W |

'

y
e

il
-
v

!

As though you the past & bresth
_Upon life's m deep and bland,
. Phat nothing of the breather saith

Of love that mantled late so high,
And all the burning looks thal swam
Above the beaker turn Lo naught, ! |
As pointa for future epigram -
- To while the worldly after-thought.

3¢, while you fed my flame with sighs,

Soft-whispered yows, shy Kisses given,
And underlidded glance of eyes,

Whenee lovers build their hopes of heaven,
You merely mdant to idie by

Some ledlous hours—to “draw me out™—
Forgive me i your friendship |

Bhould deem too light to eare aboul,

-On, il & darker purpose ruled,
Te take a heart by stratagem,
And then, as your amusement cooled,
{To wring, to tortare and contemn,
i Porgive the still if [ should not,
" In folding funey’s broken wing,
Crave sisterhood in deed or thought
From such a vile, revolting thing.
__ Thanks for my letters ! Here are yours, '
T 1 With photograph and lock pf hair;
And, If thelr memory yet endures ¥
As something that could onee ensnare,
Flaunt them as rallying fGags, | pray,
Above the long and reeling ranks
Of those who, al some fature day,
Your friendahip may decline with thanks.

THE TWO FISHERMEN,

I was strolling along the beach, one fine Sum-
mer evening, amusing myself by picking up peb-
_bles and throwing them into thesea, while mem-
ory was busily employed dn retracing past events,
when my reveries were broken in upon by a
" slight tap on the shoulder. I turned around and
bebeld an old sailor whom I often visited dur-

the Summer months st his pretty cotttage in

! all alone ' he said, wi.tlr,hl- usual

o " penevolent smile. “Can you not find better em-
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stones into the water

you of old. You will contrive to draw some grave
yeflections from your childish amusement, and
tell me that the ecean reminds you of time, and
that the pebbles you cast into it resemble the fate

a stir for a moment, agitati
':- the waters, M_dnkln"iomm .:5
lhm ’?'nt:l.i nnco;ci ly droppi |
even . ous
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old man sighed deeply, and an expression
almost amounting to anguish convulsed
featnres, It was but a passing cloud ; his fine

gountenance was again illuminated by his usual
rdd -nl: :-‘t.l.
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himself on a large stone,
‘the same.
Jove, and I, in return, will tell you a lon@@story,
you may turn to what account you please,
the names of the parties con-

gerned. -
I loved his stories ; they were always told with
such simplicity and warmth of feeli that he
to be the mere narrator, and hearer

fancy him one of the principal actors in the
The soug he wished me to sing, and
'“““Il“"l called his favorite, was a very
one.
“I wllli.not sing that song,” I said, *“it is so
.

'ﬂ\! better suited to m rfect feelings," re-

turned the old man. el
Now, I wished to hear this tale; curiosity con-

¥ did my best.
A long psuse succeeded. At length, the old
man, passing his trembling hand over his eyes,
do a small white cottage tht stood on the
of the cliff.

you see that cottage with the roses over

is an old-fashioned looking
would make a pretty picture.
years ago,” he continued, “that house
t by two brothers, who gained a com-
e livlmemgl_ ugin the ries, which
hen 1 on to & great extent in this
and the ndjarleultm town. George and
were early to struggle with the
Their father died
long survive her loss. The were
up in the house of an uncle who was the
two sweet little girls. The children ten-
each other ;" time ed their
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sun smiled upan their labor of love,

of throwing | negative,. .
“Then I must go and do it mysell,’ said

_ghce," said I, |

at sea, and their mother.
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upon the ¢liff watching the
by the clear beams of the moon.  That veice
‘mute many a day, and the grass
old upon her grave. 3,

and after the first months
their marri were over, did not possess

ppiness unity of mind that were so eon-
spicaously displayed in the domestic felicity en-
Joyed by their next-door neighbors. H was
rash and obstinate, and lgﬁeu found fault with
every scheme that his mild partner devised in the
vain of ng him. All ber endeaveors to
fulfill his wishes were frustrated by his unfortunate
temper. He loved her, it is true, but he loved
himself better, ahd viewed the
George and Dora with a jealous and discontented
eve, not considering that it was his own fault
;ﬁu he did not the pame.
“ “You never seeém glad to see me, Florence,’
he would exclaim, ds he threw down in a corner
of the room the nets he had been fishing with, ‘or
sing such sweet songs to welcome my approach as
Dora does.” ; . ,

