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- .. Wnlten for ‘tho Danner of Light.
v 'I'Hl_ii LAND OF FOREVER,
i o oy . onz. m ,
Ono eve when the day- God his jonrncy hnd toid.
) And the West was all glorious with purple and goid-
“{'aat all alone, whilo my. belng did seem .
rztranced by the pell of a beautiful dream,
¢’twas not all o dream that enchanted e so,
"', was the waves of tho Infinite through me did flow,
il l I saw as & spirit, the Land of the blest,
_ That tho prophet's rapt vision sublimely imprest.

o sunset In glory streamed over tho sea,

ose billows were hushed in tranquility,

hile a river before me rolled softly along -

Whoso waves rose and fell like the strains of a song,

J's the beautiful River, when lifo” 8 Journey is dono.

a¢ rolleth {ts waves to tlio setting of sun, .
<he River that bathes, on its fur(hermost shore, -

+:Ihe glorlous land of the Life Evermore 1.

: 'hlre waa heauty on earth, on the eea and the alr,

ot the radiant angel of beautly was'thero, .
~tith o 'spell soft anil sad, like the lingering breath
* 20t cleaves to a flower in tho shadow of death. -
Three persons there ocame to the bank of the river
Aud gazod toward the land of the glorious Forever;
Then plunged fn-its stream and bieasted the wave,
A,'nd,‘olove the dark waters with hearts atoat and brave,

I sgw far away, on the dim distant shore,
Aband of bright spirits that stood gazing o’er
The ourrent that swept deeply on to the sea
Bearing the swimmors from sight and from me.
Their pinions they waved, and reached out thoir hand
To weldome them on to tho beautiful land, |

Till In the far distauce, made welcome at last,

The waves of the river forover were past.

I thought whero tho heavens were fading {n iight.
That many a clty rose dimly to sight.

Where turret and tower plerced the.ambient nir.
And the light of Eternity gloamed cverywhere.

It seemed the verge of the world unknown,
Fairer than ever was dreamed In our own,

Than eye e'er might seo or sou! might concelvo,
That God hath prepared for them that believe,

I 'know whon my journey of 1ife shall bo done

And I stand all alone at life’s setilng of sun,

I,-too, must plunge in that mysterlous river,

And strike for tho beautiful land of Forever!

And I know thero are spirita that stand on tho shore,
Btrotohing out their falr hands to welconto me o’er,
And sweet will it be to feel them enfold

My form in their pinions of parple and gold.

Onseo, Hilledule Co., Michigan, Aug., 1860,
LY
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.-~ Written for tho Banner of Light. ... . ..

MAUD MORETON;
THE BEPENT:II:'T OOQUETTE.

BY MARY B. DAVIS,

The genial warmth of a summer had passed away,
leaving a silent remembrancer of its departure in
the droopiug heads of the few remuining -flowers that
had ohosen’ the list warm dnys of summer for their
giory, ‘and i tho varying tints of the forest trees,
whosa richness of color defied even the most glorious
production of the enthusiastic artist. - Autumn had
come, with ‘its instructive days, -0 beautifully, so
awcetly expressive of our own passing away, (for
«YWho would live always?"”) with its gentle, quiet
melancholy, its ohill and sighing winds, making us
wrsh for the bright, blaring firo upon the hearth
stono which had been o long unneceded. ‘

1t was the evening of a olear, bright day in Qoto-
ber, when - our story opens. Mr. ‘Cleveland had
always cherished a- great love for the customs of his

_early days, consequently he "had an ample fire place
in his house, supplied with hugo brass andirons and
fender, whosc polished surfaces were only excelled
in’ brightnoss by tho blazing hickory that threw its
olear, warm light upon them. His fomily consisted
of himsblf, & widowed - -daughter and: her only child
B, ]ovoiy girlof fourtecn summors—and two domes-
tics, who had bcen in tho i‘umily a great number of
yoors. ]

" Tho ‘tea things hud ‘been romoved, the ﬂre
rcpionishcd ‘and Mabel, wheeling her grandfather’s
great arm.obairup to the ccntre-(nblo, upon ‘which
brightiy burned a eolar lamp, and placing his em.
broidcred siippors (the work' of *her own hands)’
-upon & soft cricket in front of it, was prepuring to

-otntsston to your grandpapa’s’ ovenlng oomfort do

" you know it P

“«What {8 it, mamma darling ?” suid Mnbel
lmiling significantly.”

"1 The ovenink paper is not in'its uceustomcd plnce
upon the to.bic—wby hnvo you omitted to placo it
thero ?”

