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the rustic chair, and we will be so very | solt spring wind blew in at the casement,
comfortable—if my guardian were here—"" | and the hum of a great city was borne

“ Now,that's not polite,"hroke inItobert, | faintly up with a musical murmar like the
o for onco boe content with seelng me.” | flow of far off waters. The solitnde at last

“Well, 80 I am ; there—take your ton, 1 | became intolerable—he wanted to hear
bave put in the extralump of sogar to | voices—gay music—and hasifly ohanging
show that we are reconciled.” his dress, he went out into the thronged

hesitated ! The interview of which he had
80 long dreamed was at hand, yet he trem-
bled—some premonition from the future
seomed to moan in his ear, He felt that
the whole course of his life was to know o
chaogo—that nll coming timo wounld be
coloved by the events which should grow
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THE UNFAITHFUL GUARDIAN.

CORTINUED.
“W

10) can it be 2" said Nellie, sha-
and looking down the avenue.

ding her eyes with her hiand,

“Why,

it's Robart Morris, 1 do bélieve,” she

contipued, s the rider appeared throngh
the trees.

The boy caught sight of her engoer face
and waved his cap in a gay salute. Nellio
drew back a little ashamed of her own
oagerness, bat there was u glow of girlish
happiness in hor cheeks and eyes which
would not be restrained.

“You see 1 am come,”" oxclaimed the
boy, viding up to the steps, and springiog
off his horse. *‘ Taks care of him, John,"
he said to the servant who appronched, ** 1
rode very fast."’

He huarried up the steps and grasped
Nellie's baods, and gave Mms Dexter o re-
spectful greeting.

“ Aro you glad to see me, Nellie
aaked.

“Very glad, Robert, T am always glad,”
sho meplisd, with ber trothful simplicity.
“T did not expect you, though."

“Of course you didn't, I always como
when 1 am not expected—IL do everything
in that way—1 like surprises.””

Y And yon are very certain of giving us a
pleasant orio” when yon come, Robest,"
Mra. Dexter sald.

“Thauk you, ma'am, 1 am glad you like
me to come, for I am mever quite happy
anywhore else,”

HDid you see my pguardian?'”

he

Nellie

usked.

Y No, ] called at his house, but he was
not in, I have only beéen home a few
tdays."

“We thought you were still South,"
sabd Mrs, Dexter; * we had not henrd from

u“.'v
“0b, I wanted to astonish you! Why,
Nellis, you are growing tall, T do declare,
and your hair is longer than ever.” ,

Nellie langhed and wont into tho house.
Robert seated himsdll hy Mra Dexter's
side, who smiled kindly'dewn at him, for
he, in spite of his boylsh spivits, wasa
great favorite with the quist, placid lady.

e had such a frank, generous fuce, and
it Kghted up so pleasautly when he spoke,
that Mrs. Dexter felt her honrt yearn to-
wird him—poor, motherless youtly, so very
bagish, although he was fast growiog into
a young man, But he had one of those
fortunate natures which ave really fitted
for this bard world—good, sterling sense—
shrewd, clever talent, whick would make

They jested and made merry au the bap-  streets of that brilliant Parisinn world,
py of their age should do, and Mra, Dextor
looked on with smiling satisfsction, no re-
| straint to their mirth or enjoyment,

40k, 1 had gnite forgotten ! exelaimed
Robert, suddenly. ** Wait a moment, |
Nellio 1"
Ho drew out of his loose suck o small
package, and untying it held np o couple |
| of neat) y bound volumes,

“Now books " said Nellie; *'T wanted
something to read.’

“Yes, but listen—* Poems, by Willlam
Sears ' "'

“ Give me the hook—do! Another vol-
| ume of poems! isn't it astonishing, Mes, :
Dextor '

| *“*They were published in Englaad," said
| Robsrt:

“but a friend sent me an early
copy. They beat his othor books all hol
low—oh, he's very famons now—he's
written a play that had great suocess—
only fancy it.""

