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The Dbany Begister.

PUBLISHED EVERY
COLL. VANCLEYE.

BrFrICE ON CORNER OF FERRY ASD FIRST-5TS

SATURDAY BY

TERMS—IN ADVANCE.
Ve TOAR. i siiasisinsai
Bix Months. ... ..coeeeiaianinis
Bingle Copies...........ccco0vivninien

ressessen TW0 Dollurs

- w I
ADVELTISING RATES.

Trausient advertisements per Sgynare of ten
bines or le2s, first insertion, $7; each subsequent
Ynsertion, $1.

Larger advertisements inserted on the most |

Liberal terms.
o~ o =
JOB WORK.

Yaving reesived new tipe, stock of eolored
Enks, carda, n Gordom Jobbher, ete., we are pre-
pa od to execate all kiods of priating in a beller
manner aud fiflty per cont. cheaper than ever bo

<ore offered in this oily.
s

Agents for the Register.

The fullowing gontlemen are suthorized to re-
coive and roceipt for snbscription, advertising,
ete., for the RecisTen: @

HIRAM SMITH, EfQ -ceeniesinaranns Harrishurg.
Judze 8. H. CLAUGHTON............ Lebanon.
PETER HUME, Esq........ -Brownsville
W. R. KIRK. Esq i

E. E. WHEELER.

T. II. REYNOLDS, F alem.
Geo. W, CANNON, Esq... «sss Portland.
L. P. FISHER, Esq...cccsarescanniansas *Frisvo,

BUSINESS CARDS.
A, WHEELER,
Notary IFPublic.

BROWNSVILLE, OREGON.

EGAL INSTRUMENTS OF ALT KINDS
mude an' attested. Conveyances snd col-
lectivne attended to. 12°69

BURMESTER & BELLINGER,
TTORNEYS AND COUNZELORSATLAW,
‘L Albany, Oregon.
verice—In the Parrish Brick. 23

J. HANNON,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law,
ALBANY, OREGON.
FPICE —0Oa Main strect, opposite Foster's
Brivk. 1-69

T mEiltabidel & Co.,

EALERS IN GROCERIES AND PRO-
viztona, Wood and Willow Ware, Confec-
tionery, Tobacco, Cigars, Pipes, Notio ot

Main street, adjuining the Express offi
Urezon.

" E. A. Freeland,

EALER IN EVERY DESCRIPTION OF
School, Miscellaneins und Biank Dooka,
ftationery, Goid and Ste-l Mens, Ink, eto., Pust-

office Bailding, Albany, Oregon. DBooks ordered
from Now York and San Franecisco.

S. H. Clanghton,
TOTARY PUDLIC AND EEAL ESTATE
;\ AGENT. Offico in tho Post Ofice buildiog,
Lelornon, Gregon.

Will attend to making Deeds and othereonvay- |

ances, nlso to the prompt collection of debts en-
trusted to my care. I

J. H. MITCRELL. 3. ¥. DOLPH.

Mitchell, Dolph & Smith,

TTORNEYS axo COUNSELLORS ar LAW,

2 Splisitors in Chancery and Proctors in Ad-

wiralty. Office over the old Pest Office, Front
strect, Portland, Oregon. I

JAMES A. WARNER,

Civil Engineer & Survevor. |

S PREPARED TO DO SURVEYING AND
Engineering. Uses improved Solar Compass.
Orders by mail promptiy attended to. Resideuce
on 4th St., opposite Dr. Tate's residense, Albany
Oregon. oIP-6m

FOWELL. L. FLINN.

Powell & Flinn,
TZIORNEY2 & COUNERLLORS AT LAW
and Solicitors in Chancery,

(L. Flinn, Notary Public,)

promply attendod to. I

F. M. REDFIELD. F. W. SPINK.
F. M REDFIELD & CO.,
ONSTANTLY on band and recciving, a
large stock af
Groceries and Provisions,
Wood and Willow Ware, Tobacco, Cigars, Con-
fectinnery, Yankee Notions, &c.. &e., Whelcsale
and Retail, opposite R. C. Hill & Son's drug
store, Albany, Oregon. Soct®

ST. CHARLES HOTEL,

Corner First and Washington Ets.,
ALBANXY, - - - OREGON.
H. BRENNER, Proprietor.

