself, and immediately hastened toward
her.

Captain BrowN conducted her to a coach, and was
just handing her in, when the gentleman approached,
and laid his hand on her arm, saying :

“Miss Morkg, I believe? You were gomg to —
Seminary near Union square?”
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“ I am Miss Morg,” she replied ; “and that is the
place of my destination.”

“We expected you this morning, and it was
thought best to meet you here, and save you the
inconvenience of finding your way there alone. I
have a carriage waiting for you. Will you take my -
arm?” ‘

The captain looked at the gentleman doubtingly ;
but, as everything appegred right, he resigned his
charge into his hands, and, with many wishes for
her happiness and prosperity, bade her adieu, and
returned to his boat.

The gentleman, placing Miss MoxE in the carriage,
took a seat at her side, and they were rapidly whirled
along up Broadway toward the Fifth avenue.

After a few minutes’ drive, the coach drew up
before one of the most aristocratic mansions in that
fashionable thoroughfare.

The gentleman, with great gallantry, assisted the
young lady to alight; and, ordering a porter to take
in her trunks, conducted her to the house.

The artless and unsophisticated beauty was com-
pletely dazzled by the splendor of that mansion.
She fancied she was in the fabled palace of ALADDIN.
Such heavy, massive furniture, gorgeous tapestry,
soft Turkey carpets, and gigantic mirrors, she had
never seen before. The parlors and halls were pro-
fusely ornamented with the costliest pictures—works
of the first artists—all proofs of the good taste of the
proprietor.



“THE SNARE, 99

¢« Miss Morzr will consider herself at home, here,”
said the gentleman, casting upon her a look of
admiration, which caused her face and mneck to
crimson. “The summer term does not commence
until next week; in the meanwhile, you will have
time to get well rested, and see some of the objects
of interest for which our city is celebrated. It will
be a pleasing task to me to act as cicerone to one
so lovely.”

He left the- room, and directly a maid appeared
to show DMary her chamber. Leading the way,
she conducted the young girl to a luxuriously-
furnished apartment, ornamented with vases of
fresh flowers, pictures, and statuettes, in the highest
style of art. After seeing that everything was
properly arranged for the comfort of the new occu-
pant, the maid withdrew, casting a curious look on
the sweet girl, who had taken a seat at the open
window. '

“She is very handsome, truly,” said the maid, as
she descended the great stairway to the hall. “It
is really too bad of the colonel to think of destroying
so fair a flower. Oh! these fashionable folks!—but
it’s none of my business.”

Although pleased with her reception, MaRY was
by no means at ease. A vague fear, which she
could not throw off, filled her heart; a serpent
seemed to hiss upon her from every flower; a danger
appeared to lurk under every picture. She took
the bouquet, the love-offering of her sweet sister
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AGaIE, and kissed, over and over again, the flowers
which that affectionate child had named to represent
the beloved ones she had left behind in her dear old
home.

Becoming at length partially reassured, she com-
menced dressing herself; and had scarcely com-
pleted her toilet when a servant came to announce
that breakfast was ready. She descended to the
drawing-room, where the gentleman was waiting to
receive her. He politely offered her his arm, and
conducted her to the dining-hall.

“Mrs. ALBERTsON, said he to a tall, dark, but
tolerably handsome lady, who was seated at the
head of the table, “ allow me to introduce to you our
expected guest, Miss MoRe.”

The lady welcomed her with a patronizing air, and,
begging her to feel perfectly at home, seated her at
her left. The party consisted only of these three.
The breakfast was delicious and elegant. The gen-
tleman—witty, intelligent, and well-informed—made
himself charming, and enlivened the repast with
many anecdotes illustrative of persons and places in
New York, and soon MAry began to feel that she
was among friends indeed.

The breakfast over, MARY returned to her room to
write letters to her friends.

The gentleman retired to his library, seated him-
self at a desk, took from his pocket a letter, and,
spreading it open before him, read it attentively.

“Well,” he said, speaking to himself, “ OrRALL has
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not overrated her beauty; she is worth her weight
in gold. If I could but win the love of this sweet
angel, I should be happier than an emperor.”

At this moment his eyes wandered upward, and
rested for a time on a picture which hung opposite
him on the wall. It was the portrait of a young lady
of exquisite loveliness, who seemed to look down
upon him, her eyes beaming with love, confidence,
and affection.

A sigh of regret escaped him, as he exclaimed :

“Why, oh! why did I throw away so much joy,
and cast myself into this burning tide? DBut it mat-
ters not; I am in the whirlpool, and there I must
play, till it drags me down into its dark vortex.”

Pausing for a few minutes, he took pen and paper,
and wrote as follows:

Nzw York, June 25, 185-.
To Mzr. MaTTHEW ORALL :

Dear Smz—Your description of the person was perfect. The
bird was caged without difficulty; but it remains to be seen
whether she will sing. I inclose your reward—two hundred dol-

lars. If I can gain the love of this girl, I will marry her, and
leave this life of debauchery, of which I am heartily ashamed.

Yours, ete., J. S,

He inclosed two one hundred dollar notes in this
letter, placed it in an envelope, and sealed it.

Not long after, he dressed himself, and went down
town to attend to his business. He had scarcely
entered his counting-room before he was joined by
three gentlemen, all elegantly dressed, and exhibiting
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that exquisite polish which distinguishes the aris-
tocracy of New York. Although they moved in the
highest circles, and were thrifty merchants, it was
plain to be seen, from their conversation, that they
were the most unprincipled rouds in the world.

“TI say, colonel,” said one of them, “I am head
and ears in love.”

“Indeed!” replied our gentleman; “again! And
who is the fair charmer this time?”

“That is exactly what I can’t make out,” replied
the other. “DBut such eyes, hair, complexion, and
mouth! By Jove! I would give a thousand dollars
for one kiss from those rosy lips!”

“But where did you see her?” asked the gentle-
man.

“I was coming from DBoston, last night, on the
Metropolis,” rejoined the former, “ when I saw a
young lady, beautiful enough to tempt a saint to
perdition. I tried every way to get near her, to
offer some eivility, and thus get into a conversation
with her; but she was so jealously guarded by the
captain of the boat, and a dragon of a chamber-
maid, that I found it impossible, and so gave up the
pursuit in disgust.”

“Tt is well you did,” said the gentleman; ¢ that
plece of dimity belongs to me; she was on her way
to meet me. So you must give her up.”

“The devil!” exclaimed the man in love; “but
honor among thieves, you know ; so here is my hand,
a pledge that I will not molest you.”
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© “But come, gentlemen,” said the man who was
addressed as colonel, “the girl is a splendid speci-
men of her sex, and I am proud of my conquest;
and if you will meet me to-morrow evening I will
introduce you.”

“Agreed,” exclaimed the three at once; “we’ll be
there, and pay our cowrt to the new beauty.”

Now, these four men were gentlemen of wealth
and standing in New York, of undoubted integrity
and honor in all business transactions ; and yet they
could coolly and deliberately conspire to destroy
female innocence without hesitation, or one "com-
punctious twinge of conscience.

At three o’clock, the gentleman, or the colonel, as
his companions-in-evil called him, returned to his
princely residence on the Fifth avenue to dine.

The dinner passed off pleasantly. Mary seemed
to have become accustomed to the place, and
apparently enjoyed the society of her new-found
friends. The colonel made himself agreeable. He
was deferential and polite; and when the dinner was
over, invited the ladies to take a drive with him in
the upper part of the city.

Mary withdrew to her room to prepare for the
excursion, while the colonel, after a brief conversa-
tion with Mrs. ALBERTSON, went out to order the
carriage.

When all was ready, Mary descended, and stood
in the door, waiting for the house-keeper. She soon
appeared, but without any preparation for the ride.
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“I am sorry to disappoint you,” she said; “but I
remember an engagement this afternoon, and must
beg Miss More to excuse me. It will make no
matter ; you will enjoy the drive quite as well as if I
were with you.”

Mary hesitated a moment; but seeing no impro-
priety in it, although Mrs. ALBERTSON did not
accompany them, descended the marble steps, and
the colonel handed her into the coach. Entering
after her, he closed the door, and the carriage rolled
away over the Bloomingdale road.

Itwvas a charming evening. The air was fragrant
with the perfume of millions of flowers, and
Mary thought, as she approached the country, she
had never seen anything half so fair. Deeply
imbued with poetic sentiments, no one could ap-
preciate the beautiful in nature or art better than
she, and she greatly enjoyed the spectacle she now
beheld.

