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into tlie  tlaikr.ess a  soul h a th  sped—
A son! welched down w ith a  lead of c: .at. , 

A M ul thaï would fa n, w ith  its  dust be dead 
Aud io. I .u the  eai th 's  dark  grime.

i a to  th e  fight of the  upper skies 
A. soul is (ailed  ou its  judgm ent day 

A sou l th a t  ha th  m ade el dross i ts  j  r.ze 
And mocked a t  th e  "c a iro w  way.

Poor son ! w ith p itv  its victim s naze.
Soul, self condemned in the  nght t te r r  

I t  reads its record with dread amaze 
And feels th e  undying worm.

T he  ju d g m en t is fixed ere th e  judge ap j^ars 
T he.s.a iu  again m eet th e  flayers sight.

'S’b ile the „hsme aut. th e  w rong ot the Unite j 
Appeal to the  Ii.Iinite.

Soul, sdf-coudemned, what a lu te  is tiiir.e ’
A la te , where the to rtu res  of memory 

T hrough th e  sp irit senses like serpents tw ine. 
T ill th e ir  sting seems a p an  of thee

T h ere ’s no repentance for d. eds of shame 
Each daring sin ha th  an  tndiess life 

W hich eurs» th  the deer w ith  const eut b . 
Aud blam eih wilh con.-taa: s trn e .

Poor soul ! lost soul ' w ith  a ceaftlees do> 
Still moau ng th y  e rro rs forevermore; 

3ow sad to  thee  is thy  liie'a da ik  seroi . 
How b a u  en the sbiniug shore '■

T H R O U G H  W I N D  A N D  R A IN

l i t  MARY CEIL HAY.

Y08, th a t’s the portrait of the present 
Squire iiandeoine. No, I don 't think we 
old servants ever call him handsome, 
daresay you are right, though, and if we'i 
know n'him  less, wo might have spoken ot 
inis being handsome. We only know him 
aa the kindest m aster and the teuderest son 
in all the world. Yet I daresay you are 
tight, for when I’m here by myself among 
the  portraits (the servants wondering why 
th e ir old huusekeeper wanders over the 
house so much alone) it is alwas to his face 
I tu rn  with the best memories, and there is 
nothiug then to dim my 6pectacle6, as there 
is when my eyes rest upon the portraits 
opposite—you see them? The portraits of 
his fa ther and grandfather.

I t  was just snoh a  night as this tha t ash 
«red in the new year five and tw enty years 
ago; and even now, tha t evening is as clear 
in my memory as this has been, though 
Wesmede tc-day is tilled with guests and 
gayety, and ‘.hat old bouse echos music and 
laughter, instead of th a t one strange cry. 
Promised to tell you, did I ? Come nearer 
to  the tire, then, and throw  on another log 
M any a  night I ’ve sat just here to see the 
old year die. Sometimes in th a t wonderful 
silence of the starshine; sometimes in bril
lian t moonlight, when th a t line of heath 
road beyond the  park lay like a broad white 
ribbon on the brown; and sometimes, as it 
does to n ight—and did upon that other 
night just live and tw enty years ago—pant 
ing for its fireath and dying in passionate 
tears. You can see now how the poplars, 
fa r aw ay against the sky there, bend like 
reeds; and when the hurrying clouds tly by 
and  leave the young moon uncovered, you 
can  trace-that bridle path across the heath, 
glistening like a shallow brook. Ju st such 
a  night as this it was, wild, wet. and gusty 
when the old squire and I stood watching—

B ut how’s this! I ought not to be in the 
m iddle of my story before I begin. Let me 
see—there’s another New Year's eve tha t I 
can  remember, filty years ago. when the 
Squire heid his new born infant in his arms, 
w ith  such a  smile as we had never seen 
upon his face before, and stood there m a 
dream  until they roused him to tell him tha t 
his young wife could not live.

All in all was the boy to his father from 
r. ha t very night, yet a t first there was some
times a fancy among us th a t our m aster's 
g rea t affection lor his son came second to 
Ills pride in his heir. He was growing old, 
you see, and of course there m ust have been 
tim es when he feared th a t the proud old 
nam e would die, and the place he loved so 
well go to tha t d istant branch of the Caple- 
t.ons, of which Captain W arder was the liv 
ing  representative—a cold, middle-aged 
m an, whom the old 'Squire never had liked. 
B a t now th a t the son and heir was born. 
Mr. Capleton, with some new feeling, turned 
round and seemed to grow fond of this heir 
presum ptive—as they called him. B ut we 
-didn’t, and there was a conviction among 
u s  th a t whenever he came to Wesmede it 
was because he either wanted money in a 
hurry , or had nowhere else to go.

For years after the little  heir was born, 
C aptain  W arder d idn 't come to Wesmede 
a t  all. l ie  m ight have been too angry, or 
he m ight have been really abroad as it was 
reported. B ut gradually  his visits were re
sumed, and then, year by year, they grew 
longer and more frequent.

A t Wesmede everything went smoothly 
iud  happily tor the squire through his son s 
boyhood; lor though, of course, Mr. Will 
got into trouble sometimes, as schoolboys 
will, the trouble never lasted, for the boy 
was gentle and true-hearted, even if he had 
a  share of bis fa ther’s self-will. So the time 
w ent on until within a few days of Mr. 
W ill's leaving college, when he was to come 
home for a few weeks, then join a party of 
friends and travel lor a year betöre settling 
a t Wesmede and taking the Squire's duties 
upon himself. J u s t as we were dreading 
lest Mr. Capleton should fre t through his 
son 's long absence, a d istan t connection of 
his died, leaving an only daughter unpro
vided for. So the squire, when he heard 
this, went oil a t once to Scotland auu 
brought back the orphan girl with him 

H er portrait here! Ü1 course it is, lor 
she was 1 tie of the Capletons, you know, 
though she was so poor tha t I've seen her 
m m  th e  bows of ribbon on her dress ami 
;>atch the  pages of her music. Beautiful 
I don’t know, because I have heard g< 
m any different laces culled beautilul. At 
first the servants called her “ puny," then I 
noticed th a t the maids grew to imitate her, 
and dropped their voices when they spoke 
of her. As lor me, from the very first mo
m ent th a t my eyes rested on her i saw what 
won m y heart. H er lace was narrow and 
delicate, yet there was a sweet and stead 
fast ligh t upon it which made it beautiful 
beyond w hat I had ever beiore understood 
o f  tbe word.

How well I remember the day Mr. Will 
came home from college and found her 
standing  shyly a t his ia tuer's  side waiting 
for him. Such a  glance came into his eyes 
th a t, thougn I'd  known them all his life, I 
felt I ’d never seen them properly till then.
Of course I could only gness how he spent 
That evening, the first which he had ever 
had a  girl companion a t home; but before a 
week had passed I had seen what made mo 
sad enough.

“ If  Agnes does her duty. W ill," I heard 
the Squire say one morning, while Mr. Will 
stood against the law oak chimney-piece in 
the hall, with his lace bent, “ 1 shall give her 
a  wedding portion, and rnurry her to W ar
ner. 1 shail be doing both of them a  good 
tu rn . And that remiuds me. Will, Lnxleigh 
tells me his daughter re turns from Paris 
nex t year, to take her place a t the head of 
his house.'’

No answer from Mr. Will, but the Squire 
d idn’t notice it, and went on 111 a p.easant, 
satisfied tone.
, “ I ’ve never kept you in the dark as to my 

intentions, Will, have 1.' You've alwavs 
been fully uwure ot the good fortune in 
store for you Luxleigh s estate and Lux 
leigh's daughter go together, ana the prize 
is to  be yours on your return : always sup
posing, \V§{, tha t you act your own part 
like a  genflnuan aud—a lover.