- —
B/ITH A NEW BUILDING, NEWLY
Furoisbed throughout,
hopes to give eutire satisfiction to the traveling
public.
toms, The table will reecive tha closest atien-
tiop, and everything the market affords palatable
to guests will be sapplied. jun29-21

FRANKLIN MARKET,
Main street, - Albany, Oregon.

Meats of All Kinds,
2 AND
OF THE VERY BEST QUALITY,
Constantly on hand.
30-6m G. B. HAIGHT.

ALBANY SHAVING SALOON.

R N——

HE UNDEREIGNED, HAVING OPENED
a New Shaving Baloon, on First street, Al-
bany, Oregon, invites all these wishing a Clean
Bhave, Hair Dressing, or Shampoocing, o give

bim & call.
J- H. BACEENSTO.
Albany, April 2, 1870.-30

ALBANY BATH HOUSE.
TIIE UNDERSIGNED WOULD RESPECT-
oinl

fally inform the citizens of Albany and vi-

ty that be has taken charge of this establish-

ment, nad, by keepiug cleas reoms and paymg

strict atisntic 3 to business, expects to suit aull

those who may favor him with their patronnge.
Haviag heretofore carrivd ou nothing but
he sxpec's to give entire satisfaction to all.

& Children and J.adiss’ bair neatly entand

shampooed. JOSEPH WEBBER.
5 19y2

BIlL.ANIIS!

¥ ALL XINDS, printed st weat
Tatss, 33 ordered, at thi- olﬂe.:. i

¢ cesesssns Three Dollar®

outfases Ten Centa |

Collections and conveyances |

the proprictor |

The beds are supplied with spring-bot- |

i " PORTLAND CARDS.

| E. F. RUSSELL, I

C. P. FERRY,
Attoruey at Law, |

Notary Publie,
RUSSELL & FERRY,

Real Estate Brokers & Collecting Agents,

Portland, - - = =« Oregen.

0

1 PECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO THE
| 5 Sale of leal Extate, Real Estate Litigation,
and the Cullection of Claims,

Office, North-west corner of First and Whnash-
ingten Streets, Portinnd, Ogn. feb28-70-25

| s. D. SMITIL GEO. B. CODK.
1

| THE OCCIDENTAL,

FORMERLY
WWestern Eotel,

| Corner First and Morrison strests,

i Portiand, Oregon.

‘\ es<srg, EMITH & COOK have taken this
I e well knowa houge, refitted and refurnizhed
it throughboot, built o large addition, making
thirty more pleasaat rooms, colarged the Dining
aod Siding rovms, makiog it by far the

Best Hotel in Portland.

them that the abuve statements are true.
SMITH £ COOK, Props.
N. B.—Hot and evld Baths atiached to the
hounse for the beuefit of puests, 50
Portlund, August 15th, I569.

AMERICAN EXCHANGE,
— CORNER OF —

Front and Washington Streets,

PORTLAND, OREGOXN.

L. P. W. Quimby,

{Late of the Wostern Hotel.)

= = = = Proprietor.

T“I-“ HOUZE is the most eommodious in the
Siate. cewiy tarnishod, and it will be ths
¢ndeavor of the Proprivtor to make his gueste
comlortable. Nearest Ilotel to the steamboat
landing. -
=8 The Concord Coach will always be fony
at the landing. on the arrival of steamships ar
river boats, carrving spassengers i their bag-
ga=s to and from the boats free o e i
Honuxe sepplied with Putent Fire Estinguishera,

 COSMOPOLITAN HOTEL.

{FORMIKLY ARRIGONT 5,)

Front strect Portland, Oregon.

HE TUXNDERSEIGNED, HAVING PUR
chased thiz weil known Hotel, are now pre-
pared to offer the truveling public better aceom-
modations thun can Lo found elsewhbere ia the

citly.

Doard aud ELodging $2 00 per day.

The Hotel Coach wi'l be in attendance to con-
vey Pacsengers and bugzage to and from the
Hotel frec of charge.

J. B. SPRENGER.

Office Oregon & California Stage Companw, B.
G. WHITRHOTSE, Agent. =tf

New Columbian Hotel,
Nes. 188, 120 and 122 Front street,
PORTLAND, t H H OREGON
| ED. CARNEY, PROPRIETOR.

A. SNITH. |

| The Largest, Best and mos:t Corvenient
Hotel in Portland!