“Just to think I nover saw him, and ho
g intimate with my guardian,"” said
Nellio; “but he hurried off to Europe |
while | was away.""

“Well, we've got his poetry at all
events,'’ returned Robert, **it's better thad
ho—supch an odd féllow as ho was."’

Then they opened the book aud began to
read, Nellis's cheek glowing with enthu-
sinsm, and Robeit himsell looking execited

and moved.
; “Bak itisso sad,” Nellie said, almost
below her breath; “oli! how unbhappy he
| must be."

““Bot n despondent, reckless misery un-
worthy of & man,” said Mrs. Dextor;
‘‘he must have suffered though, poor fel-
low.'"

“If you waut gloom, hear this, said
Robert,

Peaow, troubled soul—oh ! woiTer aud bo wtill

Mark 1 the fudiiye Torms how fast youth feds !

Lask o \st yesring Hra‘l\.r B0 Aokt anil eldll
The woe |s past—thou dost bat dealh e beos

“Oh! don't read any more,” execlaimed
Nellie. *1 can't bearit, it'imo sad! 1
must ask my guardian what tronbles him—
I did onee, nud ho said his digestion wns
bad, that he would eat all sorts of trash,
and out of that came the poetry—fancy
whnt n speech '

“Thare sony be more truth in it than
you imagine," returned Robert, while he |
and Mrs, Dexter Inughed heartily at her |
look of profound horror. “Den't you |
think poeta have to eat " \

*0Oh, I don™t know ! buat/l um very sure
Mr. Sears is ushappy."' |

“Mr, James saysa bilious man  always
in'' sald Mre, Dexter; and then the two
childron—for they were little olse—langhed
again—not that thoy were unsympathixing
orslow to feal—but from very light-heart-
adness,

“Hore s snother book, Nelie—a novel,
that is dividing popular favorin England
with Mear's poems.  ‘Resigoation,' by
Catharine Grant." !

“ What o singular name !—but ns sad as
possible.”

He opened tho book and read on until the

him a prominent man—nota particle of | BRthering twilight rondercd it impossible

genies, and none of the over sensitivenoss
whick goos with it—but o kind heart over-
flowing with gencrous impulses, which was
better than all.

He was & singular contrast te the youth

desoribod In an earlier portion of this story |

—night and morning could wot have boen
more xolike. The ove was a boy, Ooding
Lin bappiness in the pursaits and pleasures
af his nge—tho othor hnd nochildlood, and
no epring of Hle—tortured by wild dreams
nnd mad hopes, of whose brightoess bis
poetic Intaition taught him the falsity.
Oh, they were a contrast, but Robert Mor.
vig, thongh vot & genios, would make by no
means an ondindry or & ocommon.place
man, and tha conrder mould in which his
natore had been oast, was much belter
adapted to this earthly sphore in which we

dwell, bemmod in aud fettered by bonds | new, nothing whioh he had not before un- | painter ! You look as if you hisd found n
which many pever foel, than the delieate | derstood by those mystorfons intuitions  new hope.”

organizution of William Soars,

“Ten lo ready," said Nellle, returning
to the verandslh ; *‘como out into the arbor
—you shall both be my guests! Hore i
your shawl, Mre Dexter, T thought you
might need it."'

“ You are always thoughtful,"” sald Mra.

Dexter, smoothing down ber fulr ringlets; as utterly alone as the dreamning boy of | light

to distinguisl the words. Then they en-
tared the bhouse, and continued e porusal
| of that book, which filled Nellie's whole
| saul with the isterest fiction possessen for |
tha young.

CHAPTER VI.

And now we will follow our wanderers |
neross the son, and loave these young folks
to eajoy their books,

Pacing up and down his solitacy room, |
| restless and impatient—the old fever burmn-
| ing im hin eyes snd Ughtoing up the weary

fuce, was Willlam Bears !