“And if I don’t!-’
The Squire's laugh rang out with a m erri

m ent which had not a grain of suspicion in 
it. “ I f  you lose your reason duim g the 
next year—put it tha t way, W ill." When 
Mr. W ill looked up, 1 was passing him in 
leaving the hall, and I remember wondering 
how it was the Squire could be so unsus
p e c t in g . W hen I reached my own room, 
still thinking over th a t expression on my 
young m aster's face, I found Miss Agnes 
staud ing  a t the window, looking out into 
the park  as she waited for me. W hen we 
had  held our usual morning discussion, she 
turned  to  the window again beiore leaving 
th e  room.

ikU  you are Loking for Mr. W ill, Miss

Agnes,” said I, standing w ith my back to 
her, and speaking eas ly what, w ith my old- 
tashioned notions, I fancied it  would be 
wise to say, “ he's in the hall. The m aster 
has been talking to bun of bis wedding 
with Miss Luxleigh. I was rearranging the 
curtains, and the master told me not to go, 
so I heard them .”

She was facing me now, innocently and 
wistfully meeting my eyes, so my next 
wonts almost choked me.

“ For years this has been an understood 
thing. Miss Agnes, did you never bear it? 
You see the Luxleigh property touches 
Wesmede north, south, and east. Of course 
it will be a wise m arriage.”

She was looking a t me still, and the old 
light was within her eyes, and the gentle 
smile upon her lips: but oh, the whiteness 
ot her lace!

“ I dare sav. Miss Agnap." said I. bending 
over my tire, “ that you had never even 
heard ot it."

“ Not—yet."
When she went away from the room so 

quietly, of course I wished I hadn 't said a 
word;’but still I'd  done it with the fancy 
tha t it m ight be kinder to  do it  a t once, 
Somehow it never seemed to enter the 
Squire's head tha t there could be danger to 
his plans in the close intim acy between his 
son and Miss Agnes; or in the charm to Mr 
Will of such a sweet girl-companit n in the 
home in which he'd uever known a mother 
or a sister. As tor Mr. Will I don’t think 
he ever even tried to feel th a t Miss Agnes 
was like a sister to him. for from the first 
he had loved her aa brothers don 't love; 
and—yes: after ail these years I can say i 
as confidently as I said it then—firmly as 
Mr. Capleton's heart was set upon th a t pro 
jeeted m arriage for his son, everything 
would have ended happily for Miss Agnes 
und Mr. Will, it it h a d n o t been for Captain 
W arder. No; even v«*t I can not tell how, 
but 1 leel as sure of it as I am th a t tha 
the wind, sobbing on its way across the 
heath.

When the day came for Mr. Will to leave 
home, no one saw bis parting with Miss 
Agnes, but two hours after I had watched 
the carriage eut of sight I fotmd her stand
ing a t the window with her eyes fixed on 
the spot where it had disappeared, and 
though they were tilled with tears, I never 
saw th a t trustfu l look upon her face so 
trusttu! as it was a t tha t minute.

I think th a t Miss Agnes had made a de
term ination that, as ta r as she possibly 
could, she would be both son and daughter 
to Mr. Capleton in his son's absence, and it 
was prettier than any picture to see them 
together—always together. She would 
walk with him round the estate, discussing 
alterations and improvements ju st as bis 
eon would have done; bis arm in hers, and 
always the brightest interest in her face. 
She would drive him for hours among his 
tenants, remembering everything for him, 
and doing as much, in her gentle, quiet 
way to win their hearts as he could do with 
all bis wealth and power. She would ride 
beside him into Exeter on his weekly visits, 
and the two horses, by force of habit, kept 
so closely together tha t it became a proverb 
there. She would go with him to the heavy 
county dinners, leaning on his arm as his 
own daughter would have done, and so 
grateful to him for her plain white dress 
(and making so much of it in her pleasant 
way) th a t often when I've watched them 
off, my eyes have been too lull ■ to meet 
hers—the idea of il! Tears, because she 
loved the old man so well.

But best of all was it to see them together 
through those long winter evenings at 
home, when she would sing to him. read to 
him, talk  to him—ah. well, it is such a na 
ture as hers. 1 think, th a t can make home 
tor a man, in its highest and holiest sense.

For many weeks after Mr. Will left us. 
Captain W arder did not 9how himself at 
Wesmede, aad  when he came a t last, w alk
ing quietly and undemonstratively through 
the little eaptera door, it w asn't very won
derful th a t none of us could suspect or be 
guarded against the misery he brought. 
After tha t first visit, others followed rap 
idly: and I understood very well how the 
.Squire, haviDg |planned tha t m arriage be
tween Captain W arder and Miss Agnes, 
should be very willing to throw them 
together.

But still Miss Agnes avoided him when 
ever she oould; and once when I asked her 
(just for no purpose a t all) which of her 
cousins she lilted best, the rush of pink to 
her lace, and the trembling of her lips when 
she said “one was all tru th  and honor"— 
and then failed for words—was proof 
enough tha t she had sounded Captain 
W arder’s nature.

Gradually, during those visits of Captain 
W arder to Wesmede, there came a con
sciousness of something being wrong. X 
don 't suppose I can make you understand, 
for I couldn’t understand it myself, but all 
the peaceful calm of the old house seemed 
ruitied, and not only did we see tha t the 
Squire had grown suspicious of his adopted 
daughter, but we noticed th a t in every 
word he u ttered of his absent son his voice 
had a iretlulness which I had never beard in 
t before, truite sure I felt th a t Captain 

W arder’s intiaence was effecting this 
change, but 1 could never have fully com 
prehended it if I had not once chanced to 
overhear him speaking unrestrainedly. The 
m aster had sent for me to the library to 
check some bills for him, and while I did it 
Captain W arder came in, bringing two for
eign letters which he had called for in Exe 
ter, thinking—so he said—to please his 
cousin bv anticipating next m orning's post. 
The m aster’s eyes brightened a t sight of 
his son's hand; but. with a slow smile—I 
remember thinking it the ugliest smile I 
ever saw—Captain W arder laid upon the 
Squire's letter one addressed in the same 
hand to Miss AgneSs.

“ Well!" questioned Mr. Capleton 
“ May I hear, before I deliver this, of my 

cousin W ill’s health and welfare!" asked 
Captain W arder, putting  his arm through 
the Squire's, aud sauntering with him to 
the next room, Miss Agnes' le tte r in one 
hand. I d idn 't pretend to go on with my 
figures, lor every word they u ttered re a d i
ed me through the curtains, and presently 
I understood well enough vho  was making 
Mr. W ill's absence fatal to the dear old
home, From th a t very hour the end fol
lowed so na tu rally  in spite of its misery, 
tha t I seemed to have been expecting it all 
just as it came.

T hat very night, when I was sitting 
alone in my room, fancying the whole 
household was in bed, my door was softly 
opened and Mies Agnes came in in her 
white dress, far more like a ghost than —. 
She came in. I say, almost w ithout a sound, 
and dropped upon her knees a t mv side 
just as she might have done if I bad been 
her mother, and she—broken hearted. I 
couldn't say a word; I ODly put my hands 
upon her soft dark  hair, and tried 'to  keep 
back the tears; old women are so siily with 
their tears.

the two youag ladies met. I was a  poor 
judge, of course bu t I  did th ink  th a t the 
frail, sad girl, who was going alone into the 
world for the sake of Mr. W ill, was far 
better worth his love than  the  girl who 
with her foreign voice and dress and man 
ners, was eome to win what my dear was 
resigning. Quite courteously the Squire 
introduced his young cousin to Miss Lux- 
leieb, bnt somehow, his voice sounded ail 
different.

