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am going away again. Don't let me go. Hear
me speak first. Stop me—stop me!”

¢¢ My poor Xugene, try to be calm.”

“I do try. Itrysohard. Ifyou only knew
how hard! Don’t let -me wander till I have
spoken. Give me a little more wine.”

Lightwood complied. Eugene, with a most
pathetic struggle against the unconsciousness
that was coming over him, and with a look of
appeal that affected his friend profoundly, said:

“You can leave me with Jenny, while you
speak to her and tell her what I beseech of her.
You can leave me with Jenny while you are
gone. There’s not much for you to do. You
won't be long away.” -

“No, no, no. But tell me what it is that I
shall do, Eugene !”

“T am going! You can’t hold me.”

“Tell me in a word, Eugene!”

His eyes were fixed again, and the only word
that came from his lips was the word millions of
times repeated.  Lizzie, Lizzie, Lizzie,

But the watchful little dress-maker had been
vigilant as ever in her watch, and she now came
up and touched Lightwood’s arm as he looked
down at his friend, despairingly.

¢ Hush !” she said, with her finger on her lips.
¢ His eyes arc closing. He'll be conscious when
he next opens them.  Shall I give you a leading
word to say to him 7?7

¢ Jenny, if you could c¢nly give me the right
word !”

“I can. Stoop down.”

He stooped, and she whispered in his ear.
She whispered in his car one short word of a sin-
gle syllable. Lightwood started, and looked at
her. i

“Try it,” said the little creature, with an ex-
cited and exultant face. She then bent over the
unconscious man, and, for the first time, kissed
him on the cheek, and kissed the poor maimed
hand that was nearest to her.  Then, she with-
drew to the foot of the bed.

Some two hours afterward, Mortimer Light-
wood saw his consciousness come back, and in-
stantly, but very tranquilly, bent over him.

“Don’t speak, Eugene. Do no more than
look at me, and listen to me. You follow what
I say.”

He moved his head in assent.

“] am going on from the point where we
broke off. Is the word we should soon have
come to—is it—Wife 2"

¢« O God bless you, Mortimer!”

«“Hush! Don't be agitated. Don’t speak.
ITear me, dear Eugene. Your mind will be
more at peace, lying here, if you make Lizzie
your wife. You wish me to speak to her, and
tell her so, and entrcat her to be your wife.
You ask her to kneel at this bedside and be mar-
ried to you, that your reparation may be com-
plete. Is thatso?”

¢Yes. God bless you! Yes.”

«“Tt shall be done, Bugene. Trust it to me.
I shall have to go away for some few hours, to

give effect to your wishes. You sce this is un-
avoidable ?”

¢ Dear friend, I said so.”

“True. ButIhad notthe clew then.
do you think I got it ?”

Glancing wistfully around, Eugene saw Miss
Jenny at the foot of the bed, looking at him with
her elbows on the bed, and her head upon her
hands. There was a trace of his whimsical air
upon him, as he tried to smile at her.

+¢Yes indeed,” said Lightwood, ¢‘the discov-
ery was hers. Observe, my dear Eugene ; while
I am away you will know that I have discharged
my trust with Lizzie, by finding her here, in my
present place at your bedside, to leave you no
more. A final word before I go. This is the
right course of a truc man, Eugene. And I
solemnly believe, with all my soul, that if Prov-
idance should mercifully restore you to us, you
will be blessed with a noble wife in the preserver
of your life, whom you will dearly love.”

¢ Amen. I am surc of that. But I shall not
come through it, Mortimer.”

“You will not be the less hopeful or less
strong, for this, Eugene.”

“No. Touch my face with yours, in case I
should not hold out till you come back. I love
you, Mortimer. Don’t be uneasy for me while
your are gone. If my dear brave girl will take
me, I feel persuaded that I shall live long enough
to be married, dear fellow.”

Miss Jenny gave up altogether on this part-
ing taking place between the friends, and, sitting
with her back toward the bed in the bower made
by her bright hair, wept heattily, though noise-
lessly. Mortimer Lightwood was soon gone.
As the evening light lengthened the heavy re-
flections of the trees in the river, another figure
came with a soft step into the sick room.