Located in the center of business and near nll
the steamhont landingsa,

_ Board and Lodging
From ope to two dollars per day according to the
room occupied.
FZ&r~ Hooms newly furnished and well veatil-
ated. Euperior accommodations for families.
The New Columbian Hotel Coach will he
in attendance st all the landings to convey pas-
sengers and boggagzse to and from this Hotel
| I #=- Free of Charge! -5 60
- RSO —
NEW ADYERTISEMENTS.

|ILADIES’ EMPORIUM.

i MRS. A. J. DUNIWAY,

DEALER IN

' Fashionable Hillingry and Fancy Goods,

| Follows Dress and Cloak Making in all

their varied branches.

| O
| BLEACHES AND PRESSES STRAW GOODS
| In Latest Siyle and best mannper.

o
| STAMP FOR BRAID AND EMBROIDERY.
| o
Y Corner First and Broadalbin stroets, Albany,
| Oregun. janlnl7-70

C. MEALEY

DEALER IN & MANUFACTURER OF

FFUORNITUOERIE!

—and —

| CABINET WARE !

| Bedding, Etc.,

1 Corner First and Broad Albin streets,

ALBANY, OREGON,

S PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID To “@=)
ORDERS OF ALL KINDS
in bis line.

October I1888.8

FURNING. - - TURNING.

BUIVHD HATHAVYU
BTHIHA DNINNIIE

1 A¥ PREFARED YO DO
ALL KINDS OF TURNING!
I ko'p on band and makse fo order
RAWHIDE.BOTTOMED CHAIRS,

g —AND—
Spinning Wheels.
2@~ Bhop near the Mills.”*

JO M. METZLER
Albany; Now. 78, I865-1I2

| bitious, determined,—and friendless.
' twelve ycars, spite of his talents, he had
risen to no higher post than this humble |

| A LOVE STORY.

I.
‘ ** Now hush, my dearie, hush, there'sa ||

'man ! Your mother is a poor creature,
| bat she cao take care of her little lad yet,
land she witd. It will never be shs that
will sit by and see him thrashed,—not
for all the Langtons and all the book-
| learning in Kngland |

The speaker sat in her cottage kitchen,
in an arm-chair by the fireside. phiting
straw ; a feeble, sickly-looking woman,
with a querulous fice.  She had fretted

' herself into ill health two years ago when |

her husband died, Johkn Morton, the

Brent fisherman, who had lost his life one

wild night coming home round the head-

land with his laden boat; and she was

never likely, with her indolent and repin-

ing nature, to be anything but an invalid
{ now for the rest of her days.

On a stool at her feet sat the boy whose
unmerited whipping she bewailed—a
small child disfizured by abundant weep-
ing. The room had also one other occu-

| pant, a dark-eyed girl of nimeteen or |
| twenty, who sat by the window, sewing.
A eall from the traveling public will satisfy |

She sat sewing, but she let her work
drop dewn upon her knees as Mrs. Morton
spoke, and raised a face that was full of
| a strange kind of pain.

“ Mother,” she said, in a low intense
tone, * I eould not help it."” )

“ You dida't try to help it,”” Mre. Mor-
ton retorted, quickly. * You wouldn't
eare if Langton bruke every bone in his
body,—as he ncarly /ias done,—bad luck
to his ugzly face,” she eried bitterly.

* Mother, hush!”

As Mrs. Morton spoke those last words
the zirl's eyes had flashed, and her fin-
cers had contracted slmost coavulsively.
~ And yet few others—men or women—
in the parish would have been much
concerned at a far greater amount of vi-
tuperation passed upon Phlilip Langton ;
few who had had avy dealings with him
would have been disposed to stand up
warmly in his defence. He was not a
popular man in Brent.

fle had come to the place a year ago
to be master of the village school, —the
rector's shoul, as it was ecalled. High
testimonials had procured him the ap-
pointment, nor iodeed was his abilities
ever questioned ; they were all that conld
be desired, and more than were needed
for the post. He was found, however, to
be vivlent-tempered, lmu-_:hly. reserved,
independent, and he scon got an ill name
alike with rector and scholars.