“IiI have no volee; I cannot sing,” was the
meek reply of poor Florence ; ‘but { y Harry,

I am always happy to ses you? :

W1 Ay, that's the oid phrase; but deeds show.
Dora Is gay and cheerful ; that renders George so,
and makes his home happy ; while you my
nr:urn with upbraidings, which drive me from
mine.’

“it's your own fault, Harry,' said Florence,
bursting into tears, and leaving the room.
‘Would you curb your temper, we, too, might be

happy.’

¢ a ﬂ without some dispute of
this mmlan kind-hearted Dora saw with
frld that flend Discord had thrown her apple

nto their once hal:oy eircle.

“One evening they had met at George's house
to while away a few hours by his cheerful .fire-
side, | It was a wintry night, and the rain fell. in
torrents, and the wind roared without and shook
the cottage to the ndation.» H had been
on the sea with the boat, which was ir mutua

roperty, In the earlier part of the day, an

ieorge, hearing the tem risimg to a pitch of
fury, asked his brother if he had taken the pre-
caution to draw herupon the beach and secure, her
against the violence of the waters, which burst in
tremendous force nst the cliff. .
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(George, the color mounting to his cheek. ‘If you
are careless with regard to your own property,
you should have some *t for mine.’

“‘Let me perish if you leave this house on such
a night as this on any fool's errand " sald Harry,
rising and plaei his back against the door,
‘She will take no farm. and is as much my
property as yours.’

‘“‘Stand back from the door !" sald George, giv-
ing way to sudden passion. ‘If I want to go, no
one dare to bar my passage in my ewn
house ! .

“i tell you that you shall not go! returned
Harry, ‘and I will make good my words.'

““You must do it in another place, then,’
George sald, with s threatening air.

“With ulL my beart,” was the reply.

“The wamen now ioterposed, and with tears
and entreaties endeavored to win the brothers into
» _reconciliation. Dora finally » for
when did she ever plead to her husband’s heiit in

W&W ng her
fears, he turned to his brother, and, holding ou

his hand in token of amity, said :
“ ‘Harry, we have both acted hastily. 1 fn¥lve
for your late intemperate speeches, and I ex-
I:-eel you will extend to me the same favor., There
s my hand upon it; and now let us assist each
other in securing the boat.’
“Harry, whose passion had not so soon subsided,
consented with a sullen air, and they left the
house together. -
“During their absence, Dora continued to pace
the cottage with rapid steps, and oftén hurried to
the door and listened to the howling of the teg-
with an ex on of alarm and anxiety. -

“The night is dark and stormy,” she said.
‘The billdws are mountains high. Oh, how |
wish my husband would return !’

“Don’t alarm yourself, my dear sister,” re-
turned Florence, rising and approaching the open
door. ‘They will doubtless return, in a few min-
utes. But see,' she continuved, ‘vour clothes are
wet through with the rai. Consider your situa-
:«kn. 'ml be more caréful for your husband's

e. ' R it
bran -t i oAl Do dategarding, b
w cliffy ra, er
sister’s eaution. ‘It is he®=jit is my hudnn:‘.'