«“Js he conscious?” asked the little dress-
maker, as the figure took its station by the pil-
low. For, Jenny had given place to it immedi-
ately, and could not sce the sufferer’s face, in
the dark room, from her new and removed po-
sition.

¢« I{e is conscious, Jenny,” murmured Eugenc
for himself. ¢ He knows his wife.”

How

CHAPTER XI.

EFFECT IS GIVEN TO THE DOLLS DRESS-MAK-
LR'S DISCOVERY.

Mgs. Joux Roxes:yITi sat at needle-work in
her neat little room, beside a basket of neat lit-
tle articles of clothing, which presented so much
of the appearance of being in the dolls’ dress- -
maker’s way of business, that one might have
supposed she was going to set up in opposition
to Miss Wren. Whether the Complete British
Family Housewife had imparted sage counsel
anent them, did not appear, but probably not,
as that cloudy oracle was nowhere visible. For
certain, however, Mrs. John Rokesmith stitched
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at them with so dextrous a hand, that she must
have taken lessons of somebody. Love is in all
things a most wonderful teacher, and perhaps
love (from a pictorial point of view, with nothing
on but a thimble) had been teaching this branch
of needle-work to Mrs. John Rokesmith.

It was near John's time for coming home, but
as Mrs. John was desirous to finish a special tri-
umph of her skill before dinner, she did not go
out to meet him. Placidly, though rather con-
sequentially smiling, she sat stitching away with
a regular sound, like a sort of dimpled little
charming Dresden-china clock by the very best
maker.

A knock at the door, and a ring at the bell.
Not John; or Bella would have flown out to
meet him. Then who, if not John? Bella was
asking herself the question, when that flutter-
ing iittle fool of a servant fluttered in, saying,
“Mr. Lightwood !”

- Oh good gracious!

Bella had but time to throw a handkerchief
over the basket, when Mr. Lightwood made his
bow. There was something amiss with Mr.
Lightwood, for he was strangely grave and
looked ill.

Witha brief reference to the happy time when
it had been his privilege to know Mrs. Roke-
smith as Miss Wilfer, Mr. Lightwood explained
what was amiss with him and why he came. He
came bearing Lizzic Hexam’s carnest hope that
Mrs. John Rokesmith would see her married.

Bella was so fluttered by the request, and by
the short narrative he had feelingly given her,
that there never was a more timely smelling-
bottle than John’s knock. ¢ My husband,”
said Bella; ¢ I'll bring him in.”

But that turned out to be more easily said
than done; for, the instant she mentioned Mr.
Lightwood’s name, John stopped, with his hand
upon the lock of the room door.

“ Come up stairs, my darling.”

Bella was amazed by the flush in his face, and
by his sudden turning away.
mean ?” she thought, as she accompanied him
up stairs.

“Now, my life,” said John, taking her on his
knee, ¢‘tell me all about it.”

All very well to say, ¢¢Tell me all about it;”
but John was very much confused.

while Bella told him all about it. Yet she knew
that he took a great interest in Lizzic and her
fortunes. What could it mean?

“ You will come to this marriage with me,
John dear?” '

“N-—mno, my love; I can’t do that.”

“You can’t do that, John?”

“* No, my dear, it's quite out of the question.
Not to be thought of.”

“ Am I to go alone, John?”

“No, my dear, you will go with Mr. Light-
wood.” ‘

“Don’t yon think it's time we went down to
Mr. Lightwood, John dear?” Bella insinuated.

thing to me; ncither has Mr, Wrayburn.
yet I have cxactly the same objection to both
of them.” ’

“¥What can it

up herself.
'sphinx!
‘nice confidential husband,” said Bella, in a tone
;of injury.

His atten- |

tion cvidently trailed off, now and then, cven ‘ing her check, with a grave smile, as she cast

. ¢My darling, it’s almost time you went, but
I must ask you to excuse me to him altogeth-
er.”

““You never mean, John dear, that you arc
not going to sece him? Why, he knows you
have come home. I told him so.”

“That's a little unfortunate, but ¥ can’t he
helped. Unfortunate or fortunate, I positively
¢an not see him, my love.”