Ah! how the minutes fled till she was 
gone, then how they crept by us, bringing 
us never the  uiusic of a girlish voice and 
willing step; bringing us even no word 
from lhe outer world to tell us of her. 
Though I could see th a t the Squire missed 
her more than woids could say, he never 
*6ven uttered  her name. Captain W arder 
did wisely not to leave him alone just then, 
knowing what the empty rooms would be 
for him, after the bright companionship of 
bis adopted daughter. The intercourse be
tween Luxleigh and Wesmede became very 
close Perhaps Miss Luxleigh enjoyed llie 
Squire's perpetual narratives ot his sou’s 
perteotious, and perhaps adulation of every 
kind was welcome to her. In any case she 
came very frequently to Wesmede, and so 
aided Captain W arder's attem pt to keep 
Mr. Capleton from being solitary.

So the time went ou till Mr. W ill’s return 
Of course I know nothing of w hat paesed 
in th a t first interview  between the la ther 
and son, but I happened to meet my young 
m aster on the stairs ,just afterw ard, and he 
passed me w ithout a word or glance, his 
eyes burning and bis lips drawn tight upon 
his teeth. L ater on. when I was tired of 
hearing him pacing to and fro in his room, I 
ventured quietly in to him, to give him the 
welcome I'd  always given in old times, 
when he had come home from school or 
college. At tiret I thought he was going to 
tu rn  away from me, but quite suddenly (as 
if he remembered th a t his secret lay in my 
keeping) he tu rned  anil greeted me. '  I t  was 
a good while, though, before I trusted  m y
self to give him Miss Agnes's message, and 
almost as soon as ever I had repeated it— 
be, standing in u tte r stillness to listen—the 
door opened and Captain W arder came in 
with bis greeting: a greeting far too loud 
and cordial to he quire honest for him.

Mr. W ill looked down with silent con
tem pt upon Lis cousin's outstretched hand, 
then he turned to me as if he were not even 
aware tha t any one else stood there. “ Old 
friend." he said, “ I am going away again, to 
fetch my cousin Agnes back to Wesmede; 
so you see I must answer your welcome by 
another good-by."

I was looking straight into Captain W ard 
er's face, but I could not find out whether 
his surprise was real or teigned. “ Your 
father found himself deceived in Agnes Ca
pleton,” he said, “and naturally  he will 
never consent to her re tu rn  here.”

Shall I ever forget my young m aster’s 
fierce reply, or the savage gloom of Captain 
W arder’s face when he left the room?

Mr. Will had a long interview with his 
father after that: and from w hat he told me 
afterw ard, when he came to see if I could 
help him by the faintest clue to Miss Agnes'
3resent home, I understood th a t my m aster 
lad said if he could not re turn  to m arry 

Miss Lnxleigh he need never re turn  a t all, 
and had stric tly  forbidden him to bring 
Miss Agnes to Wesmede. From th a t—even 
without being told—I could guess th a t Cap
tain W arder bad been present a t the in ter
view. in spite of Mr. W ill’s earnest wish to 
see his father alone: but I did not wonder 
the father should fear trusting to himself 
this refusal of his son's anxious prayer.

Not for months a fte r Mr. W ill’s depart 
ure did the Squire betray any symptom of 
having taken to heart '  the ‘deieat of his 
scheme or the absence of his son: and so 
the people grew to say he didn’t care, and 
th a t Captain W arder was as good as any 
son to him; but I knew better. Sometimes, 
wandering to his door late in the night to 
be sure th a t all was weil, I would hear the 
old man weeping like a girl: and a year 
afterw ard I found those letters of Mr. W ill’s, 
which were never answered, worn to 
shreds, as a century could not have worn 
them had they lain m the Squire's desk in
stead of—where they did lie.

As time went on', and the old Squire's 
strength and spirit gradually failed him, he 
grew to lean more and more upon me: a 
sure sign th a t his hard resolves were out
living his physical strength. B ut no won 
der, lor those resolves were constantly 
propped by crafty  words aud deeds of ap
parent devotion from the one enemy of all 
his good and kiadly impulses. Ju st as it 
she understood the state of the case, Miss 
Luxleigh left off comins to Wesmede: and 
this served Captain W arder for another 
argum ent against Mr. Will, as I knew, be
cause I was so often with my m aster now.
He had grown so to depend upon my always 
being ready to his call, tha t I heard the 
tales Captain W arder brought of Mr. W ill's 
past life; stories, w hether true or false, 
which he had simply raked up to widen the 
present breach, and which fulfilled their 
purpose with a cruel success. If I could by 
"any means have discovered where Mr. Will 
was. all this time, I would myself have 
w ritten him an entreaty  to return  and put 
an end to this misery: bnt I have shown 
you where those unanswered letters lay. 
and now they had ceased altogether. Never 
had the Squire let any one look upon those, 
and Captain W arder's poison had done its 
work so well, th a t the very mention of Mr. 
W ill’s name now was enough to throw my 
m aster into a state  of suppressed passion 
which was most dangerous for him in his 
enfeebled condition. At last, one day— 
nearly a  year had paesed since Mr. Wi l 
followed Mies Agnes from Wesmede. and 
though Captain W arder heard of their m ar
riage, he said, we did not know w hether to 
believe it  or not—the Squire's law yer came 
over from Exeter, in a dog cart, which Cap
tain  W arder had driven in, and spent a day 
a t Wesmede closeted with Mr. Capleton, 
whose raised unsteady tones reached me as 
I passed the library door. There were many 
surmises among the servants as t« the busi
ness in h a rd , bu t I never had a doubt a t all: 
and when I went into the m aster's room at 
night (as I always did now, inventing some 
excuse or other ju st to see him the last 
thing, for I pitied him for the sore compan

“This is good-by," she said presently, 
raising her white face, and a t th a t moment 
the steadfast light within her eyes was sad 
to see. “Good by. This dear life is over 
for me—from to-night."

“My dear.” I cried, as I took both her 
chilly hands in mine, “ what is it that you 
mean, Miss Agnes!"

“ I am —g o in g .” H er voice sack  to a very 
whisper a t the last word, so no wonder !

ion he had in his unquiet conscience), and 
he bid me w ait a few minutes, I knew quite 
well what he was going to tell me. My guess 
was right. Squire Capleton had made a new 
will th a t day, disinheriting his only son, and 
leaving the whole of his property to Cap
tain  W arder, who was to assume the old 
name when ho took possession of Wesmede 
I stood near my m aster’s chair, listening 
while he told me all this, and my lips 
seemed glued together: for il anv sound had 
escaped them just then, it would have been 
a cry of anger which would have shut out 
from me my m aster's confidence forever.

“ Yon hear?” he questioned sharply, when 
he had finished: and I thought there was 
great eagerness in his sunken eyes—a great 
eagerness to hear some one say he had done 
rigbt.

“ I hear, sir." I said, when I could speak 
quietly and w ithout exciting him, “ but it 
signifies little  to any of us. I t  isn 't very 
likely we old servants will s tay  a t Wesmede 
to see Captain W arder take our young 
m aster’s place; or bear our old master's 
name to m ake it hated."