The colonel, discovering the bent of her tastes,
shaped his conversation to suit them. His observa-
tions were so just, his remarks so poetical, and his .
opinions generally so correct, that Mary’s confidence
was completely gained. She laughed and clapped
her pretty hands in her innocent joy, and was so
entirely unsuspecting that she did not perceive that
the gentleman had quietly wound his arm around
her waist, and was drawing her more and more
closely to him. )

The carriage now whirled along the banks of the
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noble Hudson, affording a very fine view of the
opposite shore and its wild, romantic scenery.

After a drive of an hour and a half in various di-
rections, through wild glens, over hills, and through
winding valleys, the coach stopped before an elegant
little cottage, almost entirely concealed from view by
a profusion of umbrageous trees.

“This is my country-house,” said the colonel;
“we will stop a short time to breathe the horses, and
then we'll start on our return to the city.”

They alighted, and Mary examined the environs
of the cottage with admiration. The colonel guided
her over the grounds, and pointed out and explained
to her the respective properties of the rare and
beautiful flowers and plants which bordered the
numerous walks. Then, ascending a hill of con-
siderable altitude, they seated themselves on a rustic
bench to enjoy the magnificent prospect that opened
before them.

The day was rapidly declining. The sun, undu-
lating in a sky of pure amber, over the Palisades,
wrapt these celebrated cliffs and the intervening
river in a sheen of glory. The birds were chanting
their evening songs in the adjacent woods, and the
calm Hudson rolled with a soft, silvery calence over
its sandy shore. All nature seemed to overflow with
melody and song, and gleam with beauty, and dis-
solve in love.

“Oh!” exclaimed the enthusiastic girl, “I could

remain here forever; all is so calm, lovely, and in- -
B*
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spiring ; and it all reminds me so of his beauty and
love, who has created the whole, as this glory is but
a reflection of himself.”

“True, true,” rejoined her companion ; “the worlds
swim in glory, and all nature dissolves in love. Love
is the life of the universe, of gods, angels, and men.
We cannot live without love. 'What more desolate
than a soul uncheered by its blessed light! Dut
come, my dear girl, it is time to return now. The
horses are refreshed, and are impatient to be upon
the road again.”

He Leld her small, white hand in his as he led her
down the hill, and through the garden and park, to
the carriage.

The horses dashed gaily down the road, and they
were soon brought to the colonel’s residence in the
city, where tea was already waiting for them.

After tea, the colonel retired to his library, and,
throwing himself on a lusurious lounge, appeared to
be lost in meditation.

“That girlis a jewel!” at last he exclaimed ; “and
I must wear it. If her heart is unoccupied, it will
be easy to win her. But, suppose she already loves!
Orarn wrote, I think, that she was engaged to a
down-east rustic. 'Well, it will not be hard to sup-
plant him ; if I can only keep her in my power a few
days more it will be accomplished.”

As he spoke thus, he casually glanced at the oppo-
site wall. The picture—that face of radiant beauty
—seemed to look down reproachfully upon him. He
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turned away his head, as if to avoid the condemna-
tory glance.

“Yes,” he resumed, “she shall be mine, and I will
make my first essay this very night.”

He arose, and rang a bell. A servant directly ap-
peared at the door.

“Bring some lights,” he ordered, “and ask Miss
More if she will favor me with her presence a few
moments in the library.”

The lights were immediately brought, and not long
after MARY entered the room, a very vision of love-
liness. The colonel gazed upon her with undisguised
admiration.

“Ihave sent for you, Miss Mary,,” he said, in a
voice bland and soft, “because, knowing your fond-
ness for study, I desired to make you familiar with
this room, and wish you to use it as your own. You
will find in these cases a great variety of select works
in history, poetry and philosophy. I think you are
fond of poetry;” and he took down a superb copy
of Byrox, and seated himself on the sofa where she
was reclining. .

‘He opened the volume at the commencement of
the beautiful poem entitled “Parisina,” and read
with good effect the following lines :

¢Now is the time when from the boughs
The nightingale’s soft note is heard;

Now is the time that lover’s vows
Seem soft in every whispered word.”

“You remember,” he continued, “when in the
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country, a little while since, you spoke of love as a
necessity of the universe—its very life? Well, I
agree with you. Life without love is a mere desert,
without one oasis, or flower, or cooling fountain.
Now, tell me, dear girl, did. you cever feel love asa
necessity of your being; a strong, earnest, overpow-
ering yearning for a kindred soul, who could reflect
your sentiments, share your thoughts—in short,
become the complemental part of yourself?”

“Indeed, sir,” she replied, somewhat confused,
“you ask me a strange question, and must excuse
me if I do not answer. Did I feel those strong
yearnings, or rather did I cherish an affection for
some one, the sentiment would be too sacred to be
made the subject of discussion or discourse.”

Not at all disconcerted, he proceeded :

“Do you believe in love at first sight ?”

“Not having had any experience of the kind,” she
rejoined, “I can neither believe nor disbelieve.”

“ Do you think it possible for a man to fall in love.
with a portrait, and cherish the affection till it comes
to be an overpowering passion ?—until he is ready to
brave every danger, and make any sacrifice to find
its original ?” '

“Your questions, sir,” she returned, “are entirely
beyond my comprehension ; 3’ou should ask one more
skilled in the metaphysics and philosophy of love
than a young and inexperienced girl like myself can
possibly be.”

“But you have a heart, and are a woman,” he
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resumed ; “and women learn by instinet what men
learn by experience and philosophy. But listen:—
I have a friend who some time since received the
portrait of a young lady of almost superhuman
loveliness, and it-awakened in his heart the deepest
sentiment of love. It was his constant companion
by day and night. The passion grew with him till it
overmastered all other. He sought everywhere for
the original, but, for a long time without success.
At length he was informed that she was a resident
of Massachusetts, but was soon to leave for a distant
State. Learning that on a certain morning she
would -arrive in New York, and having ascertained
that she was personally unacquainted with the friends
she contemplated visiting, he formed a plan to enjoy
her society, and get an opportunity to press his suit.
It was, no doubt, a great crime lhe meditated and
accomplished, but his love was also great. His plan
succeeded ; the unsuspecting girl, believing him to
have been sent by her friends, went with him without
hesitation to his house. Hislove now became worship.
He adores the very ground on which she treads;
but as yet he has not had courage to tell his love.
Now, tell me, Miss Mary,” he added, “what would
you do, were you that young girl? Would not such
profound affection and devotion touch your heart,
and awaken an answering sentiment within it?”

“What another in my place might do,” she re-
sponded, “Iknownot; but I could not love, however
much I might pity his misfortunes.”
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“Look at this,” said the colonel, as he drew a
miniature portrait from his bosom, and handed
it to her; that picture is the one which inspired
this fatal love.”

Pressing the spring lightly, the case opened, and,
to her dismay, it disclosed her own features.

“Yes, you, dearest girl,” he proceeded, “are the
original, my soul’s idol, and I am the unfortunate
victim of a hopeless love.”

“What!” cried the terrified girl, almost with a
scream, rising up, and standing pale and trembling
before him ; “ you are not Mr. ARMSTRONG, the prin-
cipal of Seminary.” :

“Indeed I am not,” he rejoined; “I am Colonel
ScranToy, and your devout worshiper.”

¢ Oh, base man!” cried the poor girl; “how could
you so cruelly deceive me? I must leave this house
without delay. I will see Mrs. ALBERTSON.”

“It will be of no use,” he replied; “she and all
the servants are my creatures, and have orders not
to allow you to leave the house, nor hold any com-
munication with any outside.”

“QOh, my Gop!” the poor girl exclaimed, fran-
tically; “a prisoner! Heaven help me, what shall
Ido!”

“Love me, my pretty bird,” replied the wicked
man, “and all will be well. Iam rich; you shall be
mistress of this house and that pretty cottage in the
country, which you admired so much; and your
mother and sisters, too, shall be amply provided for.”
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The poor maiden was so terror-stricken that she
could not speak.

The colonel, overcome by his criminal passion,
seized her in his arms, and attempted to plant
a kiss on her lips. She struggled a moment,
but at last, with superhuman strength, broke from
Lis impure embrace, and, rushing from the room,
gained her chamber, and, locking the door,
threw herself upon her bed in an agony of grief.
She thought of her mother and the dear ones at
home.

“ Oh, mother, dear mother!” she cried, “ your fore-
bodings were not groundless. Your hapless child is
indeed beset with perils.” "

She tried to collect her scattered semses, so as to
see clearly the calamity which had befallen her. It
was plain that she was the victim of some deep-laid
plot, the purpose of which was her ruin. But why
should any one wish her ill ?—she knew of none she
had injured.