Three yoars bofove, be had left Amerios,
had waadered far, won fame and disting
tion, but the namelsss desire which deso- |
[ fnted bis  boyhood wes still unqguisted. |
| The deonms of the past had given plsco wo |

the reality of life, but ho found nothing |

which are the blessing ov the onyse of na- |
| tures like hin, The fresh Janrels with |

which they crowned his brow ouly cisy |
| another ashadow over his hestt. Pralse |
| never oneo dazzled him iuto. forgotfulness |
| of the wearing palo within—and William

Soars, famous and the idol of the day, was |

“yon may not bea fuiry, but you are | six years belore, * .

denr, good girl, and thnt's 2 better thing 1I' |
* #Now, Robert, you shall sit by me on | he paced Lis lonely chamber. The moon. | ke the rest,
the groen root sofa, Mrs, Dexter shall Lave | light lay without hugy and besutifyl, the |  Strange, but even in that

Of nll theso things was he  meditating as |

and by ita revelation he kuew that some

| susoeptible to those mystorions influences

| siiah AR
exoited imagination,

| ed, with which he lind always connected
thist womnn's memory !

out of that meoting, and therefore it was
with n steinge feeling of awe, that he ne-
companied his friend to the box to receive

the promised introduvetion.
- - - - .

“Don't touch that everlasting pen to.
day, mistress, I am sick of the sight ol it.”

“You ought not to abuse it Janet, we
are growing quite rich through its nssis.
ance,'?

“And you arve wearing yourself out,
mistress; surely we've got money enough
now to live here quiet and nice, since
you've givon over flitting nbout."

“Ab, Janet; I have nothing now to in-
duce me to wander farther--you know
well, that never in this world shall T find
that which I songht so long."

“1 didn't mean to muke you think of
that mistress—don't got aad, oh, don't !I"*

“Da not fear, Janet, the thought that
my sister is dedd brings me no pain ;

“8enrs, is it possible? Why, my dear
boy I thonght you had bLecome a regular
case of mysterious disappoaranoce.’’

William was standing in one of the stalls
of the Italinn Opera, where he had strayed
for want of amusement, and turned with
quick gayety to answer his friend, Ina
moment  his thoughts had flad—the prima
donnn burst into a flood of song, ;.riving‘
him pn exense for silonce, but the melody
was oqunlly unheeded. A thrill passed
like n magoetic shook throngh his frame,

event of importance was at hand ; for fool-
ish as it may sound, theore are natures so
which find a source in somo unknown law
being,  that they are thus affected
by the approach of those who are to ex-

of ot
ercise n control over their desting, whether
for good oy il

Sonrs glanced acinss the honse—his eyes | 901y the knowledge that ahe was living, and
that T could never see her, which madden-
ed me ; now I know that one day we shall
meet where no human power ean part us.”

it was

rested upon & box nearly oppesite—he be-
held the faee which he hid twice seen,
years befors, bt which had haunted him
like a prophetic vision, Often had it visen | *Ah, yon arean angel, mistress, dar-
in fanoy before him, sometimes as palpable ling! Nowlet me lay these papers all
a8 now, and for an fustant I conld have | AWay, and don’t tonch them again this
belioved that it was only the wovk of his [ morning. Bee, here isn book—the verses
; you like to read so much—take this while
I go onut.”

Catharvine suffered the kind old woman
to remove the sheets of manuseript, and
when sho was alone sat idly holding the
volume the attendant had placed in her
hand, but making no effort to read,
thing of the old unrest had gone out of
that face, there was a patient, melancholy
sdness in the lineamenty, bt the fover
and passion of grief had faded, leaving
neithey gayety nor  happiness, but an un-
murmuring submission beputiful to look