“In spite of Florence's efforts to detain her,
she from the and sank almost
fainting into the arms of Harry Gerdon, who,
without undeceiving her, carried her gently back
-into the cottage. . iy
“When Dora perceived her uhhku.ﬁnr fears

“Is the woman mad >’ he exclaimed, in an
ml?e. ‘At -1 accountable for her hushand's

“You are! You are?” shricked Doms. ‘He

and the shades of evening could scarcely wile | left the house with , and should have returned
them from it. . was grave in his with you. There's rw—?ﬂ
ment and plain in !::-. Hen mpr. clothes are dyed with lt!m ! You
rbpdw Thpdihum n | have murdered my hosband !
amb-mmmwu “She sank senseless at his feet, and Florence,
~ tween h-r—lh-—m were fondly turning towani him with & face as pale as death,
ﬂzmw-m of rejoicing to the e Harry ! Tell what is this
'hbvy. The bells rang m.mm have T m'm:hn—bhlmt mm
e St WSS Shets 0 thake e shre: e | T TE o s curned 4 '
& wh' their . and " -gl-n, e
- the bade fair to
by and
2o .
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reached a climax of agony. Turning with a de- |
gree of flerceness quite foreign to her to- |
ward s she of him what had |
done with husband. '

.
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. her with fresh
b feet, she darted

course, he drench
on her uncovered head ; one dreadful su
her mind ; the u r o’ the
al with the feelings it pro-
ted breast, u;g ) 1;] n::e:
used till she reached the spot where the bos
- moored, '!hep::oon, which had
. -u-uqled through the haze
and east a wan, uncertain light on the surround-
ing objects. She stood aloune op the sands; no
sound of human voice reached her ear, no living
creature met her eye, She ealled in frantic tones
on the name of her husband.
‘iGeorge ! George! Where are you?
"The hollow cliffs returned her voice, and the
wind and waves aloue answered. g
“Harry now arrived on the spot with a lantern,
asccompanjed by several fishermen from the
neighboring houses, . They found the unhappy
wife of George Gordon In a state of almost uncon-
sclousness, Two of the men carried her back to

of | the cottage, while the rest proceeded to search for

her husband. On examining the boat, they dis-
covered the pebbles all around it stained with
blood, and the sand deelendented by the press-
ure of contending feet. e men looked at ome
another, and then at Harry. _

‘“iWhat are those stains onlyour face and gar-
ments; messmate ? said an old man, eyeing the
roung fisherman with a glance of peculiar mean-

ng. ‘

ﬁ'It is blood,” he returned, in a sullen voice;
“but it is my own. In dnwinﬁ the boat higher
up on the h, I had the Hl luck to cut my
finger with a sharp flint, and the blood is still

oozing.
“‘%gou will have to give a more satisfac ac-
count of the accident if your brother is not forth-
coming,’ replied the old man. ‘In the meantime,
I shall ©onsider it my duty to retain you in cus-
tody until he Is found, or you confess what has
become of him.! ’
“iOf what do you accuse me?' exclaimed the
agitated young man.
“4Of murder ! .
““He uttered a scream of ny, and, raising his
hand toward heaven, made the most solemn asser-
tions of his innocence, and called on God to attest
their truth, ¢

“The men pitied him, but no one in his sober
reason could acquit him of thedeed. He then im-
plored them to let him take a last farewell of his
wife before they hurried him’ off to prison, and
this mercy was not denied him.

“Unconscious of the horrors of her situation, or
the trials that awaited her, Florence was standing
by Dora’s bed, watehing in unspeakable sorrow
the 1ast fluttering= of expiring life. Sorrow had

]

pressed._but_once. : d
the cord of life was severed in the contest. Her
anxiety of mind hurried the event df.mptherhood,
and she died-in giving birth toa male infant, who
survived the loss of its unhappy nts.