He had beeu born aud brought up aa
a zentleman. Ilis tather and mwother had
died when he was a child ; at eighteen he
liad quarrelled with the uncle under
whese suardianship he had been brought
up. and utterly without resources of his
own, had lef* his house, aad from that
time to this his life had been a restless
battle sud struggle. lle was clever, am-

In

one of village schoolmaster.
In
months after the arrival of Mr. Langton,
Margaret Morton kad been appointed
wistress. She was young to hold spcha
post but since her futher’s death the sup-
port both of her mother and brother had
fullen aloost entirely upon her; and
this circumstance, when the place became
vacant last winter, had given her, in the
estimation of the kindhearted rector, a
strong claim to the appoiniment. She
bad besides been monitress in the school
' for some years; she was a good girl, too,
'and clever; the rector liked her, and bLe-
fore she had oecupied her new post fur a
‘month it became clear that the whole
| sehool was of one feeling with him.
1 say she was elever. In a very short
time Philip Langton discovered that.
| Presently, moved, [ suppose by some
feeling of kindpess, he offered, if she
cared for it, to help her to advance her
studies. Perhaps she too had some am-
| bition, some desire to be at a future time
' more than a village school-teacher. Be
that as it may, she accepted his offer, and
she had now been his pupil for six
| months. He found her quick, earnest,
and trusting ; repaying that trust, he had

made himself to ber paticot, unwearied |

and gentle. Master and pupil suited
' each other.

It was evening, seven o'clock on a

| June day.  The echool had long been

cleared of its throng of children ; books
and slates were put awny in their places;
{ the brick fleor was clean swept. At the
| girls’ room the door was locked, but the
| boys’ room was still open, and alone at
the master’s desk stood Mr Langton, a
| thin, slight man, with a dark, resolute
| face, by no means prepossessiog or hand-
some. :
| e used to give Margaret lessons usu-
ally about this hour, end he was waiting
| tor her now. To-day, however, he had to

| wait a quarter of an hour or more before |

| she came. When she did come at last,

| ho was writing, and only raised his head |

| for 2 moment as he heard her step,
'} « You are late,”” was all he nidli

“ Yes; 1 was detnined a little while at
f home.” |

She had brought out her books and
arranged them before he moved from his
desk. Coming at length in silence, he
drew a scat beside her, and took the open
book out of her hands.

“ What have you prepared?”’

# Those two pages.”

He began to question her upon them,
forthwith. She ecould usually answer
what he asked her, readily ; to-day, how-
ever, her thoughts were ovidently wander-
ing. He tried more than onee to fix her
attention, but still, in epite of that, the
lesson was ill said. :

He pul down the book at

“* You are not well to-day ? ” hessked.

“ O yes, I am well,” she said, uiockly.

“ What are you thinkiog n.?, then?
Not of your lesson 7"

“ No.” 8She hesitated a moment.

“ Tell me.”

the same school at Brent, three !

| # I wanted to speak ta you, Mr. Lang-

|ton," ghe said ‘suddenly, * You were

very angry with my brother this morn-

R Well?” -

« You hurt him very much.”

“ I meant to hurt him.”

| ¢ He is very young.”

| # Young or old, he did wrong.”’

| There was-a pausg. Mr. Langton sat

' forward, leaniog his dark face on his

hand.

| ¢« Well?” he said again.

| Her eyes had fallen. When he ques-

tioned her, they locked back to his face;

| she began to #peak again, and gradually

as she spoke her cheek flushed hot and

bright.

| ¢ Could you not be alittle gentler with

them,—a little lebs angry with them when

[they do wrong? I w that Tom de-

served to be punis #n.day ; but—if

you could be a little gentler ! When you

| are angry every one misunderstands you,

O, Mr. Langton!”” ehe cried, “you do

| not know half what is said against yon!”
The tears had sprung up into ber eyes;

her earnest distress had filled her faece

.with a look slmost of passion.

I cannot attend to aull the fools’
tongyes in Brent,” was his scornful an-
swer. ¢ Stand you by me, and they may
talk as they please.”

| ** But could you not bear a little with
them 7" she pleaded timidly. ¢ Mr.
Langton, you must not think that they
can do you no harm. They can harm you;
they send every complaint they bave
against you to the rectory. They are
saying slready,”’—the poor girl’s voice
almost broke down,—'‘ they are saying
already that you will not be much longer
here.”

“Ah? are they saying that?"’ and he
langhed.

She gave him one sad lock, and then
drepped ber head, and spoke no more
Ier clusped hands lay on her lap ; pres-
ently as she sat, large tears fell dowa and
wet them. She pever moved ; he also
sat wotionless. She thought he did not
know she was weeping, but she was wrong
rhere ; he waa conscious of every tear she
shed.