Bella cast about in her mind what zould bo
his rcason for this unaccountable bchavior, as
she sat on his knee looking at him in astonish-
ment and pouting a little.” A weak reason pre-
sented itself.

¢ John dear, you never can be jealous of Mr.

Lightwood ?”
- ¢“Why, my precious child,” returned her hus-
band, laughing outright, ‘“how could I be jeal-
ous of him? ‘Why should I be jealous of him ?”
. ““Because you know, John,” pursned Bella.
pouting a little more, ‘‘though he did rather ad-
mire me once, it was not my fault.”

¢TIt was your fault that I admired you,” re-
turned her husband, with a look of pride in her,
““and why not your fault that he admired you?
But I jealous on that account? Why, I must
go distracted for life if I turned jealous of every
one who used to find my wife beautiful and win-
ning!”

“T am half angry with you, John dear,” said
Bella, laughing a little, “and half pleased with
you; beeause you are such a stupid old fellow,
and yet you say nice things, as if you meant
them. Don’t be mysterious, Sir.  What harm
do you know of Mr. Lightwood 2”

¢ None, my love.”

¢ What has he ever done to you, John 2

¢“He has never done any thing to me, my
dear. - Tknow no more against him than I know
against Mr. Wrayburn ; he has never done any
And’

«Oh, John!” retorted Bella, as if she were
giving him up for a bad job, as she used to give
“You arc nothing better than a
And a married sphinx isn’t a—isn’t a

¢ Bella, my life,” said John Rokesmith, touch-

down her eyes and pouted again; “‘look at me.

‘T want to speak to you.”

¢In carnest, Blue Beard of the secrct cham-
ber ?” asked Bella, clearing her pretty face.

“In carnest. And I confess to the secret
chamber. Don’t you remember that you asked
me not to declare what I thought of your higher
qualities until you had been tried ?”

«Yes, John dear. And I fully meant it, and
I fully mean it.” ’

“The time will come, my darling—I am no
prophet, but I say so—when you will be tried.
The time will come, I think, when you will un-
devgo a trial through which you will never pass
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quite txiumphantly for me unless you can put
perfect faith in me.”

“Then you may be sure of me, John dear,
for I can put perfect faith in you, and I do, and
I always, always will. - Don’t judge me by a
little thing like this, John. In little things I
am a httlg thing myself—I always was. Butin
great things T hope not; X don’t mean to boast,
John dear, but I hope not.”

He was cven better convinced of the truth of
what she said than she was as he felt her loving
arms about him. If the Golden Dustman’s rich-
¢s had been his to stake, he would have staked
them to the last farthing on the fidelity through
zood and cvil of her affectionate and trusting
heart.

“Now I’ll go down to, and go away with, Mr.
Lightwood,” said Bella, springing up. ¢ You
are the most creasing and tumbling Clumsy-
Boots of a packer, John, that ever was; but if
you're quite good, and will promise never to do
so any more (though I don’t know what you
have done!), you may pack me a little bag for a
night, while I get my bonnet on.”

He gayly complied, and she tied her dimpled
chin up, and shook her head into her bonnet,
and pulled out the bows of her bonnet-strings,
and got her gloves on, finger by finger, and final-
Iy got them on her little plump hands, and bade
him good-by, and went down. Mr. Lightwood’s
impatience was much relieved when he found
her dressed for departure.

“Mr. Rokesmith goes with us?” he said, hesi-
tating, with a look toward the door.

“QOh, I forgot!” replied Bella. ¢“Ilis best
compliments. His face is swollen to the size of
two faces, and he is to go to bed directly, poor
fellow, to wait for the doctor, who is coming to
Jance him.”

¢t is curious,” observed Lightwood, ¢ that I
have never yet scen Mr. Rokesmith, though we
have been engaged in the same affairs,”

“Really ?” said the unblushing Bella.

¢] begin to think,” observed Lightwood,
“that T never shall sce him.”

¢ These things happen so oddly sometimes,”
said Bella, with a steady countecnance, ¢¢that
there scems a kind of fatality in them. But I
am quite ready, Mr. Lightwood.”