% Oh, I have other employment for grandpapa this
evening. e has promised me o story, and I am
getting impatient for him to come in.” .

" wDoyou kuow what'it is to be nbout, Muhcl?"
said Mra. Leslio.

“ Not reuliy, but to-day, whcu grandpapa and I
took our ride-in the pony cnrriage, wo stopped at
Miuer’s book store, for materials ¢ supply my now
writing-desk, when a magnificent carriage drove up,
from which a lady, richly attired and closely voiled,

- alighted, and entered tho store. We were about com-
pleting our purchascs, when I remarked to grand-
papa that the lady must bo very happy to bo so
wealthy; but ho looked at me earnestly, and
safd, in a low, serious tone, that wealth did not con-
stituto happiness; and I think tbat tho lady over
heard the remark, for she looked very pale and
weary, and hastened at onco to hor carriage. After
she departed, I'desired grandpapa to tell mo why she
looked 6o ead when ehe saw us, and he replied that
it was a long story, but if I wished, he would tell it
to me this evening, and hoped it would do mo good.
And here ho comes I said Mabel, and jumping up,
she threw her arms around his ncok, exclaiming:
« Your chair and sllppors aro arranged, dear grand:
pa, and just sco how cheerful the room looks on this
ohilly ovening.”

“No pnper, oh my pct ? said Mr. Cieo.vinnd

taking off his glusscs. und mping a teor i'rom his
oye; “ I eco you have not forgotton the promise of
the afternoon.”

* Not I, indeed,” said Mabel cheerfully, « for *tis

" | not often that [ have such a treat'in antlcipation as

a story from you, dear grandpa.” .

4 Well, get your chair, and sit down closo beside me,
and I will endeavor to fulfill my promise, although
%uis long years sinco many of the circumstances
which I must rolate have been spoken of by me,
and it will arouse many unhappy recollections to
do, eo; but if my darling Mabel profits by the
moral my story inculcates, I shall feel fully repaid.”

* 1t was in the second vacation of iy junioryear at
oollego, that my denrest friénd and class-mate, Harry
Hurlow, insisted upon my spending tho holidays
with him, at lns home in Savannah, instead of pass:

. ing It with my parents in this oity, as I had usually

done. T accepted tho invitation with pleasure, and
for two rensons—the desiro to plense-him who had
80 oi'ten proved_his sincere. friendship for me, hoth
by peouniary asiistance and otherwiso, (for I was n
poor. student, and he the son of a wenlthy planter)
aud also to grntii‘y my dJesire of visiting tho South,

‘ whithor 1 had. never been, His family consisted of

a fnther and. mother, a widowed sister, and younger
brothor, and at. tho tlmo of my introduction into

- +| his homo, his sister was rcceiving her old friend and

schoolmate, Maud Moreton, (the lody you saw at
hllner '8) s n guest. When wo arrived in sight of
IIurry s home, | could not resist the oxolumntion, of
how ben.utii‘ul how porfcot, for suoh a combination
of naturo and nrt I may safely say [ had never
before seen. The broad, gravelled walk that led up
to tho magnificent mansion in the background, was

‘ bordered on either side by luxuriant magnolia trees,

whilo the wido sprondmg garden-plat was inter.
spersed with flowers of every hue and variety, glad.
dening both heart and eye by their uuequalled
beauty and i‘ragrnnco. Mrs. Le Qrange, Harry’s
sister, was the first to greet us on our arrival. Hal
embraced her warmly and affectionately, and then
with pride glowing upon his manly faco, he presont-
ed hor to me.  She extonded her haud with genuine
cordiality, saying, *The fricnd of my brother will
find a wdrm weloome at Harlow Hall’ She then
led us forward, and presented us to hor parents,
The mesting of Harry with his father and mother
portrayed vividly the beauty of filial and parental
affection, and gnve me an ‘at home’ feeliug whioh
I certaluly liad never beforo felt among strangers.
The bospitality of the South is provorbial, and 1
think not unjuptly so in mauy. onses ; but 1 am di-
gressing, Mabel dear,” said Mr. Clovoland, sadly—
“ running away from the promised story; but some.
"how ’tis hard stirring up the momories of the pust;
I had not thought it to be so.”

o "You need not tell me, dear grnndpo. " said Mabel
tenderly, ** if it pains you to do s0.” -

# Nonsenso, child, ‘tis but,a passing oloud; you
shall have your story. We were'all sitting in the
spacious drawing:room at the Hall, conversing gaily,
wrhen the voice of n lady was heardupon the piuzza,
exolaiming to her pet spaniel, ¢ Down, Luna, down!
you are too lavish with your oarcsses; you should
comport yourself with more dignity.’