Quietly watching her, he ket the silence
last for several minutes ; then beading to
her at last, he said these words :

# If it comes to that,—if I am not to
be here much longér,—Margaret, will
you let me leave Brent as poor as when
came ¥ ™

She started as he spoke, but she ncith-
er replied to him or raised her head. He
did not withdraw his lovk from her; af-
ter a few moments he spoke again.

# I have loved no woman belore. You
are my first love, Marga:et. Will you be
my wife? ™

She answered him then.

“ What am I that you should ask me

i this 7" she said, in an agitated voice. “ I
am vothing bot a poor, ignorant girl. O
no—no—."" she eried. * Your wife
| must not be one like me!”
| “ Margaret |7 he said.

She had not locked up till theo, but at
that call, as if its passionate tenderness
compelled her, she raised her fuce. What
need was there to speak again? By her
two hands he drew .her near to hiw, and
took her in his arms,

' I

They told no one of their engagement,

for they knew the ontery that would on
| all hands follow its discovery, and nuone
'suspected it. For three months they
were both infinitely happy.

Even in the school during theso months |

there was improvement. Margaret's
power over Mr. Langton was great ; one
. word or one look from her, one touch of
[ her hand, could subdue him in his angri-
| est and haughtiest moods ; and, rendered
| pliable for his love for her, he strove, and
often strove successfully, to bend his
pride and curb his temper. Thus, for a
| time, all things went wonderfully well.
| But this hollow kind of peace was not a
thing to last. . Margaret could pot be al-
ways by his side, or in his sight ; and one
| day at length in an unlucky hour, eud-
denly, without warning, the three months’
| tranquility expired.
Mr. Langton quarreled with the ree-
| tor. The rector was really wrong in the
| ground of quarrel, and Philip right; but
| Philip, in his indignation, forgot all de-
| fereuce due to him as his employer, stood
up before him as equal to equal, and the

| end of the days’ business was, that when | Margaret was about to throw her mother |

| the school-house was closed in the after-
| moon, the key of it went into the rector’s
| pocket.

He had written the sentence of their | after hour by her mother’s side, with her
Margaret knew that, but she |

| separation.
|did not reproach him. They met to-
| gether that evening for the last time at
| the foot of = clift beside the sea, which
| had witnessed many a meeting of their's
| befure, with the calm wide water stretch-
| ing from their feet.
| “It must have ecme sooner or later,”
he said. * Do not grieve so for ik, my
darling. I was wasting time here. My
going now will only bring me back to you
the sooner.” ]

She looked up wistfally to his face.

“ The future is all so dark,” she cried;
“ we cafinot see intoit. I feel asif [ was
holding the last link of a golden chain ;
and to-night—to-night before I eleep—it
will have fallen from me.”

“ No; it will not have fallen !”" he an-
swered, cheerfully. * Your haod grasp-
ing one end, mine holding fast the other,
it will remain stretched out between us
until thc hour t:l;; ‘come ‘I’“‘.‘ﬁ sf::;‘
garet I will wor 3 1m %
gle for you; T will tise for you. And
you,” he cried * wait for me ! ’for no
power, but the power of God takiog my
life, shall keep mg from coming back.™
T gy

and you :
ever see you again Ewill wait for you till
we m{n beaven.”
III.
She did wrong to keep their engage-

!| ment from her mother.

knew that, and was troubled by the
| knowledge, but she had not courage to
|awaken the storm of abuse which she
[ kuew well would fall upon her head
| should she divuige it, so she let time pass
{on, and told her mother nothing. She
| kept her secret for two years, hearing
| from her love occasionally, but not often,
and living on ber silent trust in him.
After these two years were ended, one
' day, a bright summer afternocon, Mrs.

{ Morton stood at her cottage door, shad- |

| ing her eyes from the strong sunlight as
she looked eagerly toward the schook-
[ houge, whence the school-children were
| coming pouring out and swarming down
the road, and whence presently, with a
step that was slower than theirs, came
| Margaret. Mrs. Morton's tongue was
| loosed as she drew near.
| 0, deamme ! what a time that school
does keep you!" she ejaculated. “Sach

Poor Margaret

herself to and fre, crouching her head,
putting out her hands and covering her
face, moaning over and over again some
low uniatelligible, broken-hearted words.
She never changed sound or movement
till Mrs. Morton’s querulous’ voice broke
oo her misery. S8he only changed them
then to raise her white face to her moth-
er, and strive to utter words which at her

come. .