They started directly in a little carriage that
Lightwood had brought with him from ncver-
to-be-forgotten Greenwich; and from  Green-
wich they started directly for London; and in
London they waited at a railway station until
such time as the Reverend Frank Milvey, and
Margaretta his wife, with whom Mortimer Light-
wood had been already in conference, should
come and join them.

That worthy couple were delayed by a por-
tentous old parishioner of the female gender,
who was one of the plagues of their lives, and
with whom they bore with most exemplary sweet-
ness and good-humor, notwithstanding her hav-
ing an infection of absurdity about her that com-
municated itself to every thing with which, and

every body with whom, she came in contact.
She was a member of the Reverend Frank’s con-
gregation, and made a point of distinguishing
herself in that body by conspicuously weeping at
every thing, however cheering, said by the Rev-
erend Frank in his public mlmsnatlon, also,
by ,applymg to herself the various lamentations
of Daw1d, and complammg in a personally in-
jured manner (much in arrear of the clerk and
thg rest of the respondents) that her euemies
were digging pltfalls about her, and breaking
hexf with rods of iron. Indeced, this old widow
discharged herself of that portion of the Morn-
ing and Evening Scrvice as if she were lodging

iomplamt on oath and applying for a warrant
beﬂ'ow a magistrate. But this was not her most
mqonvemcnt characteristic, for that took the
form of an impression, uszally recurring in in-
clement weather and at about daybreak, that
she had something on her mind, and stood in
im‘mediate necd of the Reverend Frank to come
and take it off. Many a time had that kind
crdature got up, and gone out to Mrs. Sprodgkin
(sdch was the disciple’s name), suppressing a
strong sense of her comicality by his strong sense
of duty, and perfectly knowing that nothing but
a cold would come of it. However, beyond
themselves, the Reverend Frank Milvey and Mrs.
Milvey seldom hinted that Mrs. Sprodgkin was
hardly worth the trouble she gave; but both
made the best of her, as they did of all their
trgubles.

This very exacting member of the fold ap-
peared to be endowed with a sixth sense, in re-
gard of knowing when the Reverend Frank Mil-
vey least desired her company, and with prompti-
tudle appearing in his little hall.  Consequently,
when the Reverend Frank had willingly engaged
that he and his wife would accompany Light-
wood back, he said, as a matter of course: ‘‘ We
miist make haste. to get out, Margaretta, my
dear, or we shall be descended on by Mrs.
Sprodgkin.” To which Mrs. Milvey replied, in
her pleasantly emphatic way, ¢ Oh yes, for she
és such a marplot, Frank, and does worry so!”
Words that were sc'uccly uttered when their
theme was announced as in faithful attendance
below, desiring counscl on a spiritual matter.
The points on which Mrs. Sprodgkin sought
elncidation being seldom of a pressing nature
(aB Who begat Whom, or some information con-
cerning the Amorites), Mrs, Milvey on this spe-
cial occasion resorted to the device of buying her
off with a present of tea and sugar, and a loaf
and butter. These gifts Mrs. Sprodgkin ac-
cdptcd but still insisted on duatifully remaining
in the hall, to courtesy to the Reverend Frank
as he came forth.  Who, incautiously saying in
his genial manner, ‘““Well, Sally, there you
arc!” involved himself in a discursive address
from Mrs. Sprodgkin, revolving around the re-
sult that she regarded tea and sugar in the light
ofjimyrrh and frankincense, and considered bread
and butter identical with locusts and wild honey.
Having communicated this edifying piece of in-
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formation, Mrs. Sprodgkin was left still unad-
journed in the hall, and Mr. and Mrs. Milvey
hurried in a heated condition to the railway sta-
tion. - Allof which is here recorded to the honor
of that good Christian pair, representatives of
hundreds of other good Christian pairs as con-
scientious and as useful, who merge the small-
ness of their work in its greatness, and feel in
no danger of losing dignity when they adapt
themselves to incomprehensible humbugs.