At tho sound of that voice Harry stnrtod paled,
and hoarsely articulated, ¢ Belle, ’tis Maud; why
did you not writo me

¢I could not, for sho nmvod ycstordny, said Mrs.

Le Grauge.
" By this timo sho had entered, and Harry, who had
quickly rallied, greeted ‘hor_'v!lth surprising dignity,
and presented her to mo as Miss' Moreton, o friend
of Mrs. Le Grange, and & resident of my own city.
She gave mo her hand, and smiling sweetly sald,
1 That shouid most certainly ensuro our frlendship.
Mr. Clevland.’

I stammered something 4 to the pleasuro it would
give mo—for her oyes were looking into ming with
such o fasolnation that I was completely spoll-
bound; 6 was but For & moment, but it worked a
history of years for us both. Harry glanced at mo,
and sceing my. ‘embarrassment, chianged the subject,
and the conversation becamo genorals

We retired for the night, IInrry nnd myself con-
tinulng room:mates as usual. As 800088, Wo Were
alone, Harry said to me, seriously-—

¢ Walter, should you'seo a treasured friond stond
ing before o rattlesnake coiled for a gpring, would

| you not leap at once to his rescue ?’. .

" Most certuinly, replied I, wondoringly.. 'Wlmt
mean you?’

"1You are in that samo position, Wniter. and I
wouid savo you.. Maud Moreton will charm you to
her arms only to wound you to your deopest heart.
1 saw her foscinoting power over you, ond I know
too well its meaning.” In &’ word, Woiter, sho is a
dangerous girl—a pohshod coqueito—-who glorics. in| -
her power.”: .

D¢ do ot think thero i‘h any neod o{ .yonr onutlon.
but it seems imposeiblo that ono go beantifully fair
could’ be g0 bad as you représent her.” But tell me
something more dofinite of her, thon lot me judge
for myself.! :

Uwill. Moud Moreton is an’ orphnn nnd an
heiress; left at'an early nge under the control, (no,
for she will not bo'controlled,) but rathier In the care
of an qunt whose highcst ambition is'to seo her
neice the worshiped idol of the rich and great. Thus
alsays encouraged jn what sccms also to bo her
own darling piousuro, sho cannot fail to bo what she
Is, & coquette.’

¢ Hal,? said I, evincing an interest which I would
fain have concealed, * Have you once loved this beau.
tiful Maud Moreton, and found her falso?”

* Yes, Walter, rcturned Harry, sad] ly. ¢1 loved
ber once, but do 80 no longer; she trifled with as
warni a heart a8 over. boat for her. Dut should you
love her—and 1 feel that you will—may God save
you from tbat bitterest of pangs.’

*Why, said I, with some surprise, *is she a
friend of Mra. Le Grange ?’

‘They were schoolmates, and Maud was a dear
friend and cousin of Isnbelle's lost Arthar, and
| every association conndeted with him gho oherishes

[ with the greatest fondness.  But I may bo mistaken,

Walter,” continucd lInrry. aeriously, "and trust “or
your sake that [ am.

for thinking of what had been said to me., I fslt
that Maud was in somo way conaeeted with my des!
tiny, although my ever seeking her hand in mar.
ringe should I love her, scemed to me preposterous
in the extreme, for was sho not an heiress ? When
I awoko the next morning, (for 1 had slept s'omo,) it
wa9 with a feverishaess and unrest unusual to my
temperament, for my thoughts, both alecping and
waking, had been of Maud; bat I earnestly resolved
to place a guard over my henrt durlng my _stay at
Harlgw Hall, v

We all met at broaki‘ust Miss Moreton nppeming ‘
& vision of loveliness, She greeted me _with great
cordiality, which I returned with freezing politeness,
a demeanor I intended to maintain toward her. But
my resolutions vanished when about an hour after
brenkfast I'met her in the hall, bonnet in" hand,
equiped for a walk, and sho gave me one of those
thrilling glances, saying—

tMr. CUlevland, Hal pleads a aevero hendnoho
{his morning, and so I shall have o challengo your
gallaniry for o, while, for you know,’ sho said, look-

iug.at mo archly, I could not think of going alone,

and leaving behind two snoh gnllanis a3 yourself and
Harry ; and beside, your being a Northlrn men, I
thought you might likoe to take a look at the, negro
quarters ns a pastime.’