Aud when st last, kneeling by the
bedside, with her face pressed upon her
outstretched hands, the poor girl uttered
them; giving her broken-hearted promise
that she would go, for her reward there
came this answer:

** Could you not have said as much at
the beginning,” Mrs. Mortun smd, “with-
out doing your best to kill me firss? But

ou are still as you have been all your
life,—thinking of no creature in ~the

' a state as 1've been in all day ; wy poor ] world except yourself.”

| head’s just worn out with thinking. |
| Margaret, you never will guess as long as |

you live, but what do you think the post- |
mun brought me here this morning 7
“ What, mother?”
Margaret's whele face flushed,
“ (), you may well ask what. I tell you
you'll never guess.

letter from your uncle Tom, in America, |

—who might have been dead and buried,

for anything I've kuown, these five years, |
—and he's sent us money to go out to

him. Yes, he says we're to go out to

him, every one of us, and he'll keep us |
Why, Margaret!” |

as long as we live.
Mrs. Morton cried. ‘¢ Margaret! God
bless the girl, are you going to faint 77
‘* Mother, come in.
and shut the door.”
White and trembling, Margaret passed
ioto the kitchen. She let her mother
join her there, and grasping her hands
tight within her own, she began to speak
hurriedly, in a low, constrained, almost
hard tone.
 Mother, I cannot go; [ caonot leave
England,” ghe =aid. *“If you go, you
must go alone. No—no—don’t lovk like
that at me. [ have had news, too, to-day.
O, mother ! ' she eried, all hardness sud-
denly breaking down as she clasped Mrz.
Morton's hands upon her breast, ** speak
zently to me. look kindly on me.
wother ! dear mother! 1 am going to be
Philip Langton's wife.” -
Mrs. Morton stood before her daughter,

face to fuce, and caught her by the arms. |

“ You are going to be that? " burst
from ber lips. *Going to be whkat?”
she cried.

1 am going to be his wife.” Her
answer came almost triumphantly now.
“1 promised him long before he went.

He wrote to me to day to tell me that he |

could warry me. And ke is coming!”
che cried, the light flushing up in her
fuce.

It was the last flash of gladness that
lighted that poor face for many a day to
aome. Margaret had told her secret, and

' what followed was a storm of tears and
| passionate reproaches so violent as to ex-
haust all the small stock of strength that
' Mrs. Morton had, and foree her, before
' many hours were over to her bed, whera
¥he lay and sobbed and moaned all night,
and by moroing had worn herself ill
enough to make Margaret unable to leave
| the house. Throughout the whole day,
| frown morning to night, her daughter sat
| beside her. listening to her reproaches,
t:“nd her self-bewailings, and her passion-
{ate entreaties. For years past, indeed
for well nigh her whole life long, Mrs.
Morton had been very well aware that
| her strength lay in her fretful pertinacity
'and ber deadness to every other erea-
| ture’s comfort but her own. In former
| days she had ruled her husband by her
i querulous eelfishness ;- for years she had
ruled her daughter by the same means;
| selfishness was to her her armor of proaf,
| and she had resorted to it in countless
straits before, so she resorted to it now.
| Margaret had worked for her, and devot-
herself to her, and humored Ler, and
Mrs. Morton felt that it would be hard
now to do without this filial care; and

' feeling this, whatever a generous and | e
noble nature could least bear to have it- | 1::: ::‘:;br:fmlt:: t::h'.rr

self accused of these things did the moth- |

er launch at her daughter’s head. She

bung herself as a dead weight round

Mother, cowe in |

Dear |

Iv.

The promise was given, and from that
time cnward she was altogether passive.

As she spoke | 1De chief object of every pno sbout her

| was to hurry her away before Philip

| Langton could hear that she was going.
Why he brought s | She knew this but she never said a word.

| Livinz as fhey did they only needed a
few days to make their preparations for
departure. The rector promised, without
detaining Margaret, to find a substitute
for her in school. By thg end of the week
they were all in readiness to go.