““Detained at the last moment by one who
had a claim upon me,” was the Reverend Frank’s
apology to Lightwood, taking no thought of
himself. To which Mrs. Milvey added, taking
thought for him, like the championing little wife
she was; “Oh yes, detained at the last moment,
But as to the claim, Frank, I must say that I do
think you are over-considerate sometimes, and
allow that to be a httle abused.”

Bella felt conscious, in spite of her late pledge
for herself, that her husband’s absence would
give disagreeable occasion for surprise to the
Milveys. Nor could she appear quite at her
ease when Mrs. Milvey asked:

¢« ITow is Mr. Rokesmith, and 7s he gone be-
fore us, or does he follow us ?”

It becoming neeessary, upon this, to send him
to bed again and hold him in waiting to be
lanced again, Bella did it. But not half as well
on the second occasion as on the first; for, a
twice-told white one seems almost to become a
black one, when you are not used to it.

“Oh dear!” said Mrs. Milvey, “I am so
sorry! Mr. Rokesmith took such an interest in
Lizzie Ilexam, when we were there before.  And
if we had only known of his face, we could have
given him something that would have kept it
down long enough for so short a purpose.”

By way of making the white one whiter, Bella
hastened to stipulate that he was not in pain.
Mrs. Milvey was so glad of it.

“Y don't know how it-is,”” said Mrs. Milvey,
“and I am sure you don’t, Frank, but the clergy
and their wives seem to cause swelled faces.
Whenever I take notice of a child in the schoo,
it scems to me as if its face swelled instantly.
Frank never makes acquaintance with a new old
woman, but she gets the face-ache.

sniff so. I don’t know how we do it, and I
should be so glad not to; but the more we take
notice of them, the more they sniff. Just as
they do when the text is given out—Frank,
that’s a schoolmaster. I have scen him some-
where.

The reference was to a young man of reserved
appearance, in a coat and waistcoat of black,
and pantaloons of pepper and salt. He had

come into the office of the station, from its in-|
terior, in an unscttied way, immcdiqtely after,

nghtwood had gone out to the wrain; and he
had been hurriedly reading the printcd bills and.
notices on the wall. e had bad a w :mdcnn"l
interest in what was said among the people wait-,
ing there and passing to and fro.  He had drawn’

And an- |

other thing i, we do make the poor children |
' I hope no bereavement has befullen her. I

nemel, at about the time when Mrs. Milvey
mentioned Lizzie Hexam, and had remained
ndar since: though always glancing toward the
ddor by which Lightwood had gone out.. He
stood with his back toward them, and his gloved
hands clasped behind him. Them Wwas now so
evident a faltering upon him, expressive of in-
démsxon whether or no he should. express his
hgivmrv heard himself referred to, that Mr., Mil-
véy spoke to him.

¢ can not recall your name,” he said, ¢but
I remember to have seen you in your school.”

¢t My name is Bradley Headstone, Sir,” he re-

phed backing into a more retired phce.

| ¢TI ought to have remembered it,” said Mr.
Milvey, giving him his hand. T hope you arc
well? A little overworked, I am afraid ?”

. ““Yes, I am overworked just at present, Sir.”

. ““Had no play in your last holiday time ?”

. “No, Sir.”

- ““All work and no play, Mr. Headstone, will
rot make dullness, in your case, I darc say;
but it will make dyspcpsxa, 1f you don’t take
dare.”

- I will endeavor to take care, Sir. Might
1T beg leave to speak ,to you, outside, a mo-
ment ?”

! “By all means.”

. Tt was cvening, and the office was well lighted.
The schoolmaster, who had never remitted his
yvatch on Lightwood’s door, now moved by an-
other door to a corner without, where there was
more shadow than light; and said, plucking at
his gloves:

© ““One of your ladies, Sir, mentioned within
my hearing a name that I am acquainted with ;
I may say, well acquainted with. The name of
the sister of an old pupil of mine. e was my
pupil for a long time, and has got on and gone
upward rapidly. The name of Iexam. The
mame of Lizzic Hexam.” Ile scemed to be a
shy man,  struggling against nervousness, and
\spokc in a very constrained way. The break he
iset between his two last senteness was quite em-
;bmmssmg to his hearer.