*I will accompany you with pleasure,’ sald I, (for
I reasoned that we might at least bo- friends,) * but
whero is Mrs, Lo Grango ?' [ asked.

*In the domestio world & littlo this morning, a
place Z nover get into;” replied she, laughing gailys
+aud. beside, dear Belle is very sad most of the time'
sinoe poor Arthur died.’ -

We_lad a delightful walk and ere I returned I
felt convinced that IIarry had, through his own dis:
appointment misjudged her, for she seemed to mo to
be everything that was pure and beautiful. That
day was but the history of many others that follow-
¢d; there were rides, walks, and sails, plasned for our
pleasure, and pleasure it waa indeed to me, and I
drank it in at every quaff.

Maud and myself wore almost constantly together
—whom in despito Harry’s warnings, [ wildly and
deeply loved, and L could uot but feel that sho re-
turned the passion, for she d studiously to
know my wishes in everything; if [ spoke of a

- | favorito flower I was sure to find fbe same ono

nestled amid her glossy brails—if of a favorite color

her slyly perusing its pages, and in a hundred other
ways did the language of her heart fiud expression.

The time for our departuro from Harlow Hall had
come, I could scarcely resist a declaratipn of my love
beforo separating from Maud, but pride forbade it.
That I loved her, she well knew—if she returned
that love [ might wait; eo I schooled my tongue to
silence until 1 should graduate and decide upon my
professfon,

Maud aud I parted kiodly and affegtionntely, and
even Hal was forced to acknowledge that she ap-
peared to love me sincerely.

I will pass lightly over the events of the year aud
n half that followoed my introduction to Maud.
1 graduated with honor, and returned to my own city,
having deoided to enter the law office of one of
Harry’s particular friends,—but alas! an unfore
seon clroumstance put the idon of a proi'esaiou at
onoe to flight.

"My father sickened and died very suddenly, leav-
ing a widowed mother in my cave. Ho had denied
himself much to givo me a colloglate eduoation, and
now I must labor In carnest. [ fortunately obtained
the situation of an accountant in & large mercantilo
house, and entered upon it at once.

Maud’s nffectionato sympathy won largoly upon
my heart, still I forchore an eatire deglaration of
my feelings toward her. .

’Tis paid that. fortune fa.vors ‘the brave, con-
tinued Mr, Cleveland, * and I folt - that it did me,
when after a year as an ucoountnnt in the house, 1
was asked to becomo a pnrtnor. Capital was ad.
vancéd mo by ono of tho Arm, who wished to Tetire
from the business, and thus my success was placed
almost boyond a contingency. ‘

It was then, dear Mabel, thas I felt that I conld with’
propriety deolare' my long pent up, but steadily in-
creasing love for Maud—and I felt, that I might
hope; at all ovents, I must know my fate, whatever it
might be.

,I hastened to her benutii‘ui homo, and wo.s met by
her with smiles, a3 usual—she had visitors but they
soon disappeared, leaving me alono with hor whom
for years I had been worshiping; and ‘whom now I
might havo to givo up forever,

1o ono far above mo in. point of wealth—one who had
rejected offer after offer the most oligible, but I count:
ed upon hor supposed love, and like tho gameator in

ay lost, for she rejeoted me, and in' a cold, ucnohn-'

‘| lant manner declared that she had never loved me. -

I felt, for a fow moments, aa if I were cast upon
the broad, trackless ocean, in a rudderless bark, with
not one starbeam from Ileaven to - light me on.
ward—tho struggle in my soul was almost fearful,
but I rallied, and, looking up, met once more that'gazo
which had been so fatal to fny ‘happiness,
spell wag broken—the idol that T had niched in the

‘most sacred templo of my soul, and at whose shrine

I had so long worshiped, had fallen from its pedes-
tal o scathed, ruinous, and worthless thing,

*Maud, Maud Moreton !’ said I, ¢ you have heard
it sald that the deepest, the intensest love sometimes
turns to bitter, implacable hniof but I am looking
into my heart, and I find nothing there akin to hate;
but from" my very soul I pity, ay, pity you! that
beneath so fair, so beautiful an exterior a8 heaven
has given you, there dwells 80 much of wrong—
wrong not only to others, but to yourself. Nay,
start not! ’tis true you havo knowingly cast away
the gem from your lifesetting—in a word, you havo
desolated your whole life, at the fnstigation of vanity

—for T am looking through those dark, fascinating

Wo retired to our couches, but I could not’ sleep'

ghe would don it, or of & book I was cortain to find ..