He turned to me. but his anger was too

the habit e f -bringing my work and my 
accounts to his room quite naturally; then 
of reading to him, as if th a t had always 
been a p a rt of my day’s work, and bring
ing him messages from the tenants, and of 
getting soinebo w to make him feel it natural 
to listen to me while he rested. Then you 
may be sure I let him feel what his people 
would think if (I never made it when) the.^ 
were to have for their m aster and their land
lord a  man whom they had always hon
estly disliked, as they had always honestly 
disliked Captain W arder. But though in 
time all this grew natural to us, the Squire 
would never let me u tte r two sentences to
gether of Mr. W ill’s re turn , or of forgive
ness for him aud Miss Agnes. At last this 
day came round—Mr. W ill's birthday, and 
the last day of th a t year which had been so 
wretched for ns all. The Squire had been 
so restless and ill the day beiore, th a t I had 
sat up in his room all night, and 1 remem
ber noticing with what a s ta r t he rose from 
his pillows when I let in the daylight, ask 
ing me sharply what day it was. Standing 
beside hiui—and I know I must have looked 
as anxious as I felt—I told him. And then 
I gently led him on to recall those happy 
birthdays Mr. W ill had always spent a t 
home; going back even to th a t one when he 
had taken his baby as a New Year’s g ilt 
trom heaven. Quite silently he listened to 
me, hut his weak, white fingers were pressed 
upon his eyes

“ O. m aster," I cried, folding mv hands 
just as if I cried to my Master in Heaven, 
"forgive him and bring him home once 
more.”

Through all its pain his face darkened 
with groat anger when I spoke, and he sent 
me trom him as lie nad so often done be- 
fure. But when I returned I found him 
sitting  a t the window in the feeble winter 
sunshine, looking himseif more feeble tnan 
I had ever seen him look before, hut with 
a gentleness in his face and a ttitude which 
almost lrightened me by i:s strong contrast 
to the passionate vehemence with which he 
had dismissed me an hour before.

“ H ester,” lie said, calhug me by the 
name lie had been used to cail me when I ! 
was a young girl about the house, learning 
from mv mother how to take her place (the 
place I've tilled for fifty years), "H ester, 
perhaps he will come to-day."

I had the hardest work m the world to 
prevent my doing anything foolish in my 
joy a t hearing only those few words. To 
think th a t a t last he should of bis own ac 
cord, and so gentiy. speak of Mr. Will s 
return ! Ah, if it could bnt happen on that 
very day—th a t b irthday which they had 
always spent b gether !

“ No, no,” said the Squire, sharply, guess
ing iny motive, when 1, in trem bling anxiety, 
asked if he knew where Mr. Will wouid be 
this day. “ No, no; aad  if I knew a hundred 
times you should not send.”

But afterw ard, as he still eat quietly be
side the window, he spoke to me quite 
gently, now and then, as if he read my 
thoughts while I sat working opposite him.

“ Yes; he may come to-day—by his own 
wish. I f  not—never mind—never mind.” 

Then, as time went on: “ W arder was 
right: he never m eant to return. He was 
glad to break the old ties—irksome ties— 
and he and Agnes tired ot them. Never 
mind—never mind."

‘Perhaps," said I. with a sudden bold 
ness, a* u jexpected  by myselt as by my 
master. “Mr. Will is too poor to travel 
now.”

The Sou ire started  forward on his chair, 
looking into iny face with a new anguish; 
but the next moineot he had sunk back 
again, aud was m urm uring softly to him 
self once more. “Pooh, pooh! W arder knew 
he borrowed money; he had no difficulty in 
doing that. My old age and my failing 
health made it easy for my heir to borrow. 
No: he had no difficulty. W arder heard of 
it all. Those men do not guess of my new 
will, though. Well, they deserve to suffer, 
for lending money to a rebellious eon—a 
disobedient son. I t  is a just will, and 
W arder has promised that, in my place, he 
will do all th a t—my eon has left undone. 
Yes. it is a just will."

Yet for all the re ite rau d  words, it was 
plain to see tha t tha t will lay heavily upon 
my poor m aster's heart.

•■Hester." he said once. looking wistfully 
a t me in the waning atternoon light, "it he 
comes—to day I t—loving the old times— 
he comes to me upon his birthday, to begin 
the new year with his hand in mine, I shall 
burn the wul I made in my anger. If he 
does net. I shall know th a t all is best as it

Can any words describe the eagerness 
with which 1 watched th a t line ot road 
across the heath, sitting motionless in my 
intense anxiety, and praying silently from 
my heart? But the daylight waned, and 
neither a carriage nor* a solitary figure 
broke th a t line oi bleak road which ended 
on the horizon.

“ Leave them ." said the Squire, almost 
roughly staying my hand, as I attem pted to 
close the shutters when the world was all 
in darkness; “ leave them until this day— 
and this old year—are dead."

The physician, who came over every 
day from Exeter, tried  his best to woo my 
m aster from the gloom, saying, when he 
found all other a ttem pts "fail, th a t he 
wanted to dine with him beside the fire. 
But no, m y  m aster only shook his head 
gravely, and said he bad a fancy for th a t 
seat to night: and th a t his eyes were tired,

searched the  spot where m y m aster’s eyes 
were fixed; ye t it was his cry  of joy which 
first broke the silence.

“ There! there!” he cried, and I. trem bling 
so th a t I could scarcely stand, tried  to give 
shape to th a t gliding shadow on the straight, 
wet road.

“ I see, I see,” my m aster whispered, his 
thin form heaving with an almost terrible 
emotion, “ he—is come.”

“ I can not see.” I said, only because I so 
dreaded a disappointm ent for him now.

“ Not see?" he questioned, turning to me 
with a gentle, perplexed smile. “ Go, Hes
ter, and make sure th a t the fire is burning 
brightly in his room, and have Kollo un 
chained and brought iato  the house. I t  will 
make the faithful old dog young again to 
see the m aster he loves. Let the whole 
house be ready to welcome him. Let his 
rooms look ju s t as they u«*ed to !ook They 
can not be too bright to-night. Make haste, 
because he comes so quickly."

I t  was well tha t those hungry clouds had 
bidden the moon again, for I could not keep 
the tears away: aud in the  m idst o f his 
eager jo y ,  my m aster wouid have been hu rt 
to see them.

“ He cornea on horseback. Hester, n av e  
his horse well cared lor. I t  will need rest 
after having come so fast—you saw tiow 
fast he flew, didn’t yon?” My m aster was 
walking with me tow ard the door as he 
hurried through these loving orders, and 
the packet was tightly grasped in his hand. 
“You will burn it now, sir? You will 
destroy it before I bring up my young 
master?"

“ No," he said, a shadow falling over his 
eager white lace, as he nervously changed 
the will from fiami to baud, “ I m ust see Lu 
face and In ar his voice; then it shall flame 
to ashes. Hark!”

The quick, bright word, and my m aster's 
sudden pause w ith outstretched hands and 
upliited head, stopped me on my way, and 
so I was Ptill standing beside bun, in a 

leani of brightest moonlight, when Mr. 
Will came in, and th a t cry from his la th e r’s 
lips made me reel b lind 'y  for one moment.

I saw th a t my young m aster had come 
stra ight and hurriedly there, for the rain 
was thick upon his hair and dress, and the 
hand he gave me, when his father released 
it, was wet and cold. Seeing this, I was 
hastening to his room th a t he might find a 
bright tire there ( though there was little  
fear, for I had had the room ready all that 
day), when my m aster called me back.

“ Stay. H ester," he said, in a new, bright 
tone, “you deserve to see this burned. I 
til over now. See!”

He dropped the sealed packet into the 
very heart of the hot, wide fire, and now sat 
watching it crumble into ashes, while his 
face had a smile upon it which was almost 
rad iant in its ease and happiness. Mr. Will 
stood watching, too, but very gravely, and 
when presently every trace of the paper 
had disappeared, he dropped upon his knees, 
besides his father's  chair, and with bis face 
hidden, sobbed just three words, as I piav 
I may never hear man sob again:

“ Father, forgive me!”
The words were stopped upon his lips by 

the old man's loving fiugers. “ I t is I, ’Will, 
it is I who need forgiveness. B ut this is 
forgiveness. God wlII pardon us both, and 
no one again can separate ns.”