Then she remembered the words of the strange
man who rescued her from the hands of MarTHEW
OrarL: “Even now spirits of evil are planning
schemes to bring you to harm.” He then knew of
enemies and plots. The more she indalged in con-
jectures the more she became confused. She never
once dreamed that OraLL, bad as he was, would go
so far. Indeed, she had thought so little of his
attempt to carry her off that she had never men-
tioned it to her mother or lover.
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Seeing no means of escape, and utterly prostrated,
the unhappy girl sobbed herself to sleep.

Sleep, gentle maiden, sleep in peace. Angels
will watch over your innocence, and shield you with
their protecting wings.

Meanwhile, Colonel ScrantoNy was walking the
floor of his library, considering his probable pros-
pects of success. It was evident that he was not
discouraged. “Let me see,” he said to himself,
“she said if she could not love her abductor she
might pity him. Well, that is something. Pity is
but a step from love, as the poet says:

¢« «Love walks with pity under arm.’

“ Courage, then ; I shall win her yet.”
Mary Mork was indeed in the coils of the serpent.



EFFECT OF THE SIGNET.



“And fain would her sons all her high precepts keep,
Defending the right—amid all peril and danger,
Bringing smiles of new joy to the eyelids that weep,
And befriending the poor, the oppressed, and the stranger:
This, their life-task, her due,
By her teachings pursue,
With the Eye of Omniscience forever in view;
Till their labor accepted, as columns of grace,
In the temple eternal, hereafter have place.”
Mary G. Hare.



CHAPTER VI

ATTHEW ORALL, in his peregri-
nations about the country, often
visited New York in search of
adventures and funds. He had
for many years, however, well kept
up his character at home, constantly asso-
ciated with that class of persons who were
noted for their depraved morals and suc-
cessful depredations on society. He had thus early
become an expert gambler and able professor of
“thimble-rigging,” “the little joker,” and other ap-
proved means of getting possession of the money of
such unsophisticated countrymen as happened to
come in his way.

Falling in with Colonel ScrANTOX, in one of these
visits, that practiced deceiver soon discovered his
thoroughly unprincipled character, and often em-
ployed him in affairs of not the most honorable
deseription.

‘When OrALL was repulsed by Miss Morg, and in
furious hate was contriving some scheme of revenge
against her, his thoughts chanced to fall on Colonel
Scraxtoxn. Knowing well the habits of that heart-
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less libertine, he immediately conceived the idea of
making him the instrument of his vengeance. He
could thus, also, replenish his exhausted purse; for
he knew the colonel would pay liberally if he once
succeeded in piacing Miss MorE in his power, which
he did not doubt he could easily do.

He directly wrote the colonel, giving him a descrip-
tion of that beautiful girl, inclosing, at the same
time, a miniature likeness of the maiden, of which,
by some means or other, he had possessed himself.
He proposed to deliver her into his hands for a con-

ideration.

The colonel immediately accepted the proposition,
and in due time the vile scheme was carried into
effect, as has been already related.

We have scen how the colonel sped in his suit.
Although he had not made much progress, he did
not doubt of final success. Skilled in all the ways
of the heart, he believed that in a few days, under
his fascinations, that pity, which she confessed she
might feel for one in the situation he professed to
be, would, by a natural transition, pass into love.
Consequently, he awoke the next morning, after the
scene in the library, in excellent humor with himself
and all the world.

As to our heroine, after a night of disturbed slum-
ber, she arose in the morning, resolved, as her best
course, to appear not to remember the scenes of the
preceding evening, but watch closely for any chances
of escape that might offer. Colonel ScranTox had
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completely bewildered her. His conversations on
general subjects were so agreeable, his views so just,
and then he spoke of his love with so much earnest-
ness and apparent sincerity, she knew not what to
think. Did he really love her? or was he an unprin-*
cipled villain, seeking to ruin her? She did not
know whether to hate or pity him. She eould not
love him ; for her faithful heart was fast anchored in
the bosom of Epwix MorLEy. But, then, woman
is fond of admiration, and will forgive man much if
she believes his crimes have been committed through
love of ler. '

Determined to escape, and knowing that it would
be useless to apply to the servants, she resolved to
appeal to the honor of the colonel, and persuade him,
if possible, to restore her to her friends.

The colonel, however, went out earlly in the morn-
ing, and she had no opportunity of seeing him till
late in the afternoon, when he joined her in one of
the drawing-rooms.

He was unusually courteous; for he evidently
desired to gain her confidence. He saw she was no
ordinary person, and would not be gained through
mere passion. Her reason and conscience must be
perverted, and this he thought possible through an
artful and infernal logic, of which he was perfect
master. It is true, this would require time, and the
exercise of much prudence. He knew that to win
her he must make her believe that his purposes were
honorable.
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Taking a seat by her side, he said, in a voice soft
and tender: “Mary, dear Bary, I hope you were not
offended at the: occurrences of last evening. In
abducting you, and keeping you a prisoner in my
" house, I know I have committed a great crime ; but
then the fatal love which consumes me seems to me
a sufficient excuse. Your own nature is so calm and
gentle you cannot tell what madness and folly—even
crimes—a man may be guilty of who is the victim of
an over-mastering passion like mine. Nay, fair girl,
do not start; for I meditate no crimes toward you,
sweet one; but I cannot refrain from saying how
deeply I love you, and how highly I appreciate your
unequaled beauty, your graces and accomplishments,
both of person and mind. Now, say, dearest,” he
added, “ do you forgive me?”

The poor girl could not answer. She knew in her
heart she could not forgive him ; but his soft, musical
words, subdued manner, and assumed tenderness had
so confused her reason she could not speak. She sat
there, trembling under his fascinating gaze, like a bird
fluttering in the infectious breath of a serpent. She
seemed like one in a dream. At length recovering
herself, she suddenly arose, and placing her hand on
his arm, and looking up into his face with an earnest,
pleading look :

“Qh, sir! be generous and just,” she cried; “re-
lease me, and allow me to go to my friends, and I
will freely forgive you, and forget that you have ever
wronged me. I never can return your love, nor



WHAT THE SIGNET EFFECTLD. 119

voluntarily be yours, and surely you would not out-
rage a poor, helpless gitl. Do, do let me go! See,
I implore you on my knees!” And the hapless
maiden sank down at his feet.

Colonel Scraxtox looked down on the graceful

form now bending before him like a drooping flower,
and devoured her with his burning glances. His
senses inflamed, and his blood on fire, he was deter-
mined that she should not escape him. TForgetting
the plan which he had adopted, and which bhis
reason told him was the only one that could succeed,
he allowed himself to be borne away by the storm
of passion that now raged uncontrolled through his
heart. He dissembled no longer; but exclaimed, as
he grasped her in his strong arms, and covered her
with his vile caresses, “ Mine you are, and mine you
shall be.”
. “Never!” she cried; and, with the strength of
desperation, she broke from his corrupt embrace,
and fled to the opposite side of the drawing-room,
where she stood confronting him in all the dig-
nity of offended virtue. He bent his head under
the look of withering scorn which she cast upon -
him. .

At length he said, in a voice hoarse with concen-
trated rage: “You cannot escape me. Your reputa-
tion is already hopelessly compromised; you are
regarded as the favorite flower of my harem, and I
intend this evening to introduce my beautiful
mistress to some select friends. So make your-
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self as charming and agreeable as possible, for
I want them to see what a brilllant prize I have
won.”

With these words, he left the room, and passed
into his library.

Left alone, the unfortunate girl, in utter despair,
sunk down upon an ottoman, and buried her face in
her hands, exclaiming: “Oh, my Gob! is there no
help? Ol, my mother, my poor mother! how little
do you dream of the terrible fate which has fallen on
your poor child!”

The helpless girl felt herself deserted by heaven
and earth. Her position was so new and strange, so
wholly unexpected, she doubted whether she really
possessed her senses, or might not be dreaming.
She racked her brain to discover some means of
escape, but without success. No prisoner was ever
guarded with more jealous care. .

¢“Qh, I shall go mad!” she cried, in a tone of inde-
scribable woe, and fell prostrate upon the ottoman,
nearly deprived of her senses.

She must have been in that stupor of sorrow for
some time ; for when she revived, and opened her eyes,
the last glimmer of day had disappeared, and the
parlors and drawing-rooms were brilliantly lighted.
She arose, and was just fleeing to her chamber, when
the- door opened, and Colonel ScraNTON appeared,
followed by three gentlemen, whom he immediately
introduced as his best friends, and saying that he
hoped she would find their society agreeable.
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The terror-stricken child, scarcely knowing where
she was, or what she did, her senses were so be-
numbed, saluted the gentlemen mechanically, and
advanced a few steps toward the door, as if she
would leave the room, when some sudden thought
or impression, which she herself could not define,
restrained her, and she returned, and seated herself
at a table by the side of a shaded lamp, and ap-
peared to be busy with some embroidery.