*T reflested that Iwas about to offer my_ hand .

his ast; desperate hopo, throw tho dice and lost, ay;

But the

tyes mto your soul, and I ron.d its aocrets. l'cnn
sce love and pride combating for the mastery;
pride, for o time, seems conqueror, and love lies
bleeding, but not subdued ; for in nfter timo *¢ will

tise up and ory loudly for its mate, but cannot

find it, Dut the dream~ the bright, beautiful dream
is over. Maud, farewell, favowell,’ snid I, and

| snatching my hat, rushed out béucath the starry

canopy of heaven, where no eyo, save my God’s,
could witness the termpest in ‘my soul. What should
Ldo? whero should I go? I’ questioned, when some
rnmiliar lines from the gifted pen of Conpor came to
my nid They were these—

L. Upl God has formed thoe with a wlser vlcw.
. Not to be led in chalns, but to subduo.'

I hnstened home; 1 oould" not confide to my

buried them way down decp in my heart, and went
out into tho great, busy world, and there, amidat its
cared. and notivities, its Joys and its sorrows, strove
to forget tho bltter past.

o © o - e ©

Fivo years fled away, and then I led to the altara
puraand gentle girl, whoso #incere and tender love
shed ‘sunshine in my 'pathway and around my fire.
sido, until tho dark donth-nngel oalled her up to
hgaven. ‘Tis years, long yedrs ago, sinee I laid my
gontlo Mary down amid the flowers to rest; but the
memory of her sweetness will live forover.

But of Maud, dear Mabel,” sald Mr. Clevland,
wiping a tear’ from bis eye, " you are impatient to
lenrn mote, She continved in the same reckless
onroer, toying with hearts as if they folt not, luring
them Into her® keeping but to wound them, until a
oiroumstnnco, fearful. in its natare, recalled her to
her sensce,

Clagence Leland bad loved her with all the dopth
of which & ndble nature is capable, and believed
her true; but_she scorned his love, and, in a mo
mont of desperdtion, maddened at her rejeotlon of
his suit, ho put an ond to his existonce.

He was tho idolized and only son of aged parents,
and their great and uncontrollable grief brought
terror to her bosom and contrition to her heart. A
long and severe fit of sickneas followed ; but when
Maud Moreton arose from her bed, she was a wiser
and o botter woman. ’T was like the refiner's fire
to tho gold; thoso noble qualities that had lain so
long ‘dormant in her heart, or had been uearly
orushed out by her insatinble love of conquest now

‘| shone forth with dazzling brillianoy.

Tongues, that had onco uttered bitter invectives
agnjpst her, now sang her praiscss Many a cheer-
los fireside Was mado bright by hor presence, and
many an aching head and heart wero relioved by her
kindness, and her purse was over open to the neces-

in the streot; but as it scomed to be painful to her,
I avoided doing so.

] [} o o Q o

ovening that I steod bofore Maud Moreton, and
listened to the words that sent me out into the cold

furious manner,
the animal was not immediately stopped.
at once to the spot, and caught hifm by the bridle

but. the sudden stopping overturned the carringe
and tho lady was thrown. '

her upon & sofa, called for restoratives.

sho was, and what had happened ?

a8 [ could command.
Miss Moreton, you are with friends.

bore you hither until I oould ‘summon your physi
cian.

gure herself; then sinking back agnin upon her pil-

low, murmured :
+Saved—nud by him! My God, I thank thee !’

those words, murmured so soft and low, foll like

./ balm upon my. lonely heart. That she loved mo

once, I knew; but did she love me now? I quea
tioned, but could not answer,

When she was sufficiently recovered, -sho wished
to be taken to her own home. I uccompnuied ‘her,
and when we parted, sho said:

¢ Walter, when I have recovered from tho oxcxto—
ment of this accident, I would sce yon, and thank
you, a3 I cannot now, for what you have doue.” Oh,
Walter, she continued, locking at me earncstly,
*You have saved a lifo; let it be a lasting consola
tion to you.’

Three weeks passed away, when I received a note
from Miss Moreton, saying she -wished to see me.
Sinco wo partedpl had been traveling back through
a dim vista of years, into tho eventfal past, thinking
over those scenes o’er which 1 supposed I had drawn
a curtain forever. DBut, ales! I found my weakness.