I had softly closed the door upon them 
then, and for a long while I lingered in Mr. 
W ill’s rooms, giving them all the  honili- 
ness I could. Then I went down with or
ders for the young m aster’s supper. It 
hardly surprised me to find tha t the ser
vants in the house did not know th a t he 
had arrived , for I knew th a t if they had 
seen him they would have taken his wet 
coat. There was quite a shout of joy when 
I told them my news, and some of them 
followed me to the m aster's door th a t they 
might be the first to greet Mr. W ill. They 
stood back quietly for me to go in alone, 
bu t—ah m. ! My cry soon brought them.

There sat our m aster beside the glowing 
fire w ilh stiil th a t smile of full content on 
his pale lips; but the lips were motionless 
forevermore, aud he was all alone. N either 
the glow of the fire, nor the moonlight shin
ing in now unhindered, showing us any 
figure save th a t solitary sleeping one of our 
old master.

More to tell ’ very little; and how nervous 
it makes one in this utful moonlight and 
the rush of rain and wind, and with those 
weird dying shadows which the firelight 
throws upon the pictures. Surely you know 
the end as well as I do.

Not one of the servants, even the oidest 
among them, ever jested with mo about my 
account of the young m aster's re turn  in the 
dying of the old year; ba t I heard them 
whispering together atterw ard. when I tell 
ill, th a t th a t strange dream oi mine had 
warned them of an illness. Dream 

For days aud weeks, and even months. 
Captain W arder carried on the lruitless 
search for Mr. Caplßton's will, firmly con
vinced th a t the Squire himself must Lave 
removed i t—bis private bureau had a let
tered lock which none but himseif under
stood, and this was untouched at his death— 
only to place it in another hiding place. But 
the search was in vain, and of course I had 
no tale to tell him.

But the search for Mr. Will was longer 
anu more wearisome still, and the Squire 
bad been two months dead, and Captain 
W arder was beginning to feel secure in the 
mastership a t Wesmede, when the E xeter 
lawyers sent us word they had traced  Mr.

’N E A T |1  T H E  K E D . W H I T E  A N D  B L U E .

(A m — Colum bia, t iie O c m o f  th e  O cean.]

At St. Lou is th e  “ OeniB” bad a  notion  
They'd but to  m ake prom ised free.

And am id  th e  e x c it in g  com m ettra  
Their rtcurd  t o ig o ltr a  would be;

B u t in vain do llie tr  lead ers d issem ble  
About w h at, i f  tru sted , th e y ’d no.

For w e kn ow  how  th e  South  m ade th em  tr o u b le  
And flinch from  th e  Bed, W hite  en d  Blue.

T h ey flinched from  th e  Re t, W h ite  and B lue, 
Aa “ p a n y ” com pelled  them  to  do;

Ana th e  v o tes  H a v ts  and W heeier assem b le  
Shall m ake them  th e ir  flinch ing reue« I

W hen th e  war dram  resounded for b a tt  e.
Their b est—ilie y  w ere few —faced lh e  et irm; 

But th e  o thers, lik e  dum b, driven  c a tt le .
Staved  m oaning o t  tiom e for “ reform ;”

And at last, all th e  tem p est forgo .ten ,
Again a s  the  so u th  bids them  do,

T h ey denounce th e  republic a s  rotten .
And mourn for th e  Bed, W hite and Blue.

T h ey m ourn for th e  Bed, W hite and B lue. 
W iiich on ce  in th eir  h earts  th e y  o’e r ilirew  

And th e  v o te s  H ayes and W heeler b egotten  
Shall m ake them  th e ir  m ourning renew!

So, th e  day hoys, th e  day, bo*, a, rem em ber,
W ten  s tr ik e  we for cause t i n t  is ju st 

And our bal o ts  we ll cast iu November 
For men wc have tried  and can tru g ’;

As our party  has ow e  saved  the station.
And fchown th a t  ’tis  loyal aud true,

It shall s till  have the  p atriot’s  ob lation.
Ana win ’nea th  the Red. W hite end Blue,

We’ll win 'u ealh  the it d, W h.te aud  Bine.
As alw ays aeeurtom ed to do;

And our chiefs. Hayes aud  W heeler, we'i'; s ta 
tion,

Our W hite House's leaee to  renew '

if e n e rn l  S a n ta  A n n a ,
General Antonio Lopez Do Santa Anna, 

the oldest survivor ot the g reat political 
events in Mexico during the early  p a rt ot 
the present century, died a t Vera Gruz on 
the tw entieth of ,'a-it month. He was the  
connecting link between the viceroy despot
ism ot the Spaniards and th a t ot the E m 
peror Iturbide. and the indonendent move
ment inaugurated by D. Benito Juarez. 
Santa Anna was born in Jalapa, F ebruary  
2 l ,  17?*S, and Lad consequently a tta ined  his 
seventy-ninth year a t tue time of his death. 
During the eariv p a rt of his career he did 
nothing of a r ex traordinary  character. He 
entered the Spanish arm y a t the  age of 
foui teen aad  became a violent partisan 
against Mexican independence, which G ua
dalupe Victoria was endeavorieg to e stab 
lish.

After contributing to the  success of the 
Spanish troops and being rew arded b. 
commission ot lieutenant colonel, he found 
th a t the restoration of peace would bring 
him no opportunity of personal advance
ment, and lor this reas -u abandoned the 
cause he had sustained, j  fining Uurbide in 
the plot to overthrow the Spanish despot 
ism. A fter Itu rb ide’s trium ph he was the 
first to revolt by proclaiming “ L iberty and 
a federal union.” This movement was 
aided by the Spanish party , out of a spirit 
of revenge against Iturb ide lor his estab 
lishment of Mexican independence, and re
sulted in the downfall of the  Emperor. 
TI is. however, did not result in the ad 
vancement of Santa Anna, who was still 
an obscure soldier, and he was obliged to 
make way for General Victoria. B ut he 
soon rebelled again, this time on pretense 
of opposing the election of Pedraz» in 1328.

position, giving S an ta  A nna complete and 
absolute control of the  governm ent.

H aving succeeded in raising a  new army 
be took up a  position a t  Cerro Gordo, where 
he was again defeated by the  Americans 
under General Scott on April 18. With a 
rem nant o t his arm y, num bering about 
3000 men, he re trea ted  tow ard the  City of 
Mexico. Late in April he learned of his ap
pointm ent by Congress as President, but 
finding th a t the election which the  States 
had heid on May 15 was unfavorable to 
him, he induced Congress to postpone the 
oounting o f votes until January , 1843, 
Meanwhile he banished o r imprisoned all 
who opposed his schemes, and established 
a  severe censorship of the press. He organ
ized an arm y of 30,000 men for the defense 
of the capital, b u t a  succession of disasters 
rendered abortive all his plans. First, 
Moiino del Key was storm ed and captured 
h.v General Scott’s arm y on Septem oer 8, 
1847; then Chapultepec fell on the thir
teenth, and on the  following day the cap
ita l was surrendered. General Santa Anna 
now endeavored to retrieve his reputation 
by resigning the  presidency and besieging 
Puebla. He was a ttacked , nowever, by 
General Lane a t H uainantla, was forced to 
retire, and thus Pnebia was relieved. On 
A pril5 , 1848, he sailed for Jam aica, where 
be rem ained till 1853, when he returned to 
Mexico and was reoeived with enthusiasm, 
He was appointed P re s s e n t for one year, 
after which he was instructed to convene a 
constituent Congress. Instead  of doing 
this, however, he fomented another révolu
tion, and was made President, w ith power 
to name his successor, and with the title  of 
most serene highness. His rule was des
potic in the extrem e, and caused another 
revolution, whioh was ied by General 
Alvarez. In 1855, a ite r a struggle of two 
years, Santa A nna abdicated uncondition
ally, and on August 16 of the same year 
sailed for Havana. L a ter he spent two 
years in Venezuela, afterw ard going to S:. 
Thomas He reappeared iu Mexico during 
the  French invasiun, and pledged himseit 
to m aintain a  s tric t neutrality . Iq May,
I Sol, however, a manifest was issued which 
leaded to excite disturbances in his favor, 
and Generaz Bazaine a t once ordered him 
to leave the country. Maximilian, how
ever, made him grand m arshal of the em 
pire, but a year ia te r he was implicated in 
a conspiracy against the Em peror, and was 
obliged to re tu rn  to St. Thomas. He made 
another effort to retain  his ascendency 
in Mexico in 1867. b a t whs taken  prié 
oner a t Vera C iuz and condemned 
to death. He was pardoned by Juarez  on 
condition th a t he would le a v e 'th e  country 
forever, and he came to the United States.