She sat, on the last night, in her own
room alone. Through all the week poor
Langton’s unsuswered letter had laid
Epon her heart. To-night she wrote to

im

Like one whom sorrow had stunned
inte insensibility, she told him all that
had been done; she told him of the
promise she had given, almost without |

| one demopstration of emotion. And only
then, when all was said, suddenly at some
' stray thought—the chance recalling of a
few words uttered long before—all the
| great agony of heart burst forth.
|  * Do you remember‘” ghe gaid, ¢ that
{ eveninz when we parted, how I told you
| that T felt as if I had hold of the last link
| of a ehain ¥

And then—

“What am I to do?”" she broke out
wildly. “ O my God! whatam I todo?
| How am I to0 live al my life long alone.
| O Philip, help me! Philip have mercy on

'me ! write me one word, or I shall die.
| O, if I eould have scen you once more—

only once more—only once more before I
‘go! All day long,—=all pight, as I lie

awake, I think of it. O, Thilip! write
' to me and forgive me, or my heart will
{ break.”

She had been in her new home for a
, month when the answer to that appeal
| was bronght to her. A hard and cruel
{answer. This was what it said :
| ¢TI trusted all my happiness to you,

and you have wrecked it.. From this 1
! give” you no forgiveness. From your
| solemn promise to become my wife,—
| from your solemn promise to wait for me
' till 1 should come and claim you,—no

power on earth had the right to set you
| free. You have broken those promises
{ of your own weak choice and will.” Had
| T been by your side you had not dared
! to do this wrong tome. If youn had been
| faithful T would have loved you as never
| living man will love you now. I would
'have cherished you as mever man will
cherish you. You have chosen your own

lot apart from me. And I—"

The letter broke off here. To this last

blank desulate line there was added noth-
inz but the passionate bitter cry,—
‘ Margaret ! Margaret !”
_ A pleasant room, with windows open-
10g to a terrace, and, beyond, a garden
sloping to the sea. A summer day in
southern latitudes. .

‘“ And eo after all these years,” cried
a Iady recliving on a cushioned sofa,
*““ Henry Fitzgibbon has come back
| again."”

‘“ Ay, he has come at last.”
“1 am so curious te see him. We must
early, Mr. Trevers; and bave a talk-
le come.
liss Mor-
[ ton,”” Mrs. Travers raised herself a little,
and turned her head,—% as wmiy sister
likes you to be early, you had better join

| Margaret's neck, and then, ringing her | us about eight.”

' hands, called every ome to witness how

| off. 2
For two days Margaret bore this per-
|secution almost in silence, sitting hour

poor heart growiog eold and faint within
| her. What should she do? They were
| all against her,—mu« ther, brother, friends;
' she bad no one to take her part, no one, |
—not a single one,—to utter Philip
Langton’s name except with abuses or
| reproach. What should she do? Hour

after hour for those two weary days the
| poor girl's desolate passionate question
went up to IHeaven

And slowly and releutlessly, as these
| hours went on, the hope that had been
her torch so long paled and died out.
She fought for two days, and then the
battle ended. When the evening of the
second day came she knew that she must
give him up.

She must give him up,—her love !—
her life! She was gitting when the strug-
gle ended by her mo&n’s side, who,
worn out with forty-eight hour's of fret-
ting, was lying at last with closed eyes
and shat lips. She had lain so for hall
an houor, her thin face shrunk, her pale
cheeks hollowed with those two days’

illpess, and for half an hour t had
sat and watched her. Sat in the decp
silence,—the first moments of that
had been given her,—and watched her as

she lay thore, sickly and fesble and lonely,
till a conviction arose within her heart

At the far end of the room Margaret
Morton sits writing, with a cheek that
nioe years have paled, and a figure that
their hands has made more slight. All
the rounded comeliness of former days is
gone; and yet the calm, refined, strong
face is beautiful now with a beauty it
never of old. The dreary eyes
have a deep, tender lock in them, some-

for she bas wrought her way ount of that
great anguish of her youth, and it shades
her years now only with a silent and
subdued sadoess, not any longer with
passionate sorrow and revolt.

Yet the Zove that caused that bitter
suffering has been the leading star,—the
refiving element of her life. Itsinfinence
has her in everything that she has
done,—in everything that she has strug-
gled to beoome. She has been true to it
in her whole heart and , in spite of
Philip's injustice, in spite of her owa re-
ounciation. :

She has risen to the position of a gov-
erness in a merchant’s family. Hither
and thither her lot has led her, during
these nine years, over that wide Ameri-
ean continent. * She is now m'mﬂ
Southern town on the coast of da.
She is a!l alone in the world. The kind
nnele who brought her over is dead ; the
siockly mother dead, too, & year ago: her
brother, the only one is a
fortune-seeker in : .