The three gentlemen were HARRY LORILLARD,
CrArRLES BENnTON and Frank Borraxp—the boon
companions of Colonel ScraNToN, whom we have
already once seen at the counting-room of the latter.
They bad come according to agreement to see the
colonel’s new conquest.

If Miss More had cherished any hope that she
might appeal to these persons for protection it must
soon have been dispelled. :

Once only she turned her eyes upon them; but
the bold, licentious looks they cast npon her, and
the significant glances they exchanged with each
other and the colonel, made her quickly cast them
down.

The gentlemen conversed some time apart, but in
50 low a tone that she heard nothing except the
following words, which caused her cheeks to crimson
with the blushes of virtuous indignation :

“I say, HexNry,” said CHARLES BENTON, “is she
not a most splendid creature? Isn’t the colonel a

lucky dog?”
6
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“By Heaven! your are right CHARLEY,” replied
LoriLiARD ; “she is a conquest worthy of a king.”

The pure-minded maiden felt that she should
suffocate in that pestiferous atmosphere, and was on
the point of rising to escape to her own room, when
the door-bell rang, and in a few seconds a servant
presented himself, and announced that two gentle-
men desired to see Mr. BorLAND ; at the same time
placing in that gentleman’s hand two cards. Survey-
ing the cards a moment, he exclaimed :

“As I live, two of my best friends and customers,
from Virginia ; capital fellows! Shall Ireceive them
here? They will be an exceilent addition to our
company ?”

Now, the colonel, for eertain reasons, had no desire
for any more visitors that evening, and especially
strangers; yet, as he could make no reasonable
objection, he signified his willingness to receive
them. Accordingly, they were ushered in by the
servant. After exchanging salutations with them,
Mr. BorLAND said :

“ Allow me, gentlemen, to present to you my
friends, General Crarx and DMajor HENRY, of
Virginia.”

The party received the new-comers with courtesy.

“You must excuse us, gentlemen,” said General
CLARK, “ for breaking in upon your social circle so
unceremoniously ; but arriving in New York this
evening, and obliged to depart in the morning, and
desiring to spend a few minutes with our friend
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BorraND, we sought him at his hotel, and were
told that he was spending the evening here; so we
ventured to intrude.” :

“Qh! call it no intrusion, gentlemen; the friends
of  FrRANK BoORLAND shall be ever welcome here,”
quickly replied Colonel ScranToN, with exquisite
politeness; and he fang for a servant, and ordered
wine to be brought. .

The eldest of the Virginians, General CLARE, was
about fifty years of age—a finely-formed man, with
a countenance somewhat grave, but expressive of a
most genial nature. The other was not more than
forty, and everything about him indicated a gentle-
man of high cultivation and of the most honorable
sentiments. Their acquaintance with BoRLAND was
of a business character, and it is not to be supposed
that they knew anything of his private habits.

The wine passed freely around, and the colonel
entertained his new guests in the most agreeable
manner.

“ By-the-by, colonel, you have not introduced your
beautiful ward to my friends,” said Mr. BoRrLAND,
with a sly glance at that gentleman.

“True, I forgot,” said the colonel; and, rising, he
led the two strangers to the table where MaARY was
seated, looking abstractedly at her embroidery.

“Gentlemen,” said the colonel, “permit me to
introduce to you my ward, Miss More.”

She looked up as the gentlemen saluted her, and
cast a scrutinizing glance over their persons. That
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glance seemed to work a sudden -transformation
in her appearance. The expression of dark despair
disappeared from her face, and it became radiant
with the light of hope. Her looks were riveted on
the two gentlemen; but she did not speak. They,
in their turn, gazed in wonder at her strange
demeanor, She pressed her hand upon her heart—
did her eyes deceive her?—could she believe her
senses? No, there was no deception. Have cour-
age, oh! child of many sorrows; your deliverance
is nigh!

Yes, her straining eyes saw, unmistakably, the
sure signs of safety. Suspended from the watch-
guard of the younger stranger she beheld the cross
of jet, with its legend of hope, “ IN HOC SIGNO VINCES,”
precisely like the one worn by the mysterious gentle-
man in black, who had saved her from her former
peril; while the elder stranger wore a golden key,
on which she saw engraved the same cabalistic
figures as those drawn on the packet confided to her
keeping by her mother. The reaction in her feelings
was so strong that for some minutes she could not
- speak. Colonel Scrantox believed that she had
really gone mad ; while the two gentlemen looked at
her with a puzzled air.

At length, following an irresistible impulse, she
darted to the side of General CLARK, the elder of the
two, and clinging closely to him, at the same time
pointing to the two mystic emblems, exclaimed :

“By this sign and that I implore your protection.
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Oh, save me from that wicked man!”—designating,
with gesture of disdain, Colonel ScranToN—*oh!
release me from this hateful prison!”

The general placed his arm around the fair girl,
and looked down kindly into her face. The scene
was so strange and sudden that neither gentleman
could well comprehend it.

The colonel was for a moment disconcerted ; but
the dark frown which shaded his face for an instant
disappeared, and, in the coolest and blandest man-
ner, he remarked :

“Do not be alarmed, gentlemen; my ward is
subject to these fits of insanity; during which she

fancies herself the victim of some wicked conspiracy ;
it will soon pass off. I will conduct her to her
chamber.”

“Oh! do not let him touch me!” she eried, in
terror; “he speaks falsely; by a vile treachery he
got me into his power, and seeks to destroy me.
Oh, save me!” And she clung closer to the arm of
the general.

That gentleman was mueh perplexed. The wild
looks of the frightened girl, and the strange manner
he had noticed from the first, certainly seemed to
confirm the statement of the colonel in regard to the
state of her mind; and he was about to pass her
over to him, when his attention was arrested by
something which the poor child hastily thrust into
his hand. ;

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed; as his eyes fell
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upon the object; “what new mystery is this?” At
the same time he drew the trembling girl closer to
him.

Looking upon the packet, he read:

“To him who can read the cabalistic letters.”

He instantly broke the seals, and found a parch-
ment, neatly and compactly folded. It was the
Diploma of a Royal Arch Mason. Folded within
this he found the “Signet of King Solomon ;”—a

golden key—stone, inscribed with the symbol of
Lternity, and the mystic letters—the ever-enduring
record of an ancient and sacred friendship. It bore
also the secret device and initials of Captain James

Mogke. :
The packet contained also a jewel or medal,
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in the form of a double triargle, inwrought in gold,
and richly set with precious stones, bearing this
inseription:

“TO JAMES MORE,

Flaster and Roynl ek Fason;
KNIGHT OF THE TEMPLE, MALTA, AND THE HOLY SEPULCHEL
PRINCE OF ‘THE ROYAL SECRET

AND
Grand Inspector General of the 33d Degree,

‘SPES MEA IN Dro EsT.’

A token of Fraternal Regard.”

The general gazed on these tokens with astonish-
ment. He had known Captain MorE well, and had
cherished a brother’s love for him to the day of his
death.

- “And you, dear child!” he said, in a low voice,
looking down into the lovely face which was turned
anxiously toward him—

“I am his daughter,” she replied, “and I seek
your protection. Do, do take me away from this
hated place, and that terrible man.”

Colonel Scranrtox trembled with rage and vexa-
tion. “She only raves, my dear general; I will con-
duct her to her room, and she will quickly recover.”
And he advanced, and took her by the arm.

“Oh! don’t let him touch me,” almost shrieked
the shuddering girl.

“Be not alarmed, my child,” said the general,
soothingly ; “he shall molest you no more.” At
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the same time, with a powerful movement, he shook
the colonel off, and sent him staggering for some
paces from where he stood. “Touch not this poor
maiden again,” he said, in a grave and severe
tone; “she is now under my protection. I do not
desire to know the motives of you conduct, or by
what deception you have obtained possession of
her person. I shall immediately restore her to her
friends.”

“No, by the heavens! you shall not,” roared the
colonel, beside himself with anger; and backed by
his three friends, he rushed toward the general.

At this moment Major HENRY threw himself be-
tween them, and, presenting a revolver toward the
advancing party, exclaimed :

“Not another step, at your peril!”

“What!” howled the enraged colonel, recoiling
before the deadly instrument, “do you brave and
insult me in my own house?” .

“True,” rejoined the major, sternly, “it is your
own house; but vice and crime have no rights in
any place, while honor, virtue, and justice are privi-
leged to enter everywhere, and should be welcome
and permanent dwellers in every human habita-
tion. Providence undoubtedly sent us to prevent
the execution of your wicked designs, and rescue
this poor girl.”