“Yes,” 1cphcd Mr. Mllvev ““We are going

down to sce her.’

“I gathered as much, Sir. I hope there is
nothing amiss with the sister of my old pupil?
hope she is in no 'tﬁimlon ? Ilas lost no—rcla-
tion ?”

Mr. Milvey thought this a man with a very
odd manner, and a dark downward look; but
he answered in his usual open way.

“I am glad to tell you, Mr. Headstone, that
the sister of your old pupil has not sustained
any such loss. You thought I might be going
down to bury some one ?”

“That may have been the connection of ideas,
Sir, with your clerical character, but I was not
conscious of it.——Then you are not, Sir?”

A man with a very odd manner indeed, and
with a lurking look that was quite oppressive.

“No. In fact,” said Mr. Milvey, *“since you



800 . IIARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE,

N

§\

R TR

NR
AN ARAN
NN
N
WY

. EUGENE'S
are so interested in the sister of your old pupil,
I may as well tell you that I am going down to
marry her.”

The schoolmaster started back.

¢“Not to marry her, mysclf,” said Mr. Mil-
vey, with a smile, ““beeause I have a wife al-
ready. To porform the marriage service at her
wedding,”

Bradley Headstone caught hold of a pillar be-
hind him. If Mr. Milvey knew an ashy face
when he saw it, he saw it then.

“You are quite ill, Mr. Headstone !

‘It is not much, Sir. It will pass over very
soon. I am accustomed to be scized with gid-
diness.  Don’t let me detain you, Sir; I stand
in need of no assistance, I thank you. Much
obliged by vour sparing me thesc minutes of
vonr time,”

BEDSIDE,

¢ As Mr. Milvey, who had no more minutes to
spare, made a suitable reply and turned back
into the office, he observed the schoolmaster to
an against the pillar with his hat in his hand,
and to pull at his neckeloth as if he were trying
to tear it off. The Reverend Frank accordingly
directed the notice of one of the attendants to
him, by saying: ¢“There is a person outside who
s¢ems to be really ill, and to require some help,
though he says he does not.” ’
Lightwood had by this time sccured their
places, and the departurc-bell was abont to be
rang.  They took their seats, and were begin-
ning to move out of the station, when the same
tendantame running along the platform, look-
ng into all the carriages.

“0Oh! You are here, Sir!” he said, spring-
g on the step, and holding the window-frame
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by his elbow, as the carriage moved. ¢ That
person you pointed out to me is in a fit.”

¢ infer from what he told me that he is sub-
ject to such attacks. XMe will come to, in the
air, in a little while.”

Me was took very bad to be sure, and was
biting and knocking about him'(the man said)
furiously. Would the gentleman give him his
card, as he had scen him first? The gentleman
did so, with the cxplanation that he knew no
more of the man attacked than that he was a
man of a very respectable occupation, who had
said he was out of health, as his appearance
would of itself have indicated. The attendant
reccived the card, watched his opportunity for
sliding down, slid down, and so it ended.

Then, the train rattled among the house-tops,
and among the ragged sides of houses torn down
to make way for it, and over the swarming streets,
and under the fruitful carth, until it shot across
the river: bursting over the quiet surface like a
bomb-shell, and gone again as if it had exploded
in the rush of smoke and steam and glare, A
little more, and again it roared across the river,
a great rocket: spurning the watery turnings
and doublings with incffable contempt, and go-
ing straight to its end, as Father Time goes to
his. To whom it is no matter what living wa-
ters run high or low, reflect the heavenly lights
and darknesses, produce their little growth of
weeds and flowers, turn here, turn there, are
noisy or still, are troubled or at rest, for their
course has one surc termination, though their
sources and devices are many.

Then, a carriage ride succeeded, near the sol-
emn river, stealing away by night, as all things
steal away, by night and by day, so quietly yield-
ing to the attraction of the lJoadstone rock of
Eternity ; and the nearer they drew to the cham-
ber where Eugene lay, the more they feared that
they might find his wanderings done. At last
they saw its dim light shining out, and it gave
them hope : though Lightwood faltered as he
thought: “If he were gone, she would still be
sitting by him.”