“ You will bs at my si s at eight
o'clock,” Mrs. Travers said : and atsight
o'clock Margaret and her two pupils sat
in Mrs. 's room.

that uered her,—a iring, hope-
less conviction,—that she ed not leave
her.

She sat bofore a side hEh'm with

She #at when it had come, and rocked

first effort choked her and would not|

times sad, oftener compored and cheerful; |

books, and whiled the time away in turn-
ing them over. There were a few amall
groups of ladies in the room, making a
faint buzz of conversation, but it was not
loud enough to interrupt ber. For a long
while she read undi until the
feeble buzz at last leapt into guicker ani-
mation, for the d g-room door wan
opened, and wew voices sounded, and new
faces ¢ntered and filled the room.

A few feet from where sat there
stood a small empty sofa. Toward this
Lthere presently came two and

persons,
took posseesion of it— Mrs. Travers, aad
a gentleman whose face was e to
Margoret. As they sat down it was he
who ﬁzokc ﬁr::; .

‘“ Begin with your own marriage, and
tell me curyth:’ug," be said. ghm
has become of all my old friends?” I
can scarcely see or hear of one.of them.”
“ I can give you a score of hist >
she answered. ““Whoshall I begio with
And they fell at once in an animated
talk together. *

It might bave lasted perhaps for half
an hour, when, ofter & momentary pause,
Margsret heard these words :
“In the midst of all this,” Mrs. Tra-
ver’s companion said, *“ how in the world
have you contrived to be so little chang-
ed? To loock at you I ean scarcely be-
lieve that I bave cver been away; yet
the whole morning I have been complain-
ing to Langton that I cannot recogunize »
aingle face I see,”

he looked up with an involantary
start, but it was only for a moment. Bhoe
bad heard straogers called by that name
before. There were more Langténs in the
world than hers.
“ By the way,” Mres. Travers.said,
“ whe is this Mr. Langton? 'Where did
you pick him up?” |
* Laogton ? O, he is 2 man with some
name io political circles in England. He
is just now secrctary to Lord ————
“ He is not in the room at present, is
he? I am so blind,—but I don’t see
him.”
“ No; he and Travers got into a dis-
cussion together, and we left them to
fight it out. ; "
They turned the talk back to their own
affairs. With a low sigh Margaret st
ed her face again upon her book. “ It
wot Philip, it is not Philip,” she whisper-
ed to herself. Bending her head she
shaded her eyes, and for a minute closed
their lids ; and before her attitude was
altered, before her eyes were reopened
there fell upon her ear the long unheard
voice. :
“ How besautiful your open sea hereis,”
it said. “ It brings to my mind the on-
ly place where I ever lived before by the
open sea,—a little village in the south
of Eogland.””
| _She looked-up and saw him. That
| vision that nine years had robbed her of;
that iover whose memory her life, with
all its struggles, successes, endurances,
bad beeo nn offering. There, before her
his foot within a pace of where she sat,
his dark, tamiliar face clear within her
sight ; familiar, and yet how strange af-
ter this absence, this silence, this abne.
gation of nine years.

A hand was laid kindly on her arm
and oo her ear came the tones of another
Yol¢e : - .

+ You feel this room very hot,”” it said.
“ Do you mnot, Miss Morton I am
sure you are hot, you look so pale and
tired. Come away with me, and let us
take a little walk upon the terrace.”

The outstretched hand drew her from
her seat. O, this was cruel ! There leapt
up to her lips one piteous ery, one help-
less ery of i resistance, and then
she rose and went. Away she went, from
where her hungry eyes had rested, to the
dimly lighted terrace. _

« Now take my arm, we will walk fors
little while here.” .

“ She answered * Yes,” but she could
not do it. She tried, and walked s dozen
:‘:{es; then suddenly stood still, and

'B' I{Mlnm #it down.” o "
e leant against a near her.
“ Mra. Carltop, let h’lilildcﬂ ! Here,
where it is not light 7"’ she cried.
“ My M&Mq is noseat ; stand still
one momeunt. -
Pausing to ask no question, Mrs. Carl-
ton hurried to the house. She was absent
for a few seconds; then she returned,
Witk The. Bt dha Gt B4, e
wi s <o 2
another hand set b by Margaret's side’
“ Thaok Mr. Elﬂl- Now, my
be better soon

dear, sit do::" You wi
in this fresh air.”