In  1868, a fte r residing lor some time on 
S taten I «land, he planned another expedi
tion against Jaurez, and sailed on a mer 
chan t ship trad ing  between New York aud 
Vera Cruz. He had sent agents ahead who 
dissem inated an appeal to  the Mexicans 
which he had prepared. He intended first 
to obtain possession of San Ju an  d'UUoa. 
the fortress o f Vera Cruz. The commander 
of the fortress and city  pretended to enter 
into negotiations w ith Santa Anua, bu t on 
his arrival he was m ade prisoner. H e was 
pardoned ar l re tu rned  to the United 
States, where be resided on S taten Island.This was the second revolution produced ____________ ____________________

by Santa Anna, and the second in the h is-I spending his time in cock-tight iug and
tfirV a t  MbTIPATI intiAnpnHpnna If um) o.l in I nl ifinnr Cnon ial> tvwvnfn A Hu« tb a  nftory of Mexican independence. I t ended in 
the wanton sacking of the capital and the 
elevation to the Presidency of General 
Guerrero, who was afterw ard succeeded by 
Buatim ente. Santa Anna being still too 
young to adm inister the government 

At this period General Bravo attem pted 
to produce a  revolution in conjunction with 
Santa Anna, who advanced with his troops 
to effect a junction, but he met with such 
poor success and ;he cau-e was so unpopu

playing Spanish monte. A ite r the death  of 
Jau rez  in 1875, Santa Anna returned to bis 
native country, and has since resided in 
seclusion in the City of Mexico.

The following description of the personal 
appearance of this rem arkable man was 
published in a  Southern paper last summer 
and reproduced in the Times on Ju ly  7:

“My supriee a t the appearance o f’ the old 
General was shared by my companion. In 
stead  of tbe  gray-haired old man th a t we

iar tu a t he broke faith with General Bravo, I had expected to  see, an upright, soldierly 
and tell in with the wishes ot his troops, re- figure stood before us. His form was no't 
serving himseif tor another time. About I y e t  bowed down by the  weight of years 
this time the Spaniards invaded the country and his cold-black, flashing eyes told thac 
and were defeated by Generals Feran and the  fires oi early  life were not yet all spent 
Santa Anna a t Tampico, where they surren- Incredible as it  may seem, Santa Anna's 
dered. This raised Santa Anna high in pub- I hair has not ye t tu rned  gray, and his face 
lie esteem, but his vaulting ambition would | has a kindly, hopeful expression, s trangely

and lie did not need the light. So a t last I Capleton's heir. T hat very night thev ar- 
the physician went away, seeing he was rived a t Wesmede in a post chaise, "and 
useless, but he said he should re turn  eariy brought my m aster’s heir, lying asleep in 
in the morning, for he himseif had been I his m other's arms. In  a moment I recog- 
alarm ed by the change this one day bad I nizsd Miss Agnes, when she came into the
made in Mr. Capleton. though he evidentlv hall shviy aad  eadlv, in her heavy tnourn-
saw uo immediate danger. He thought it mg. ju s t as she had first come to us. and no 
a pity tha t Captain W arder should happen voice was needed to teil anv of us for whom 
to be away for th a t night, and I did not of ehe wore th a t widow's cap around her
course tell him how glad I was. small, sad face.

When I returned to my m aster's room. Ah! what a sad homecoming it was. Miss 
the firelight showed me his chair em pty a t Agnes—it seemed so na tu ra l to have her 
the uncurtained window, and I was looking | back th a t I could not for a time get out of

could not feel sure I had heard aright. Y’et *'erce to be more than instantaneous, and 
not for anyth ing  could I ask her again, be- | tbe* there  dawned u p o n h is  poor, weak 
cause I seemed to understand it so 
a fte r those suspicions of Captain W aru^. a . 
which I had overheard. I be said, t i s  voice rising “ You are a silly,

“ I am going—to-morrow," she whispered, I prejudiced woman: faithful as far as
her wide eyes meeting mine with an unut
tered longing in them. “ I am going be
cause—my uncle has lost—his tru s t in me 
He thinks I wouid ru in —his son’s—life. I 
ruin ii! I have an old lriend who will re 
ceive me—I think. She is poor, but I —wiil 
help her. I—need not be—a burden."

“ Where is she. Miss Agnes!"
But no, not by hinting, or asking, or 

even entreating, could I win th a t informa
tion. She would not leave me the power of 
telling Mr. W ill where she was gone.

“ But tell him," 6he whispered, very 
softly, “ please tell him—only this one 
thing; th a t kneeling here, just as I m ight 
nave knelt a t my own mother's side, I pray 
th a t he will do as his father wishes. I 
shall be quite happy—presently. His 
la ther has been as my father, and I have no 
word to say to-night, or ever, but—God

woman's n ature can go, but sill v and pre 
judiced. Go to bed."

bless him.

A fter th a t I threw  away all fear of my 
old m aster, and talked to him daringlv, 
often and often and often, both of his son 
and Miss Agnes. You see I could do them 
no harm. He had done his worst. He 
could not either make them nnliappier or 
leave them more destitute, so 1 had no 
longer any fear for the effect of those words 
which would rise hotly and anxiously to my 
lips. Sometimes be was almost patien t with 
me, and would only m uriner the old reply, 
which he alw ays u ttered  so very slowly, 
“ I am glad I did it—very glad I did it.”

B ut a t  other times he' would loudly and 
fretfully  silence me, ordering me from his 
presence, l 'e t—and this was sad even to 
me, because it so plainly betrayed his grow
ing weakness—he would summon me again 
almost immediately, and presently would

I don’t know w hether I answered a t all; I once more repeat the old assurance, which 
I fancy not; but I held her to my breast I i t  was so plain tt
and—well, never mind that.

Strange to say, it was on the very next 
morning, just before Miss Agnes left us, 
th a t Lord Luxleigh brought his daughter 
to Wesmede; then, of course, 1 guessed tha t 
both my m aster aud Captain W arder had 
been yesterday aware of her return. I was

to see he could not believe, 
repeat it as constantly as be might.

As the w inter closed in Captain W arder 
hard ly  le lt him. Perhaps even he could 
see now th a t the hardened spirit was wear
ing out, as well as the  thin bent form, and 
he feared more than  ever to remove his in
fluence. D ay by day now my m aster clung

lingering w ith Mies Agnes in the hall—just I more closely to his old servants, and he 
making tasks to keep me besides her—when | fretted  so when I left him th a t I got into

round in real alarm  when he entered from 
the library. As he came forward I saw 
th a t he carried a sealed packet, and my 
heart beat with joy when, with it in his 
Laud he came toward the fire.