I had never loved but the two~Maud and my gentle
Mary; and now Mary was ot rest, and Maud had
been apared to become a true woman, nud I was eigh-
ing for companionship. Why, reneoned I, should I

not seek hers? I went to her home, sat down by

mother my sorrows, as I had done my joys; so I|

sities of the poor and needy. I frequently met her

Nearly twenty yoars had passed away since the

world feeling desolate’and forsaken, 1 was one day
going down the steps that lod from my own dwelling|
to tho street, when I saw a horse with a light car-
ringe attached, dashing and plunging along in a
I snw, also, that the carriage con-
tained a lady, and that her fate was inevitable, if
I rushed

Imagine my feelings, dear Mnbel when I saw that
the lndy was no other than my early love, Maud
Moroton. Oh, Low I tliauked my God for the blessed
privilege of saving a lifs, and that life kers. I
took her in my arms, (for she was faint and bleed-
ing,) and_bore her into my own house, aud laying

8he soon revived, for her wound wns comparatively
siight and, looking around the room, asked whero

The sound of that well-remembered voico beneuth
my own roof, and under such peculiar circumstances,
thrilled my wholo being; the love that I had sup-
posed buried, or crushed out of my heart forever,
came rushing back like a mighty torrent. I stopped
to where she lay, and ansored in a8 calm a voico

_ Be calm.
I beseech you, for you are hurt. You were thrown
from you carringe in front of my own house, and I

I was along, almost, in .the worid° for Mary,
my gentlo one, had long slumbered in the quiet
churobyard, and bright eyes . hod-“Won your mother
from her home, dear Mabel, to grace another ; and

her side, and told hor my withes and my feelings.

* Walter,” snid she, after & few moments’ strug-
gle, ¢I thanked God that you had saved my life, nnd
I blessed you forit; butif my words gave you wrong
hopes for tho future, I can only say I am sorry.
You told mo once, Walter,” continued she, sadly,
*that you pitied me; and you had need to do so, for
in that hour—long years ngo—that I'sent you from
my presence, | entailed upou myself o life long mis-
ery. "You snid truly that I had desolated my life,
for it led me Into recklessness and sins for which I
must receive a just punishmgpt. I-refused your
hand once, dear Walter,’ continved Maud, « through
onprice; I do so mow through duty. Iinny not, nay,
I.must not graut myself so great a joy ns to dwell in
the only heart in which I ever oraved a home.”

«Maud, Maud,’ eaid I, *you know how freely J
forgive you, and you surely have mado sullioient
atonement for the wrong done others.’

+[ have rcpented of tho wrong, I trust; hut oh,

Wniter,’ said she, beseechingly, *do not nock to de-
ter me from my duty, for I am weak, very weak.
Henceforth our paths must diverge. You can go to
the bright fireside of your own home, whero the
sunny smiles of a darling daughter, who can often
be with you, will gladden your pathway through life,
1 to the stern duties which I have meted out for my-.
self to perform—n friend to suffering humnmty.
Think not, my friend,’ said she, ¢ that I shrink from
those duties, No, no—they afford me o satisfaction
that is invaluable, Ant now, Walter, said she,
rising, and takiug my hand, ¢ farewell. We may
sometimes meet here on. earth, but not often.
’T were better not. DBut, oh, let us strive to meet
above.” And thus we parted. .
- "And now, Mubel, I have done; and ‘may you
draw instruction from what you have heard,” said
Mr. Cleveland, laying Lis hand affectionately upon
the bead of his grand-deughter, * Ever orush from
your heart tho slightest appearance of coquetry, if
you would be happy, for it is always eure to draw
down punishwent upon the head of the offender, nnd.
it is not often, ae in the cnse of Miss Moreton, that
'repcntunce comes, until it is too into to make
amends.”

«[ know I should love Mies Morcton npw ” said
Mabel, glving her grandfather a good-night kiss;
“and I will strive to avoid the wrongs of her carly
life, and follow her present example.”

* Do s0, my child,” suid Mr. Cloveland, tenderly.
 Take the golden rule for your motto, and you con-
not fail to be happy, both here and hereafter.”

‘Written for tha Bannor of Light,
THE FATAL PRESCRIPTION.’

BY KATE 8. OKELY,

. CHAPTER I
# You think baby Kas no fever, dootor ?"
« Not the slightest, madame. Give him the drops,
and he will. soon be better. Iwill see him again
to morrow.”
« Now, doctor, T want you to step into the library
as you go down, and prescribe for Marcus; he does
not complain, but has no appetite, aud is so pale
and listless.
consumption, and I have a haunting dread of it all
the time.”