The colonel and his helpers, now blinded by their
furious madness, and forgetting all considerations of
prudence, were on the point of renewing the attack
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when a new spectacle arrested them. The door had
been" quietly opened, and a gentleman, habited in a
suit entirely black, entered the room, conducting a

lady, closely vailed, and a little boy. Taken alto--

gether, it was a carious and strange scene. The

parties looked at each other in silent astonishment,

as if asking what all this meant. The stranger,
[ R———
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casting his eyes around, started as they rested on
the sweet girl who leaned trustingly on the bosom
of the general.

“Indeed! Miss More /ere!” he exclaimed, ad-
vancing toward her, with an inquiring look.

“Yes,” replied the general, with a movement
which the stranger directly recognized; * Heaven
has enabled us to rescue this daughter of our
deceased companion from the power of a villain.”

At these words the vailed lady visibly trembled.
The stranger, in an instant comprehended all. Miss
MoRE, at this moment, recognized him as her myste-
rious benefactor, and, with a cry of joy, she ran to
his side, and, taking Lis hand, said:

“Qh! sir, your words were, indeed, plophetlc1 I
have fallen into snares, and suffered much; but
Heaven has preserved me.”

“The world is full of snares, injustice, and wrong,
my poor child,” he rejoined; “and we counstantly
need the arm of Heaven to protect, and its wisdom
to guide us. But Colonel Scraxtox has other
crimes, beside those committed against you, to atone
for,” he proceeded; “and this cruelly-abused lady
appears here, to-night, to demand of him a repara-
tion of ker wrongs.”

The lady removed her vail, and disclosed a head
and face lovely as a vision of Paradise. She glanced
around the room, and fixed her eyes, at last, on the
colonel. He and his companions seemed transfixed
with amazement.
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“My wife!” he gasped, and staggered backward
into a chair. ‘

The Virginian gentlemen, feeling that ¢ieir work
was accomplished, and not desiring to intrude on
the privacy of a domestic scene, withdrew, taking
with them the grateful girl they had released from
captivity, whom they directly conveyed to her friends
at the seminary. 4

The three rouds, appalled by the beautiful appari-
tion before them, and now, since reflection had
returned, thoroughly ashamed of the part they had
been acting in the earlier portion of the evening,
sneaked away, and silently left the house.

The colonel sat uneasily on his chair, and the
working of his features bore striking witness to the
violence of his emotions; while his wife, overcome
by her agitations, sank down upon a sofa by the side
ofther boy, and sobbed convulsively.

At length, the stranger, approaching Colonel
ScranToN, addressed him :

“Your estimable, but ill-treated wife, saved from
" want and misery, in a distant city, by the charity of
strangers, has come to claim her own, and ask some
reparation for her great wrongs.”

“Oh! heaven, what a brute I have been,” groaned
the colonel, “to sin against so much love, purity,
and goodness! "My crimes are beyond all repara-
tion. Heaven may pardon me, but I cannot forgive
myself. Oh, my loving, patient, and much-injured
wife! I dare not ask you to forgive me; and yet”-—
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he continued, impetuously—* although I cannot say
a single word to extenuate my guilt, or relieve its
terrible blackness, I can call Gop to witness that,
until the fatal hour when DMiss MirLwoop, that dark
spirit of evil, entered my house, I never had a
thought that was not wholly devoted to you, whom I
loved to adoration. And even when she had bound
me fast in her voluptuous chains, and held me in
absolute thraldom, my Aeart still clung to my wife.
And when you so mysteriously disappeared, and, all
my efforts to trace you proving fruitless, I gave you
up as dead, my agony and remorse were unbounded ;
for days I shut myself up, and would see no one.
But at length the sense of utter desolation which
oppressed me became so intolerable that I rushed
madly into the world, and, plunging into the fiery
whirlpool of guilty excitements, sought thus to
drown all memory of the past. And what a life has
mine been since! Too vile to stand before so much
purity, I relieve you of my presence. All that I
have is yours—umy entire fortune. I go forth an
outeast, to do penance for my sins; but I will never
cease to pray for your happiness.”

He took his beautiful boy in his arms, and pressed
him for a moment to Lis heart, and then, casting a
look of remorse and tenderness upon his sorrow-
stricken wife, whom he felt himself too guilty to
embrace, he was rushing toward the door, when his
wife intercepted him.

“Oh, my husband! my husband!” she cried, “ yon
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have sinned, and I have suffered; but I forgive you
all!” ~ And she threw herself, weeping, upon his
neclk.

“My Gon! my Gop!” exclaimed the repentant
husband; “I am unworthy this forgiveness—un--
worthy to have such an angel for a wife. But I am
changed. The moment you drew aside your vail,
and I saw your beautiful face turned toward me, I
felt the spirits of impurity fleeing from my heart,
which they had possessed so long, and an influence
like an angel’s presence stealing in to occupy their
place.” .

OLh! the regenerating power of woman’s love!
‘Who can worthily deseribe the depth of her tender-
ness, or the strength of her affection, or the bound-
lessness of her forgiving charity !

The stranger’s sad face was lighted up with a
smile of satisfaction, as he looked upon this scene,
and, after some kind words of advice to the recon-
ciled couple, he departed, repeating to himself the
beautiful lines of GoETHE, that great revelator of the
mysteries of the human heart:

‘ Here eyes do regard you
In eternity’s stillness;
Here is all fullness,

Ye brave, to reward you;
Work, and despair not.’

“ Although,” he continued, “hatred, lust, and crime
march over the world to degrade, divide, and
destroy, charity and love follow swiftly on their
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track, to unite, to heal, and to restore. Yes, through
love, patience, and perseverance, every obstacle
shall give way, all vice shall be subdued, and the
human race redeemed. Thus LABOR, the great primal
curse, becomes a sublime benediction! Through it,
the unity of humanity is vindicated, and man re-
installed in his ancient rights. By it, the mighty
stream of progress is made to sweep onward from
age to age, bearing all nearer and nearer the throne
of the great Father. Through thy ministry, oh!
labor divine—once a curse, but now a blessing !—
shall the thunder-laden clouds which gloom over
creation’s face, pouring their torrents of vice and
misery on a groaning world, be rolled away, and the
heavens, radiant with everlasting sunshine, shall
bend down to embrace the earth, and. lift up man
to Gop!”



A HUSBAND SOUGHT.



' Thou lov'st another, then ?—but what to me
Is this ?—'tis nothing—mnothing e’er can be:
But, yet, thou lov’st—and—oh! I envy those
Whose hearts on hearts as faithful can repose:
Who nevet feel the void—the wandering thought,
That sighs o'er visions such as mine hath wrought.”
ByroN.



CHAPTER VII.

May Mizrwoop prepared all her batte-
ries for an attack, which she doubted
Zxsr- not would prove successful, on the
heart of Epwiy Morrey. She knew that she
would have formidable difficulties to sur-
mount, and that her object could be gained
only through a long series of deceptions,
stratagems, and perhaps crimes. But these did not
discourage her. She had faith in the resources of
her strong will, and, like’ an astute general as she
was, sat down and calmly considered and laid out

her plans. )

She was well aware that MorrLey's heart was
already engaged; that he loved Miss MorE with a
deep and earnest affection, and had been some
months her betrothed husband; and that he would
deem it dishonorable in the highest degree to violate
any of his engagements. She was equally well aware
that his love was fully ngsponded to by that beauti-
ful girl, whose matchless loveliness, purity of soul,
and elevated character, could not fail to exercise a
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powerful influence over him, which it would be diffi-
cult to overcome.

Besides, she was older than MorLEy, by two or
three years; and, although pretty and fascinating,
had nothing of the fresh and rosy beauty of Miss
More. But, then, MorLEY did not know her age,
and art could easily repair or conceal the damaging
effects of years, and of the life of passion she had
led. To this end, she had her long auburn tresses
cut off, and dressed herself in such a manner as
made her appear five or six years younger than she
really was. Indeed, after this transformation, she
looked like an artless girl of sixteen or seventeen.

She constantly sought MoRLEY'S society, and cir-
cumstances greatly favored her in this.

Her grandfather—an aged and feeble gentle-
man—dwelt some two or three miles distant, at
Lynnville, in the same town, and near the resi-
dence of MorLEY's parents. Called often to attend
on her aged relative, her visits now became more
frequent than ever. Without appearing to seek
him, she contrived her plans so artfully that scarcely
a day passed but she met him somewhere, when he
would accompany her in a walk, and return with her
to her grandfather’s house.