“She had just performed the last melancholy
task, and closed the fuir lids that shrouded for-
ever the once goeym glange of her sister's radiant

eyes, when her husband sprang into the
tl‘w;om, awgl, catching her arm, exclaimed in & wild
ne :

“‘Look on me, Florence! Tell me that you be-
lieve me innocent of the horrible erime they have
laid to my chnr{e ¥

“The low wailing of an infant met his ear, and
his bloodshot eyes fell on the pale, inanimate form
of the once beautiful Dora, ‘

‘inh; she is dead ! “And they will say that I
murdered her, too!" he cried, as he threw himself
on the floor and wept aloud-in the paroxysm of
his despair. . .

. “Florenee knelt by him, and raised his head
tenderly. Hers Wid a misery oo deep for tears;
she'kissed with trembl

seemed bursting; and said, in
a faltering voice : _

“40h, my husband ! I know not what to think,
‘but Twill not belleye y?_u guilty S

“iGod bless you for those words, my r wife!
Heaven will prove my innocence; for I swear to.
yvou, Florence, by Him who made me, I am as
gnorant of my brother's destiny as you are. We
|p|.rted friends, and never in my wildest fits of
| l:l-'.mion could I have raised my hands against his

e L}

“‘I believe you " exclaimed Florence, throwing
herself into his arms,
| “The officer of the law entered and tore them
apart.
' I‘:'We shall meet again, ‘Harry,” she cried, as
i they bore him from the room, ‘both here and in
i another world.’ ; 2
[, *““As the village bell smote on herear, she turned
l‘ toward the pale, crushed flower, over wiom her
| tears flowed unceasingly.
| *““Poor Dora! she said, stooping and kissing the
cold brow of her sister. ‘Thy sorrows are over—
| thy heart is at rest. That gay, gladsome volce is
! hushed forever. 1 shall never in envy its
| tones of melancholy, or hear thy nding step
| spring forth to meet him who has vnnlthtNm
| among us like a dream, Oh, that 1 eould lie down
| and sleep like thee, and bury in the dust the
| anguish of a broken heart I’
“Days, weeks, months, rolled away, but George
never returned. Harry was tried for the munder;
| the mmpﬂn evidente was too strong to admil
ot Shred the peaRip S0swenge of hrve 400 Lwesty:
| suffe ty at age wenty.
“Florence nnn{ndn lonely inhabitant of
by nllihe; ':eiﬁhbon.
melancholy pleasure in bringing u
afertansty sloter had in .s,-n;.ﬂ
ry lot

| Khe found &

[ ‘passion on me. T have 1&

M We will not take his Jife."”’
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eliffy 8 woe-worn
hed .the gute. The child, fri
aggard looks, would have fled, but t

-Bgainst the
tened at 1
e
Ol s b eieh i s hartted T

. me," he cried, in a hu volee
little boy aré you : v, hee

“‘Mother Florence’s,’ sald the ehild, strugglin
in his grasp. ‘I don’'t know you ; let me ‘(ﬁ

“‘Do your father and mother five here » ;

‘““‘My mother does, but I have no father,’ saiq
the boy. ‘He died before I was born,’ .

“ipPoor H ! he is gone, then? said the
stranger, greatly agitated. ‘Tell me, dear child
it your aunt, Dora Gordon, Is living.’ i

xunt ? said the ehild looking earnestly ip
his face. ‘I had once, ti:e tell me, another
mother; but she lies in the churchyard,
saw her, but mother Florence always makes me
pray for herand my father, too.’

“4O my child! my ehild ! exelaimed the strap.

r, pn-auinf the child wildly to' his heart, whije
1is tears fell fast on the glittering ringlets of the -
cherub boy, ,

“At this moment Florence advanced from ighe
cottage, At the sight of the stranger she uttered
a terrible scream, and, eatehing his arm, eried oy
ina _trem;nllng voleie: s 5

s, . to v In-God's name; George! :
me y(mn still of this world ¥ " I‘e’ﬂ

.iAlas—to my misery "'groaned forth the uf
fortunate man.

“Florence clasped her haunds mournfully, and
raised per streaming eyes toward heaven,

“My wife—my brother! he exclaimed, dash-
ing his hand against his head. ‘This is a horri-
})le dream—it cannot be true that they both died
or me !’