Marous Ormsby rose from the lounge as the dae-
tor entered, with o languid air. He was a slight
;| made man, with an earnest blue eye, and brown
, | wavy hair; his mouth was small, but the lips were
full, and the expression of the whole face was kind.
tess, There was a dash of plensaniry in his man.
ner under all circumstances, and now, as tho doctor
prescribed a glass of good brandy every day before

* Take care, dootor—that is dangerous mediclne ”

“Yes, 1 know it s, Mr. Ormsby; but with your
prineiples, instilled by a Quaker mother, I.am safe.
Good morning.” :

« Now, Pet, do not neglest your ride to day, and’
take Jules along; it will do you both good.” The
doctor says there is not much out of the way, and
his grandmother wants to sce him every day. Good
bye. T will try and be out- early.”

Katherine Ormsby stood watching the light rock-
away as it flew down the avenue, bearing her hus.
band off to the bustle of the city, and wondered if
all wives were a8 happy, and all husbands as good
and noble as hers. - It was a pretty picture as she
stool—one hand shading hereyes from the hazy
autumn sun, the other holding a branch of crimson
and yellow maple leaves, which Marous had plagfully
thrown back. There was ‘dignity and graco in the

Bhe looked at ‘mo Tang and eurnestiy, 28 if to as- | attitnde ; there was benuty in the colorless faco with

its' classic fentnres—In the raven huo of hair and
‘|eyes; thera was taste in the crimson cashmers’
| morning gown, with its silken cord and tassel, and
In tho delicate embroidered slipper.  8he watched-
until he was out of sight ; then turning yound, she
paced slowly along the piazza, through the hall, and
up stairs to the nursery, murmuring,’ * Dear, dear
Murcuai God keop you from harm m o

CHAPTER IL

“ See papa, Jules! Clap pretty hands, for papa is
coming! Look through the trees, and sec how Dash
burries on o get kis supper, too!”

Marcus Ormsby sprung from the carriage, and
throwing the reins to black Ben, who etood, hat in
hand, ready to receive them, threw his arms round
baby and mother, at once, in the fond cmbrnce of a
loving father and husband.

#Take out the demijoln, Ben, and carry it to the
dining-room. You see, Pet, I have privided myself
with the medicine Dr. Giles prescribed. [ tried it
today, and I believe I felt stronger. 1 Know 1 exer-
cised more without feeling fatigue than I have done
for many o day. And how is our darling? Ho
certainly looks better. Did you tako your ride ? and
how are Ma and Belle 9

« Oh, Marcus, it would make your heart ache to
gee poor Bello. Alexis has been drinking hard for
two days, and it is the old story over.  Ma urges her
to leave him, and she, poor thing,loves him yet too

You know his threo sisters died of

dinner, s a tonic, he shook his finger at him, saying, -

in her room, praying nnd weepiug—loahny 50 m‘etch-
ed, and of course feeling worse. Oh, how I would
hale and loathe my hushand It ho came Into my
presence as hers did "today. How very dili'orent
our natures must bel”

w Ah, Pet, I don’t believe & word oht. You wouid
do likothe rest of womankind—they ate all alike in
this.”

« do not belfeve it, Marcus—I know my nhm}o
too well; but as I never anticipate the trial, we will
not discuss it, Julea I8 8o much better, I'foel’ llght
and happy, and we can take our stroll by the creek,

more amongst these dear old haunts, then baok to
the distrnoting city. Oh,I wish time would stan

still, and it was always Indian summer, and you
were always noar me. Look at the soft haze on thosa .
glorious hills; look at the lovely hues on those dear
old maples ; look at the orimson and gold, tho pur-:
ple and lemon, that flash up in the light of that glo-,
rious sunset from the stately dahlies, the hardy chrya

anthemums, and our pet roses and verbenas, overy-

thiok climbing Madeira vino filla the air with per-
fume from it8 delicate flowers. Ouk Glen, never:
looked a8 aweet to me as it does this Fall.”