MorrEY was pleased, evidently, with her society.
The originality of her ideas, her intelligence, and
lively manners, were not without a certain charm for
him, and he innocently yielded to the attraction
which drew him to her presence.
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One evening he came to inquire after the health
of the old gentleman, when May, who had secn
him coming up the street, met him at the door,
with one of her sweetest smiles, and led him into
the house.

“How glad I am that you thought of calling
here to-night,” she said, after they were seated;
“I was getting so lonely, I knew not what to do
with myself. Grandfather has not been so well
to-day ; and grandmother, worn out with watching,
has rctired, and I have taken her place. I was
just thinking, when you came in, how I could occupy
my thoughts, and amuse myself, through my solitary
vigil.” 3

“T see, however, you have the best of company—
books,” rejoined MorLEY; and he took up a volume
that lay in her lap, which she had been reading, and
opened it. It was a copy of SHELLEY'S poems, a
favorite author of her’s, and the numerous notes that
covered the margins showed that she had been more
than a casual reader of it. This MoRLEY observed ;
but he did not observe that nearly all the notes of
approval referred to the most immoral portions of
the work.

Miss MiLLwoop was a good reader ; and, selecting
such passages as she thought would best suit her
present purposes, and, among others, one entitled
“ The Philosophy of Love,” she read them with such
effect that when she came to the closing lines of the
latter poem,
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* * * * * *

“The clouds of heaven mix together,

With a sweet emotion—
* * * * * *

The sunbeams kiss the earth;

The moonbeams kiss the sea;

But what are all these kisses worth,
If thou kiss not me?”

MorrLEY felt a strange, wild thrill of pleasure shoot
through all his veins. He gazed on the dangerous
syren with rapturous admiration. The artful girl
noted, with a smile of triumph, the point she had
gained, and determined still further to strengthen
herself in the position she had acquired in his regard.
She possessed, herself, considerable poetic gifts, and,
taking from a table some recent numbers of the
Oceanville Telegraph, pointed out to him several
poems of her own, which, under the nom de plume
of “LerTie LrLaxp,” she had econtributed to the
columns of that journal. As she recited some of
these pieces from memory, he listened with increas-
ing interest. Her soft tones, tremulous with emo-
tion, her eyes lighted up with enthusiasm, and her
face glowing with passion, all united to intoxicate
his senses, and awaken a wild tumult in his heart;
and when, at a late hour, he bade her good night,
and departed, he went away, thinking that, after
Mary Morg, Miss MInLwoeobd was the most bewitching
and lovely maiden he had ever beheld.

May was highly delighted with her progress thus
far; but still she knew that MorRLEY's heart wag
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loyal, and felt that, while it would be easy enough to
ensnare his senses and win his admiration, it would
be more difficult to gain his love. Some plan must
be devised to divide the lovers, by sowing the seeds
of suspicion and distrust in their hearts, or she would
surely lose the game.

For some time after MorrLEY'S departure she re-
mained in deep thought, as if revolving some
‘weighty problem in her mind. At length the air
of perplexity vanished from her face, and she smiled
as if she had found a satisfactory solution of the
questions which she had been meditating. Beating
the floor with her small, pretty foot, she said to
herself: A

“Yes, that will do. Miss MoRE must be made to
believe that MorLEY has deserted her; and he must
be convinced that she, having found another lover,
has forgotten him. Yes, I shall have a husband,”
she continued; “and Epwix Morrey shall be the
man!”

But let it not be supposed that she looked forward
to such a union with that pure pleasure which a
noble and virtuous soul feels who belicves marriage
to be the close blending together of two hearts in
holiest and sweetest bonds of affection—bonds per-
petual for time and eternity. Of love and marriage,
viewed in this light, she had, absolutely, no concep-
tion. Indeed, marriage, with her, was simply a con-
venience—a negessary evil—and her wayward and
tickle nature recoiled from the restraints even of
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such an alliance. But, then, she shrank with greater
dread from the possibility of being called an “old
maid.”

But her designs on MoRrLEY were prompted by
another motive. She hated MArY More. The inno-
cence and purity of that young lady were a standing
reproach to herself; while she was also envious of
her rare beauty and spotless reputation. It is natural
for evil natures to dislike that which is good, and to
seek the injury of those better than themselves. Thus,
it was not merely to gain a husband, and a settlement
in life, that led her to desire to captivate MORLEY,
but to triumph over & rival whom she hated, and
would be only too happy to destroy.

She had, until recently, been an intimate acquaint-
ance of Miss Morg, and none were louder in profes-
sions of friendly interest than she; but at the same
time her heart burned with jealousy, envy, and the
most inveterate malice. She still continued to call on
Mrs. Morg, and inquire kindly of MAry; but it was
only to acquire information that she might, perhaps,
employ in furthering her own schemes.

A few days after the interview with MorLEY which
we have just described, Miss M1LLwooD returned to
Oceanville, and had a conference with ORALL.

“ MarTHEW,” she said, “you hate Mary MorE, and
desire to punish her for what you conceive to be an
insult?”

“Exactly so,” replied that worthy, affectionately
stroking his moustache.



MILLWOOD STRIVING FOR A HUSBAND. 143

“And 1,” she continued, “must win the love of
EpwiN MoRLEY.”

“Welll” ejaculated ORALL.

“Your last scheme—the snare you and Colonel
ScraxtoN devised—did not succeed, I hear.”

“No, by all the demons!” he exclaimed; “she
escaped in the most mysterious manner.”

“So I have heard ; but we must not let the matter
drop ; we must separate the lovers.”

* Well—But how?”

“Listen. You call frequently at the post-oftice in
Lynnville, and sometimes assist in making up the
mails, do you not?”

“True.”

“And you know the handwriting of both MorrLEY
and Miss Morg?”

“I do.”

“The way is easy, then: you must abstract and
destroy all letters that pass between them.”

“The devil! But that would be dangerous,” replied
ORALL.

* “Dangerous!” cried May, with a sneer; “who
ever stopped to calculate the danger, when seeking
revenge!”

“Or ahusband ?” interrupted OrsLL, with a mock-
ing laugh. “Nevertheless, the plan is a good one,
and it shall be executed.”

* * * * * *

Meanwhile, affairs in Oceanville proceeded in their
usual quiet manner.
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Mrs. More had recveived a letter from Mary, giving
a detailed account of her dangerous adventure in
New York, and the wonderful manner in which she
escaped from her perilous condition, through the
instrumentality of the “Signet of King Solomon,”—
that mysterious talisman which her father had sent
her, as it were, from his grave.

Mrs. More pondered deeply over the strange
abduction of her daughter; but the more she tried
to probe the mystery the more inexplicable it became.
It was evident that her daughter had secret foes
somewhere, who were persistently at work to compass
her destruction. But why should that sweet child,
whose whole life had been so quiet and harmless,
whose manner was so meek, and modest, and retiring,
have enemies? Her maternal heart was still agitated
by sad forebodings of new dangers which might
befall her beloved child ; and her only comfort was,
that if she were followed by invisible foes, who were
working to her harm, she was also surrounded with
invisible friends, and possessed the means of calling
them to her aid. Wishing to urge upon her the
necessity of being on her guard against new dan-
gers, she wrote her as follows :

¢ OceANvILLE, July 12, 185-,
«“My BELOVED CHILD:

¢ Your letter, acquainting me with the dangers you encountered
on arriving in New York, is before me. Let us thank Gop for your
happy escape, and pray that heaven will bless those who came so

providentially to your rescue. Oh! be careful and watchful. It
is an ungracious task, and seems almost monstrous to counsel you
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to be suspicious and distrustful of all who approach you; but,
situated as you are, surrounded with you know not what unknown
enemies, it becomes necessary.

My anxious heart still throbs its painful prophecy of new dan-
gers, which may strike you at any moment; but I am consoled by
the thought that your father’s spirit is watching over, and invisible
arms are stretched forth to protect you.

“EmyA sends you a thousand kisses and a world of love; and
little AcGIE desires me to ask if you daily kiss the flowers she named
for those who love you so well. ¥

“With much love, and many prayers for your safety and happi-
ness, I remain ever your affectionate mother,

ANNA More.
¢“P.S.—Epwin has called several times to inquire after you.
He seems to suffer more from your absence than the rest of us.
Noble young man! A M
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PERPLEXED LLOV ERS.