But he lay quiet, half in stupor, half in sleep.
Bella, entering with a raised admonitory finger,
kissed Lizzic softly, but said not a word. Nei-
ther did any of them speak, but all sat down at
the foot of the bed, silently waiting. And now,
in this night-watch, mingling with the flow of
the river and with the rush of the train, came
the questions into Bella’s mind again: What
could be in the depths of that mystery of John's?
Why was it that he had never been scen by
Mr. Lightwood, whom he still avoided? When
would that trial come, through which her faith
in, and her duty to, her dear husband, was to
carry her, rendering him- triumphant?  For,
that had been his term. Xer passing through |
the trial was to make the man she loved with all
her heart trinmphant. Term not to sink out
of sight in Bella’s breast.

Far on in the night Eugene opencd his eyes.
e was sensible, and said at once: How

Vor. XXXI.—No. 186.—3 H

does| the time go? Has our Mortimer come

both thank you heartily. Lizzie, tell
how welcome they are, and that I would
be eloguent if I could.”

‘4There is no need,” said Mr. Milvey. ¢ We
knopv it. Ave you better, Mr. Wrayburn 2

¢¢X am much happier,” said Eugenc.

¢¢ Much better too, I hope?”

Bugene turned his -cyes toward Lizzie, as if
to spare her, and answered nothing.
hen, they all stood around the bed, and Mr.
Milrey, opening his book, began the service ; so
rarely associated with the shadow of death; so
ins¢parable in the mind from a flush of life and
gayety and hope and health and joy. Bella
thought how different from her own sunny little
wedding, and wept. Mrs. Milvey overflowed
with pity, and wept too. The dolls’ dress-
maker, with her hands before her face, wept in
her golden bower. XReading in a low clear
voice, and bending over Eugene, who kept his
eygs upon him, Mr. Milvey did his office with

The sun was rising, and his first rays struck
into the room as she came back and put her
lips to his. ‘I bless the day!” said lSugenec.
T bless the day !” said Lizzie.
“You have made a poor marriage of it, my
sweet wife,” said Eugene. ¢ A shattered, grace-
Iess fellow, stretched at his length bere, and next
tonothing for you when you are a young widow.”
“I have made the marriage that I would
ve given all the world to dare to hope for,”
shc replied.
““You have thrown yoursclf away,” said Eu-
gene, shaking his head. ¢“But you have fol-
lowed the treasure of your heart. My justifica-
tipn is, that you had thrown that away first,
dear girl!”

“No. I had given it to you.”

“The same thing, my poor Lizzic!"

“Tush, hush! - A very different thing.”
There were tears in his eyes, and she be-
sought him to cloge them. ¢ No,” said Eugene,
again shaking his head; *‘let me look at you,
izzie, while I can. You brave devoted girl!
ou heroine!”

Her own eyes filled under his praises. And
when he mustered strength to move his wounded
head a very little way, and lay it on her bosom,
the tears of both fell.
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‘¢ Lizzie,” said Lugene, after a silence:
“when you sce me wandering away from this
refuge that I have so ill deserved, speak to me
by my name, and I think I shall come back.”

““Yes, dear Eugene.”

“There!” he exclaimed, smiling.
have gone then, but for that!”

A little while afterward, when he appeared to
he sinking into insensibility, she said, in a calm
loving voice: ¢ Eugene, my dear husband!”
He immediately answered: ‘‘There again!
You see how you can recall me!” And after-
ward, when he could not speak, he still an-
swered by a slight movement of his head upon
her bosom.

The sun was high in the sky when she gen-
tly disengaged herself to give him- the stimulants
and nourishment he required. The utter help-
lessness of the wreck of him that lay cast ashore
there now alarmed her, but he himself appeared
a little more hopeful.

‘¢ Ah, my beloved Lizzie!” he said, faintly.
“ITow shall I ever pay all I owe you, if I re-
cover!”

“Don’t be ashamed of me,” she replied, ¢“and
you will have more than paid all.”

¢TIt would require a life, Lizzic, to pay all;
more than a life.”

“Live for that, then; live for me, Tugene;

¢¢T should

.

live to seec how hard I will try to improve my-
self, and ncver to discredit you.”