“Oh. m aster, yes.” I cried involuntarily, 
when he paused, "burn it to-night."

He closed his long weak fingers over it

using the oid name—tried  very hard, as we 
could see, to shake off her weight ot grief, 
bu t I did not wonder th a t for eo long it was 
uipossible to her.

During th a t w reik, on New Year's eve, 
ot the sailing vessel in which she and her 
husband auu baby were coming from Aus
tra lia  to piead in pereon for their la ther's

“ It he comes, ' he whispered huskily. “ I pardon, she had been rescued w ith the 
shall burn it. That will be my birthday other women and childran sorely against 
g ilt to my repentant boy. I f  not—it is a her will, as she wished to stay beside her 
just wi,l—quite just, and it shall stand ." I husband. B ut w ith tears and pravers he 

I saw it would be best to say no other had urged her. assuring her there ' was a 
word. His own lorgiDg to destroy the will chance tor ail, but only if she left him then 
was as strong as any persuasions could be. | So he had seen her safe into the boat and

not allow him to be content. His aim was 
to sic in the presidential chair, and to ac
complish this end he again revolted, leciar- 
iag in favor ol General Pedraza, whose elec 
tion he had prevented in 1828.

At this time he was an u ltra  liberalist.

a t variance w ith the  wide spread ideas of 
his character. He wears no beard of anv 
Bind, aud is as smooth-faced as a woman. 
In  ta lk ing  he is much troubled with a badly- 
fitting set of teeth, which fall from the pal 
ate. and he is slightly deaf. I t  was

He jjm ed  the Masonic O rder and the party  I tUMviog across the room and  seating him 
“  the Yorkuios. and by their aid was self on the sofa, however, th a t the  infirmi 
finally elevated to the supreme power in ties of his age showed themselves most 
March, 13>.>. During his presidency he I conspicuous. His false leg troubled 
was a favorite w ith the arm y, bat was un- I him, and I thought he showed 
popular with the people, who regarded his I disposition to hide it, for, a fte r seating 
course as aiming a : an imperial crown. I himseit very carelully , he threw  it out di 
F rom this time forward Mexico was in a rectly  before him and covered it w ith the 
state  of decadence and rapidly advancing ieft. He sat upright, nor did he lean b a d  
tow ard her ruin. L nderB ustam ente 'sgov- I or change his position the whole hour w<* 
em inent the country was iu a prosperous ..................
condition—revenues were collected, order 
prevailed, commerce thrived, the public 
di.bt was paid and the nation's credit im 
proved. A tter Santa Anna's accession to 
power all these things were changed, and 
little  that was good or useful remained.

During the early  part of Santa Anna's 
adm inistration several insurrections broke 
out, the last and most formidable of which 
was crushed on May 11. 1835, when the in
surgents were to ta lly  defeated and the re
publican party  received a fa ta l blow. A 
complete adm inistrative reorganization was 
now effected, by which ail the Governors of 
the several States became dependent on 
the central power. Being of an avaricious 
disposition, Santa Anna began to look with 
covetous eyes on the immense w ealth of 
the Church, and formed a plan for confis 
eating its property to the uses of the gov 
em inent. He feared the result of d irect 
means to accomplish his object, and there 
fore took an indirect course. Under some 
frivolous pretense he retired  tem porarilv 
from the presidency, and Gomez Farias. as

were with him. Santa Anna is slim built 
about five feet ten in height, and in his 
younger days m ust have been a handsome 
m an—as he is a t present a  fine-looking old 
genti.-man. He is ta lka tive  and social, 
loves to recount his own exploits, and 
seems to live a t present in the past. He 
knows th a t the tn tn re  holds nothing tor 
him, consequently he take very  little  in te r
est in the passing events of the  day. He 
diu not even know the name ot the' Presi 
dent of the United States, and  asked sev 
eral little  questions about our affairs th a t 
alm ost any schoolboy would be oapabie of 
answering. * * * In  describ
ing the events of ha lf a  century  ago we 
were astonished to note the accuracy with 
which he gave the  m inutest particulars. 
Every date and incident seemed to be as 
fresh in his memory as though it were an 
event of the  day  beiore.—J\~ew York Times.

I l o w n  “ S o tt  A n s w e i”  F a ile d .
W hen a  Munson s tree t m an went home

_______________to dinner, Thursday, he discovered tha t
Vice President assumed the reins of gov- I oae ^ens was *n the  nex t vard, and 
em inent. He a t once proceeded to put into was being chased sw iftly thereabout by the 
effect Santa Anna’s plans for the contisca- I OWD8 -o f the y a rd , whose inflamed faoe and 
tion of the property of the Church, hut the flashing eyes were appropriately  set off by 
movement became so unpopular, and met I a  lonz* There was a sudden
with such Sarce opposition, th a t Santa UP *n the m an's bosom as be saw his
Anna agitated a revolution against his own I ^en ^ ns threatened, and the first nrompt- 
\  ice President and against the federal in£ waH t0  Pioit UP a  rock and heave it 
union—the very principle he had pro- through the sknll of his neighbor. But 
claimed in his revolt against Iturbide. The I was the feeling oi but an instant. The

and I saw th a t there was no power which 
conld urge him to it except his son's re 
tu rn —my pcor. poor master!

So again we sat and watched, looking out 
into the darkness: and when the faintest 
sound broke tiie stillness, f could see in the 
firelight how my m aster started  forward in 
his chair, his great hope hurrying his breath. 
Strange to say, as the darkness deepened 
his confidence seemed to grow only the 
stronger and more steadfast, until a t last.

then had labored to save others, until he 
and the captain were alone upon the decks 
of the sinking ship in which they had been 
homeward bound. One sailor, who was 
saved, had told her, how he bad seen Mr. 
Will a t the last moment kneeling on the 
wet deck, himself wet through, his head 
upon his folded arms; and how he had 
heard him sob three words—which might 
well have been the cry  from every heart

, . -  • -------------- , . th a t n igh t—'“Father, forgive m e,” and then
by its very simplicity as well as force, it gone down on the broken ship, 
hau inspired in me a confidence iust as I And when Miss Aimes h»fl t, 
strong.

And when Miss Agnes bad told me this. 
1 '«’ith stiff white lips and tearless eves, 

lh e  w eather had been fine all day, though I which were almost proud in the ir great 
the wind was high, and there had been fit- love, I found th a t I could tell her how mv 
lui gleams of sunshine failing upon my m aster had died on th a t New Y'ear’s eve 
m aster s old, worn face, like the  aneel I with his hand upon his son's head, answer- 
touches falling now upon his heart. B ut ing th a t very p rayer with his own appeal 
a lte r the sun had 6et the weather changed, I for pardon. I remember how the light 
and each gust of wind sent noisy splashes I broke upon her pale face—just th a t 
of rain  against the uncovered window panes, steady, trustfu l light of old—when she 
But, through all the dreariness of the night heard how they were together a t th t verv 
and the rain and the darkness, we sat on, last; and though she said no word to me I 
w atching w ithout seeing, and listening in- know to whom she did  breathe "rateful 
ten tly  for one sound which yet never could I words.
have been heard above the roar of the Yes, th a t's  her portrait; and if there's 
w m a' another lady in ail the land be tte r beloved

Once during tha t long watch I was sum- I sh© has been for these five-and-twenty 
nioned down stairs. I s ’, iod lor a  few min- I jo a rs  through which she has lived among us 
utes in the brightly lighted kitchen, giving ftt Wesmede, I should like to know wuera 
the orders which the servants needed, and I th a t lady 's home may be. 
after th a t glare the darkness of the Squire's r Quit.e happy looking? Indeed ehe ia. 
room struck  heavily upr u my heart; but I Isn £ lt always a life which is lived for 
saddest of all was it to seethe new a ttitude others th a t is the happiest of all! And 
of eager expectancy in which I found him w°u!d not the love of such a son crown any 
now. He was leaning forward on the arm s I toother's life with blessing: 
of his chair, and did not turn  his lace trom ^ th a t's  the present Squire. A hand 
the window even while he spoke to me in a 80uie f®ce you cali it; bu t if you knew him 
low, hurried voice. “ The moon hath  risen. I a8 I know him, you wouid see far more 
Come quickly, Hester. W hen this clond I than that; and when I look a t the two por- 
has passed we shall see the road across the I tra its  opposite, I like to th ink  how proud
heath. W ait! w ait! I t  lay just now 
almost as clearly as in daylight'. The clouds 
are heavy, but a fte r each passes we shall 
see. There ! there !"