«If, like a snake, she steals within your walls,
Till the black slime betray her as she erawls;
If, like a viper, to the heart she wind,

And leave the venom there she did not find,
What marvel that this hag of hetred works
Eternal evil, lateut as she k"



CHAPTER VIIL

to her new position in New York,
and, devoting herself assiduously to
her duties, soon gained the unre-
served esteem of her employers and
fellow-teachers, and the warmest affections of
her pupils. With her rare beauty, and rich
qualities of mind and heart, it could scarcely
be otherwise. During the first three or four weeks,
she was the picture of happiness and eontentment.
If she regretted the society of the dear ones at home,
she was compensated by the thought that she was
laboring for them, and anticipated the pleasure she
would feel when she should transmit to her mother
her first quarter’s salary. It was a charming picture
that rose before her delighted imagination: Little
Aqarz, fitted with pretty new frocks; Exua, with a
new hat and cloak; and her sweet, patient, loving
mother with many little comforts hitherto denied her;
and all through her labor—her own earnings! It
wag a delicious thought to the brave, noble girl
Dear child! she never thought of herself.

»-»u‘
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After a few weeks, however, she became anxious and
nervous. It was plain that some secret grief preyed
upon her heart. When not engaged with her classes,
she would retire to her room, and sit for hours alone.
One day, after dragging through the weary routine of
her labors, she hastened to her chamber, and, throw-
ing herself, exhausted, into a chair, exclaimed :

“Oh! I can bear this suspense no longer. Itis
three weeks since I received a line from him, while I
have written him four times. Oh, Epwin! Epwin!
can it be that you have forgotten me so soon!” And
the poor girl burst into tears.

MorLEy had early obtained possession of her deep-
estand purest affections ; and, after their engagement,
looking npon him as her future husband, she gave her
virgin heart, with all its rich treasures of love, without
reserve, into his keeping. And now, was that poor
heart to be cast out, and thrust away, and trampled
upon by him whom she had loved with such entire de-
votion, as a thing of no worth? The thought was mad-
ness. She could not think him so base ; and yet, how
could she explain his conduct ? Such heartless neglect
she could not reconcile with his well-known character
—so noble, so truthful, so honorable, and gentle. But,
then, there was the palpable fact—standing out dark
and grim—he took no notice of her letters. And,
besides, one of the last communications of her
mother mentioned that his calls at her house were
less frequent, and that he was seen often with Miss
MiLLwooD.
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“Oh, it must be so!” she cried, in a voice of agony ;
“he is false! false! false! Oh, cruel, cruel Epwin!
you have broken my heart.”

She no longer doubted his treachery. Alas! it was
apainful trial for the poor girl; but she addressed
herself to her duties with undiminished alacrity,
throwing her whole soul into her employment, as if
she -would thus drown all unhappy remembrances.
But they would come, notwithstanding; and it was
plain enough that her great sorrow was rapidly con-
suming the very springs of life.

Each day the roses fell from her cheeks, and her
step became less elastic; while the unnatural bril-
liancy of her beautiful eyes, a short, dry cough, and
constant pain in the chest, awakened the most serious
apprehensions among her friends.

And how was it with MorLEy? He truly loved
MaAry ; though, perhaps, his love was less intense than
hers. Still,he loved her with a strong, manly, trust-
ing affection. Great, therefore, was his perplexity and
grief, when week after week passed by, and he received
no answers to his letters. Had he been deceived in
her? Had she so soon forgotten her engagement to
him, and cast him off for some wealthier suitor? When
he thought of her truth, gentleness, and virtues, and
called to mind all those sweet ways in which a loving
and faithful woman manifests her deep and pure affec-
tion, he found it difficult to believe her false. And
yet, on the other hand, how could he account for her
silence? She had been deaf to his most earnest
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and passionate appeals; letter after letter had been
posted, and the reply looked for with the most pain-
ful anxiety; but no response ever came. The poor
youth was miserable beyond description.

Thus, by a most infernal plot, these two loving
hearts, which beat so fondly and faithfully for each
other, were gradually estranged. Believing each other
false, they sought to find relief from their bitter recol-
lections in forgetting that they had ever loved.

Ah! could they but have known the treachery that
was working their unhappiness !

So the weeks swept alonig on leaden wings—to the
hapless lovers weeks of direst misery. All communi-
cation between them was cut off as effectually as if the
cold, dark sea of death alrecady divided them. Oh!
why cannot hearts that love speak to each other,
although separated by thousands of miles, without the
intervention of written language, mails, or telegraphs?
How many a scheme of treachery and mischief would
thus be foiled in its deadly purpose! How many
hearts that are now often wrecked and broken, thus
comprehending each other, would preserve, in spife
of the machinations of malice, their strong affection
and unfaltering confidence?

Miss Mirrwoop was soon made aware, by the
altered manners of MorLEY, that the blow she had
directed had fallen with sure effect; and the joy of
ber evil soul was unbounded. She had hurled down
and cast forth the idol which had so long been en-
throned in his breast; he was now desolate; she
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could console him; and, beneath the light and
warmth of her smiles, she doubted not the flower of
love would bloom in his heart anew.

One fine evening she met MoRLEY, as she was walk-
ing on the sea-shore, and her heart beat wildly as she
thought that the prize, for which she had been play-
ing so desperate a game, was now almost within her
grasp. Her eyes wore that soft, dreamy, voluptuouns
look usually seen in persons of her ardent tempera-
ment, and the young man felt his blood tingle as
their magnetic gaze turned upon him, and she placed
her small white hand in his.

“Mr. MoRrLEY, it pains me to see you looking so
poorly ; you must be ill,” she said,in a soft and
tender voice, while her beaming eyes continued to
shoot their magnetic fires into his.

Poor youth, he felt the need of sympathy and con-
solation, and he gazed upon the fair enchantress with
looks of admiration and gratitude.

The spell of the Circe was upon him. For a long
time they walked the beach, in the soft twilight, en-
gaged in earnest conversation. My was eloquent,
and, with poetic enthusiasm, spoke of love and sym-
pathy as the great needs of strong and elevated souls.
She said : ‘

“Without them, life is nought; the mightiest in-
telleet falters in its sublime career, and the glittering
wing on which genius soars is paralyzed. Without
them, all effort, all energy and exertion are inet-

fectual, and fruitless of results.”
7*
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MogrrEY felt, in his soul, that all this was true ; for,
since the light of love had been extinguished in his
breast, he had been walking in darkness, stumbling
in dark paths, utterly incapable of addressing himself
to any occupation; and his heart softened toward
the fascinating being who could thus interpret his
thoughts and feelings, and who spoke to him with
such earnest sympathy.

She continued the conversation with passionate
tenderness ; her whole soul spoke in her eyes, face,
words, and seemed to tremble on her rosy lips; and
May Mirrwoop was sincere at the time, and felt all
the passion she expressed. But her passion for
MorLEY was not that high and holy sentiment which
endures through all changes, although it was, proba-
bly, the highest form of love that such a sensuous
nature as hers was capable of feeling. At best, it
was only a beautiful, but fragile flower, that exhales
its perfume in the glory of the morning, and dies
when the shades of evening fall upon it.

It was now quite dark, and MORLEY accompanied
May to the house.

“How happens it, May,” said MorLEY, who had
taken a seat on a sofa, at her side, “that you, who
can picture with such truth and eloquence the passion
and sentiment of love, and seem so capable of feeling
them in all their power, are not yourself in love? Is
your heart, which can divine so readily the expe-
riences of other hearts, invulnerable to all soft
emotions?”
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She cast on him a look of indescribable tenderness,
as she replied :

“Suppose I do feel all I have attempted to de-
seribe, and the man whom I really love is unconscious
of or indifferent to the passion he has inspired ?”

“ Your supposition,” he rejoined, taking her warm,
. velvety hand in his, “is a pure impossibility. There
is no man living who could be indifferent to the love
of a being so lovely and gifted as you.”

“QOh! do you think so?” she hastily replied ; “sup-
pose you were the man?”

MozrEey started. He had been dazzled—charmed ;
his senses had been rapt in a delicious trance; he
felt his soul going forth to embrace the strange girl ;
but he had never questioned his heart, nor sought to
explain the nature of his feelings toward her. The
question, therefore, startled him. For a moment the
sweet facé of MarY Moze flitted before him ; but it was
only for a moment ; and he looked down into the soft,
dreamy eyes which were upturned toward him. He
leaned slightly forward, as if to embrace her, when
some sudden thought seemed to restrain him.

But the passionate girl, yielding to her ardent im-
pulses, threw her arms around his neck, and was press-
ing her voluptuous lips to his, when she started up
with a ery of alarm, and looked with a bewildered air
about the room, as if she expected to see some person.
Three light knocks or taps were heard on the wall.
MorLEY looked around, amazed. The sounds seemed
to be in the apartment; but they might have been
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produced by some one outside, throwing pebbles, one
after another, against the window-blinds. Come
whence they would, they had a strange effect on the
girl. Ashy pale, she walked around, like one entranced
by a will mightier than her own. At length she darted
into the hall, and quickly opened the street-door. She
strained her eyes through the thick gloom, as if she
expected to see some dreaded apparition. She
looked in vain; no object was in sight. Buf, instead,
a voice, which made her very soul quake, came rush-
ing through the black night—a voice, clear, solemn,
and stern as the voice of doom : )

“ Beware, May Millwood ! beware! You are again
on the path of crime, whose end rests on the abyss of
eternal darkness. Beware!”