“After the first burst of feeling had subsided,
Florence entreated him to reveal the cause of his
long absence. ; .

“iHarry's tale was true,” he said. ‘Wedrm
the boat, which was nearly afloat in the surf, high
up on the beach ; in doing so Harry cut his finger
severely with a large flint, and I begged him to
leave me to fasten the boat, while he ran home
and got the wound-—which I considered danger-
ous—bound up. Thank God, we parted friends!
He had not left me many minutes before a band
of sm lers emerged from acave in the cliff] and,
observing me imprudently turn my head and look
earnestly at the place of their retreat, they sur
rounded and threatened me with instant death if
I dared to reveal_their hiding-place. I promised,
nay, even bound myself to secrecy by the most
powerful oaths that language could suggest, “Do
not trust him,” said one of the crew. “Kill him '
and throw his body into the sea, We shall then
be sure of his silence.”” My wife rushed acros
my mind. T implored their merl?'. “If anyof |
you are husbands and fathers,” | said, “have

Y agea w
on the eve of confinement with her first child—a
wife whom I adore. Do not commit a double
crime rt;r destroying both."”  The leader of the ,
band ented. “I have thought of a beter
scheme,” he said, nodding to his companions

Justat this moment
I heard approaching lootsteps. 1 struggled des
peratély to regain my liberty, and was thrown
with such violence to the ground that the blood
gushed copiously from my nostrils; a handker-
chief was tied over my mouth, and I was foreibly
dragged to the cavern. O Florence, imagine
feelings when I heard the veice of Dora l'l_“'ll{“
me in tones of despair, while I, bound hand
foot, was denied’ even the power of utterance! .
Were I to live for eternity, I should neéver fo

the horrible presentiment of approaching. llls
which crowded on my mind during that dreadful
night. A
“Toward morning the smugglers got their ves-
sel under way; and they put me on board, and in
course of three days we were landed in Hol

and.
least knowledge of the language, I was red (73
the necessity of soliciting the echarity of the”

passers-by.. -But.l.ln.l.lulat of mind brought on
a violent fever. I was-picked up in the streeté
and conveyed to the hospital, where I Linguished

for upward of twelve months, and, when
to health and llbertly. new miseries awaited me.
Lackily, I fell in with the captain of a tndlﬁ
vessel, who, pitying my forlorn condition,
to take me with Him to England, Just as my-
hopes were nearly realized, I was in plung
into despair. Our vessel became the prize of &
privateer, and I was carried a prisoner to France,
where I remained until the exchange, which took
place a few weeks ago. We had a quick
and arrived safe in old England. My joy was s
great on once more beholding my native country
that it was some time before I could m®derate my
feelings. 1 my way hither, anticipating
the kind wélcome [ should receive from my
wife and family after so long and - painful an ab-
sence. And w_l’nkt have I found? My wife in het’
grave, and my brother executed for my su
murder,” "’ .’
ere the old seaman. pagseds and seemed 8
ly affected that it was some time before [
summon up resolution to address him.
“And what became of r Florence ™
“As though she had lived only todeliver ur_lhl‘
boy into his father's care, she soon after sickened
and died, and we buried these two sisters of mis= .
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fortune in the same grave. The boy; Annie, you
have often seen, l-‘e is the gay, high-spi "'3
young officer who is frequently the companion
your eyening rdmbles.”’
“How 2" [ erfed, starting from my seat. ‘‘Her
bert Clinton ? He is, then, r son ™' of
“Yes, Anhie; T was once tmnluppr husband

the beautiful Dora Gordon.” . od -
He pressed my hand to his lips, and walk
slowly toward t{le déserted cottage, 11 ;
after him; my heart was TGll; tears blinded
eyes; I could not follow him.
o e

riest was addressing his flock in Ireland o ©
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the dangers of intem and concluded his
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