He had risen from his chair. W ith the 
hand which held the  sealed packet he 
leaned against the window, with the other 
he shaded his eyes to peer forth  into the 
night. The moonlight showed me this, and 
nothing more, till he dropped hie hand 
from his face and seized my arm.

“See! it is like daylight. Does he come?"
T hat road across the heath lay w et and 

clear and glistening, ju st as we have seen it 
lie to-night: and my younger, stronger eyes

the old Squire and Mr. Will would have 
been to see hew nobly be reigns here in 
their stead, while they are restijtg.— Ar-

" I f  you think the Lord called you to 
preach.” said an old m inister to a young 
one, “ tfiere is a  mistake somewhere between 
you and the Lord." The Courier-Journal, 
inspired by T ilden’s barrel, says. “Then the 
Lord called Samuel." The fact is John 
M orrissey called. and Boss Kelley went a 
thousand better.

States of Guanajuato, Traentecas, Jalisco 
and some of the most populous and wealthy 
States ot theJMexiean union were invaded, 
levied upon and destroyed in such a *uau 
ner th a t they nave never been able to re 
cover their former positions in the anion. 
Santa Anna then proclaimed the system  of 
centralization. '

At this period a revolutionary feelin- 
which had long existed in Texas found vent 
and broke ont in open insurrection. Santa 
Anna took the field in person eariv in 1836 
and the middle of February  he reached thé 
Kio G rande a t the head  ot anv arm y num 
bering 6000 men. On March '6 he storm ed 
the Alamo a t San Antonio, a fte r several 
days siege, and m assacred its  defenders.

owner of the  hens was a  man who desired 
to live a t peace w ith everybodv. to be 
charitab le to  all. He did not ‘like this 
neighbor, who was gruff and ignorant and 
coarse, b a t d u ty  overcam e his prejudices. 
He would conquer th is man by k iu tiy  
words. So he walked up to the dividing 
fence and  accosted him, The man turned 
about on him, and, w ith an oath, howled

" I ’ll kill every hen you have got on your 
b lasted  premises! I won’t be iode over by 
a hog any  way!”

The ow ner of the  hens hastily  swal
lowed a  lum p in his th ro a t, and caimiy 
said:

" I am sorry  th a t  my hens trouble vou— " 
“ W hat good is your infernal snivelling

Ilis own loss in this engagem ent was very I &°tng to do m e? ’ veiled the  man ia iater- 
heavy. A fter the massacre a t Goliad, whioh ruption.
was done by his express orders, he marched "H ear me, will you', please ?" I thou ri. 
tow ard Gonzales. On April 21 his arm y tho would stay  a t home—" 
was to ta lly  routed by the  Texans under “ Thought th u n d e r!"  howled the man. 
Houston, and on the nex t dav he was taken  “ Any jack ass  would a  know n be tte r than 
prisoner. His functions as President were th a t .”
a t once suspended by the Mexican govern- I The owner o f the  hens grew  verv red in 
ment. In  1837 he was liberated and re- the face, b u t he rem em bered th a ï à soit 
tu rned  to his native country by way of the  a? 8wer will tu rn  aw ay w rath , arid he 
Lm ted sta tes , but was coolly received, and ohlmly said:
in the  presidential election ol th a t year he “ I  am  ve«y sorry , indeed, th a t it hasLau- 
received only two out of the sixty-nine P «ned ;and  I will pay  you cheeifal iv  *0 
electoral votes, a fte r which he retired  to his I al! dam age done to  you r garden. " 
private esta te  a t Ja iapa . D uring the  same I , . “ O, you will ?" said  th e  m an. leaning on 
year he took p a rt in the  defense of Vera hls olub- and  gazing cynically into the ace 
Uruz against the hreDeh. and there reoeived I hum ble neighbor, 
an injury which rendered the  am putation " v e8* I w ill.”
of one of his legs necessary. This restored “ Well, you’d  be tte r, if  you know when 
him to publie confidence, and in the  I ? ou are  well off,” re tu rned  the gardene- 
long contention th a t ensued between the I ooarse trium ph.
centralists and federalists he was a prom- I Again a deep flush came to the face of the 
m ent leader ot the former. Through the I K6nGeman. but by a m ighty effort be again 
protection ot General \  alencia he was en- won the  m astery over himseit. There was 

. , ,t°  re tu rn  to absolute power, bein® 0De m ore step to tak e , the  baldest aDd
vm tua'ly  d ic ta to r from October 10. 1811, tS ^ « « t difficult of all, an d  he gathered ai! his 
J an e  i. 1844, under the title  of provisional s treng th  for it.
P resident. D uring this term  of office he 1,1 h°I,a J on will pardon n.e f or the 
8a.Vl® another constitution to Mexico, the  trouble I have m ade you.” 
th ird  he had fram ed and pu t into effect. The lines which had begun to sofim  a 
l ie  was again m ade constitutional Presi- î rid? In th « offended p a rty 's  face sudd<m!v 
aen t under the instrum ent of Ju n e  1° I hardened again.
Wh»; L 0“ ™  4 l°x September 20. 184R . “ '"«n P U .m e  th a t  money first, ami v 1
ré a  » 1 wa8.deP°eed bY a new revolution, ta ik  about the  o ther th ing  afterw ards, he 
and taken priscuer near Tlacoiula. On Jan  harshly, spoke. “ No soft saw der goes down 

„ i i  *1j’, he . ^ as banished for ten te ll y o u .”
J ° .  up htB residence in Cuba. I . .} h 0 gentlem an paid the money, ha : he 

iu ’uT,? ^ ' » g y e a r ,  however, he was re- so w ith bu rn ing  cheeks, and a feeling 
r , ^ Ü ’i^ PPi0IDte • generalissimo, and made secret d issatisfaction  w ith himself. I t is
hn°'!1ié>i la ,Pre81d®n t- Im m ediately a fte r b e tte r to re tu rn  evil w ith good, but even 
“0 nnu ^  d  ? o rth ward a t  the head, of th e  G reat T eacher applied the laeh to the 
tori ia*?i?n’Aand .on F ebruary  22, 1847, at- m oney-changers.—D a n tm rj Kcu-s. 
î n n n r  Amer>ean arm y a t Buena Vista, 1
"000 strong, under General Taylor, by I Ask *1,0 x. . . .
whom he was routed on the nex t day. For Mt  s  t o t  t W 76”  ot W  \ ork ' wa0 
this defeat he was called to account bv the esta te  f L l J 0" " ?  per ,cent ° V e* L 
'  me President, Gomez Favias, bu t he' oon P en3,ooratie party  is a  reform
trived  to s tir ud a  rev o lt » l ’in tV  »k w -o  I Pa r tY- This bu rden  of taxation  is an in 
lowers of the la tte r which ended in ^ is  de- T iidea ** Ieft B° "  Tweed and h'9 friead