The voice ceased, and all was silent as the grave—
all, save the loud beatings of her own guilty heart.

Cooling her fevered brow for a few secortds in the
night air, she silently closed the door, and returned
to the room. Recollecting herself; and fearful that
Morrey would think her conduct strange, she threw
herself into a chair, and, pressing her head between
her hands, she exclaimed :

“Qh! this terrible head-ache, which came upon
me so suddenly, has almost crazed me. I must have
taken cold this evening, when standirg on the beach,
in the damp sea atmosphere.”

MoRLEY soon after departed, musing on that wild
and beautiful being, and the strange revelation of
her love,
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Oh! too convincing—dangerously dear---
In woman'’s eye, the unanswerable tear!
That weapon of her weakness she can wield
To save, subdue—at once her spur and shield.
Avoid it—Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs,
Too fondly gazing on that grief of hers!
What'lost a world, and bade a hero fly ?
The timid tear in Cleopatra’s eye.”
Byrox.



CHAPTER IX.

EVERAL months had now rolled away.
" The glory of summer had faded, and
the golden days of autumn had come,
5 trailing their gorgeous drapery of

;L many-colored leaves and rose-tinted clouds
over hill and valley, mountain and plain. Au-
tumn—beautiful, gorgeous, shadowy autumn !
—how grandly eloquent art thou in thy somber
magnificence ! —and deep-toned, mysterious voices,
which rise and fall arourd us, in softest cadence, like
echoes from the Everlasting Shore, bearing the soul
away from all thought of self or individual interests,
to the starry land of reverie—that region so melan-
. choly, and yet so sweet!

We believe it may safely be said that there is no
one who is wholly insensible to the solemn, heart-
awakening influences peculiar to this season of the
year. Its grand and reflective countenance has an
indefinable charm for every earnest and thoughtful
soul. It arouses the torpid memory, and fails not to
bring up from the tomb of the past the events,
experiences and persons which have played their
parts in the solemn history of our ambitions, and



160 SIGNET OF KING SOLOMON.

doubts—our hopes and our griefs. It brings them
all forth, and the phantom-procession moves on in
its brightness or sadness, with all the distinetness of
life, through the chambers of the mind. As we walk
in the dim-lighted wood, fragrant with the odors of
decaying leaves, which cover the paths we tread,
like a soft carpet, while their brothers, in red and
brown, fluttering the brief remnant of their life on
the parent stock, await the blast that shall hurl them
also to the earth—we find ourselves deeply moved,
and turn to a retrospection of the days that are gone.
Again we see, with a swelling heart and swimming
eyes, the delusive hopes which once shone so fairly
upon us, but now darkened forever ; and hear again
the thrilling voice of a love which, perchance—long,
long ago—came to visit our hearts, like the smile of
heaven, but of which nothing now remains but its
sad, sad memory.

EpwiNx MorLEY must have fallen on this train of
thought, and felt powerfully the influence we have
described, as he walked, on one of the finest after-
noons that ever closed an autumnal day, in the grand
old wood that skirted the town of Oceanville. The
pensive expression of his noble countenance showed
that his thoughts were busy with the past, while the
deep shade that rested upon it bore witness to inward
unhappiness. Every rock and tree—every flower,
which still dared to grace the hill-side—every nook
and glen—all reminded him of the days of trust and
hope, and sweet-blossoming love ; and of ker, whom
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he now believed false, and whose image, once so
deeply loved, he was striving to banish forever from
his heart. -

Proceeding along the winding paths, he at length
gained the top of a hill, and, after gazing around for
a moment on the fair prospect which spread out
before him, sat down upon a rock, and fell into a fit
of meditation.

Love, and especially its disappointments, are great
quickeners of the intellect. We do not really live
until love opens to us the great portals of life, and
through its power we begin to reflect on its myste-
rious questions. Love arouses every energy, and
when one loves happily, to him the worlds seem
to roll in immortal splendors. All things glow
with a radiance and beauty, more than earthly,
and overflow with songs of more than human
melody.

But the heart that has been disappointed in its
love dives still deeper in life’s dread mysteries; it
becomes at once a philosopher and a poet.

Thus it was with MorLEy. After musing a few
moments, he took from his pocket a small portfolio,
and, laying it upon his knees before him, wrote with
a pencil. Sorrow had raised him to the region of
poetry, and his heart wailed out its grief in song:

““ Acarn I tread these paths, and climb this hill, _
Where oyce I walked the gayest of the gay;
But now, fast-rushing tears my eyes do fill,
And dismal night enshrouds that brightsome day.
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For then—oh, joyful then!—close to my side
Did cling the idol of my youthful heart;

The glory of my dreams—my promised bride,
And of my soul the complemental part.

Ay, here she sat, upon this mossy stone;
Her head baptized in sunset’s golden ray;
She seemed a goddess, on her radiant throne,

‘While I in worship at her footstool lay.

Yes, here, beneath the glorious arch above,

‘We spoke the vows that bound our hearts in one;
Ye trees and rocks did testify our love—

Also ye skies, and thou bright shining sun.

But now—oh, dreadful Now!—alone I tread,
With faltering step, these sylvan paths along;
My heart mourns o’er its summer visions fled,
And blends its plaints with Autumn’s wailing song.”

.

Thus the young man of twenty-one recorded his
first great grief.

“Why—oh! why is it,” he said to-himself, as he
closed his portfolio, “that I cannot drive entirely
from my heart the image of that false and fickle
girl? She has forgotten me; treats me with silent
scorn and contempt; and yet my thoughts turn con-
stantly to her who has so basely deceived me; 1
love her still.” After musing a little while, he pro-
ceeded: “Love! no I do not love Miss MoRE now ;
for love dies when it is responded to with scorn, or
when its object is unworthy. I love, it is true; but
it is not Miss MORE, either as she was or is, but
rather the image of what I imagined her to be. , It
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is that which I regrét with so much sorrow, and my
utter desolation of soul is occasioned by the loss of
that.” ;

MorrLEY’s philosophy was doubtless correct ; for it
is not in the power of human nature to love baseness,
treachery, or deceit. It may, indeed, waste its affec-
tions on objects that are base and deceitful ; but it is
because the fancy paints them otherwise.

The young man’s thought now turned to Miss ML~
woop. He strove to analyze his feelings in regard to
that young lady. He felt that she had great influ-
ence upon him, and he was drawn to her, notwith-
standing himself. When in her presence, and her
large magnetic eyes were fixed upon him, he was
spell-bound. Every nerve thrilled with a delicious
tremor, and in the charm which she threw around
him, he lost the memory of Miss MoRE, its pains, and
all the world beside. Did he love her; or were his
senses simply intoxicated by her voluptuous charms?
He had asked himself that question a thousand
times. When with her, he thought he did; yet,
when away from her, he felt a coldness around his
heart which he could not account for. He was
alternately attracted and repelled. There was some-
thing about that strangely fascinating creature which
alarmed while it lured him. She seemed to be a
wystery which he could not fathom. That she loved
him with a strange, passionate energy he felt to be
true; but there was in him a conscious shrinking
from that love, even when its spell was the most
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powerfully upon him. All this can be easily ex-
plained. She had plunged his senses into a soft
inebriation, but failed to inspire that sweet trust
and confidence which are the necessary foundation
of love.

There were other things, too, which exercised his
conjectures. There were passages in Miss Mirr-
woop’s life that had been kept closely vailed. Was
she a pure, high-minded, truthful girl? The event
which had so suddenly interrupted their interview
some weeks before, and which had agitated her so
fearfully, was often the subject of his thoughts. Was
it connected with some secret in her history, which
she did not desire to have revealed?

Besides, two years she had spent away from home,
part of the time at school, and the residue on the
pretence of literary employment in Boston and New
York. Scandal had been busy with her alleged pro-
ceedings during this period. She also was in the
constant receipt of letters of a mysterious charac-
ter—some even had been forwarded to her through
him.

Such questionings and circumstances occupied his
mind a long time that afternoon. But his specula-
tions failed to throw a solitary ray of light on that
subject. It was dark as ever. There she stood in
his mind—an inexplicable mystery—beautiful, gleam-
ing as a rainbow, and rosy as the face of early sum-
mer; but he could not answer to himself whether
she were angel or devil. Yet he followed as she
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