“My davling girl,” he replied, rallying more
of hisjold manner than he had ever yet got to-
gether. ¢ On the contrary, I have been thinking
whether it is not the best thing Ican do, to die.”

““The Dest thing you can do, to leave me with
a broken heart 2’

¢I/don’t mean that, my dear girl. I wasnot
thinking of that. What I was thinking of was
this. | Out of your compassion for me, in this
maimed and broken state, you make so much of
me—you think so well of me—you love me so
dearly.”

“ Heaven knows I love you dearly!”

¢ And Heaven knows I prize it! Well
I live] you’ll find me out.”

¢T|shall find out that my husband has a mine
of purpose and energy, and will turn it to the
best gecount ?”

“J hope so, dearest Lizzie,” said Eugene,
wistflly, and yet somewhat whimsically, ¢I

If

hope|so. But I can’t summon the vanity to
think so. How can I think so, looking back on
such a trifling wasted youth as mine! I hum-

bly hope it; butI daren’t beliove it. Thereisa
sharp misgiving in my conscicnce that if I were
to live I should disappoint your good opinion
and my own—and that I ought to die, my dear!”

Huuihly Teemd of Cuerent Guent,

UNITED STATES, :

TR Record closes on the 4th of October. The
work of reconstruction and restoration appears

to be going on very satisfactorily, taking all things
into account. The most notable feature is the al-
most entire unanimity with which the entire North,
and the great body of influential men at the South,
approve of the measures proposcd and initiated by
the present Administration. The most notable ex-
ception to this unanimity is found in the action
of the Democratic Conventions of New Jersey and
Olio. In the former State the Convention met on
the 50th of August. The resolutions which consti-
tute the ¢ Platform” adopted declare that ‘¢ the late
fratricidal war is chargeable to the abolitionists of
the North and secessionists of the South, in their
refusing to heed the wise counsels of the Democra-
cy, who long ago predicted that the election of a
sectional candidate upon seetional principles would
be the forerunner of a civil war;” reiterate the doc-
trine of the Chicago platform, aflirming *‘the right
of each State to legislate and control its own domes-
tic institutions according to its own judgment ex-
clusivelyy”’ declare that *“ the national debt, which
has been enormously increased beyond its legiti-
mate amount by unwise legislation, corruption, and
extravagance, is a curse to every man who can not
afford to live upon the interest of United States
bonds;” oppose *‘negro suffrage, and agree with
President Johnson that the people of each State
have the right to control that subject as they deem
hest 3" urge *“the right of cach State to control its
own militia, the right of the people to keep and bear
arms, and the admission into the Congress of the

Unitad States of all persons duly clected according
to the laws of their respective States;” and ‘“regret
that 4 general amnesty has not been extended to all
rebels who abandon their cause and swear allegiance
to the old Union.” General Theodore Runyon, who
commanded the New Jerscy troops at the time of
the battle of Bull Run, but took no part in the ac-
tion, was nominated for Governor.—Similar is the
tone of the platform adopted in Okio by the Demo-
cratic Convention, of which Mr. Vallandigham was
tempprary chairman. It is, however, still more ex-
plicit in denouncing negro suffrage, the cffort to cs-
tablish which is aflirmed to Le ‘‘an insidious at-
tempt to overthrow popular institutions by bring-
ing the right tosvote into disgrace.” One of the
resolntions declares that *¢This Government was
made by white men, and, so far as we have the
powar to preserve it, it shall continue to be a gov-
ernment of white men.”

As an indication of the prevailing state of senti-
ment we give at some length the avowed position
of the two great parties in the State of New York, as
rthi in the formal action of their respective

of State, Comptroller, State Engincer, Canal
issioner, Treasurer, Attorney-General, Prison
Insppetor, Members of the Legislature, and several
judigial ofticers.  The ‘“ Democratic” Convention
assembled at Albany on the 6th of September.
The ** Union” Convention met at Syracuse on the
224 of September.  The * Platform” of the Demo-
cratic Convention is embodied in a series of nine
Resolutions ;- that of the Union Convention in thir-
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