“Why, Pet, you grow pootical, I am afraid Bet-,
sy’s muffins and tea will suﬂ'or it wo ait here
longer.” e

—

" CHAPTER 1L

Rain, sleet, and slush | - For twq Qu;sit has never
censed, but tonight the wind is ‘setting in ,eharp,
and the streets will soon be in a glare ‘of ice. Ina
amall frame house.on & side street in’ the oity of
L——, sits Katherine Ormsby, in the%dim lightof &
poor fire, An unonrpeted floor, & bodstond, bureau,
aud o fow ohalrs of common maierial, are all the
room contalns, exoept under the gas bracket standa

ing desk—rolics of past duys 8he had been writing,
and the ink ia still damp on her paper, but she has-

sits looking into the ‘red cinders, knowing well she
must not replenish them, or it will rob them' of to-
morrow’s’ allowance, ~ She sits alone. The town
olock has struck elovén long since ; she draws the
thin black shawl round her and looks dreamingly
on the red conls. Twenty years have passed’ since
that Tndian suymmer.evening, and Katherine Ormsby
isa dnmkard’n wife—the holiow mark on the oheek,
the dark rim ronnd the eyes, the siiver thrends that
le thick on-her brow, the thin hauds which sho
presses hard on- ber - heart, trying to still a pain,

than ond physician, all tell n snd:tale, The pure
French brandy proved a wonderful tonis, but the

to, until the taste and the thirst grew strong and
stronger, and the brain and will to resist grew
weaker. - Business suffered of course.
moment while heated and excited with drink, Mar.
cus-Ormsby endorsed for a boon companion for &
larger amount than he could meet, and buukrnptoy
followed, - Brandy now was_ bhis comfort; drink,
drink, to drown oave. - Wife and children ‘were but
scoondary. - Ho took his family from place .to place,
trying to regain what he had lost, but dikappoint.
ment followed his steps, and poverty and privution
were.all they found. -

Marvous Ormnby had gone from hud to wom nntil
mind and body were both giving way. Two ohildren
~both girls—of seventeen and ten, were all that
was left of five. Two weeks ago, death took & noble
boy after & fow hours sickness, and whilo the moth.
or’s tears fell- on his frozen- face, sho broathed a
prayer of thanks that ho was' spared his father’s”
ghame. ' Thelr scanty living had been eked out. this
winter* by piecos of jewelry at the pawnbroker’s,
every one of which was associated with bappy hours
of the past. To-day her darling’s silver cup, with

mourning to shroud that mother’s aching heart.
Her daughter’s needle, and her pen, were now nil
their dependence.

“ The cutting- blast “aweeps dronrily, creeping in
oraok ahd crevice, but Katherine Ormsby heara it
not—~she is far away in the past. Oak Glen and its
Indlan summeor s before ber—ber first born, herlittle
Jules, whom God called so early, is in her arms. She
is on the piazza of her denr summer homo—the
‘crimson maples and Fall flowers aro flushing in the
evoning sun and the Madeira vine sends out its sweet

Dash and his master coming up the avenue, while
baby Jules springs and crows to see papa.: They sit
and talk over the day’s news on that pleasant poroh.
—of sister Bello’s drunken husband, and—bat the,
spellfabroken. There is a noise at the street door-—
she starts—* Oh God! Tt is my own drunken hus.
band,nnd do I kate him as I zaid then Twould ¢ Nol »
her woman’s nature pitied him, but respeot and love
were gone.
she would take care of him. 'God and heraclf know
that her love had died ont.  For her ohildren’s ‘sako
she prayed to live, but sho hnew from the sharp pain
that now never left hor heart, that her dnya wcro
numbered.

* Hilloa old wife, aro you up yet? " .

A bloated face, an vnmeaning glare of the eye, a
silly attempt at talk, and Marous Ormshy. the tender
child of a sweet Quaker mothor—tho fond, devotod
husband of a noble wife, sinks down on the floor in
the heavy sleep of tho drankapd. With o woary,
sigh, sho takes tho heavy comforter and pillow from
ber bed to shield him from the air which, comes bit.
ing in every orack of the door and window. and drowr”
off his muddy boots. Sinking down on her knees, she’
prays that God, in his merey, will take him, before
her, forwho would care for him if eho were gone.
Oh, men !—Lordgof crcatnon youcall ycursoivcﬂ—hov
can you thus trampla out the rich goms that glow in
every truo wifo’s heart, sinking yoursclf into the
animal and acoepting in “return on‘y un unimni's

dcariy ‘to listen to such advice, but ehuts herscif up |pity?

“ “ lhroon'on 2« 0680
Afalkd 4] Ilurcyn .
Onoyear, =« £0 l"n
Sixmonths « = =
Pojyable ja Advnnee.

018
Al lubecripuonl discontinuod ut

sond at our risk; bud -

turned off the gas as too great a luxury, and now -

which: for five years has baffled the skill of more.

one glass & day soon called for two, and whenever &
little Jasritude or fatigne was felt, it was resorted *

In a reckless

He was the father of her children and-
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