upon.
| Her sister, the little child ge watclhied

nnd cared for, so engorly sought and wildly
mourned, wis dead—at least these were
liko one of Shakspeare's heroines stepped te 'tulm;..'n‘ihnl. S after two or thres
into the real world ? She intorests me | YOAUS spent in fruitless senrch.  After that
strangely, us shie does every one who comes | *1€ Sank down wholly, prostrated by a
near her. Such eyes! one might think | terrible illness, which was the result of toil
| and woarisome journeyings toand fro, when-
ever there seemed the slightost possibility
of obtaining information concerning the
“Trae, true, for it nover comes,” mut- | dear one, For weeks the angel of death
tored Willlany, * neves 1" hoversd wboat her couwch, and faithlul
" Let me present yon, [ know her very Janet Brown watched upon the other side ;
well—uow, that's o lie, for she is ioe to | luman love and tenderness wero for once
evorybody ! At all evonts we exchange bows rewnrded, and Catharine recovered.
and polite, frozen spoeches—1 want you to She had labored faithfully, and only as
know her.” those who tax  body and soul, devoting all
“ Another time,” sald Sears, hastily; | her earnings to that search for her lost
Winal ot sister. Beveral works had been given to
Sears turned again toward the box whoye | the  world, attracting mueh attention from
he had been gaving., There it was still, their singularity and the genius displayed
that face, in its spiritual quict, beyond any | 10 their pages, and the popular favor thus
more beauty that be had evor behold, Her | #0ned had furnished her with sufiicient
oyes were fixed upon tho stage, but Sears | means tolive at least with comfort and
romarked the expression of which Duval clegance. )
had spoken. She dil Jook likeone whohad | But the clild was dead—she had nothing
awaited for yoarn the coming of footsteps | %0 struggle or hope for more ! At longth,
and the sound of a voice—awaited them in | AnOther and not less important aim pre-
passive wretohedoess, with 1o power to sentend Itself—that donbt whiol rested upon
her  past—upon the name which she had
cast aside, choosing to work one out for
hotsell—could she live to clear it—oonld
the mystorious plot but be unraveled and
Inid bave | For this she now toiled sand bore
on; pot & much for hor own sake, ns to
leave no stain upon tho memory of her desad
husbaod in thoe minds of those to whom
the misery of that tims had been revealed.
Was there still another reasom pow—
| had life suddenly eaught s gush of sun.
light which never brightenad it before ?
A month hsd passed sinco her moeting
with that possionato-soulsd poot, whose
{ Inys bad so long thrilled her heart with
their fervid oloquence—a month In which
hnd beon concentinted n whole life of rest
and happiness to the flery henrt of that

youth who had so long sought In vain tho
likonesy of that ideal form which reigued
supreme within lis bosom,

Vs It of thesws weeks that sho dreamed,
sitting there In hor silence, with those
sirneit eyes soeming to look far beyond
the preseut sosne, to cateh a glow from the
tranguil benuty whoréon sbie gaged?

hore was a low knock ab the deor, and
unapnouneed, William Sears entered the
chamber, That mouth had changed him
grently ; the wud-n, tiretll’ h;ok about the
Py " | oyos wan gous—the proud, impatient curv.
hae 4 # poetic fancy perbaps. | ing of tho mouth softonsd into » smile,

Porbaps," fultered William, and the chunged the whole sxpression of his
faded from his eyes, the glow from | fuce into one of even child-like swootnoess.

“ Do yon seo that woman in white yon-
der """ whispored his friend,

Sears was breathless beneath the startled
bound which his heart gave. * There, in
that Lox—you must know her—you re-
member my powars of magnotism—T tell
youl thit sheis akia to you! Oneof your
conntrywomoen—you hoave rend her books
—the first was published anonymonsly—
Tugola.'’

It was the roimince

Rome-

William had so lov.

“Who is she?" ho nsked, in a
which sounded Indifferent and eold, [

# Mri. Grant—Catharine too—isn't she |

Lone

she were constantly awaiting some one
who wpever came, the sound of n voice
which would never reach ber ear.”’

do-

aropss Lersell from the engrossing
mire.

How his heart wont back to thit lonely
evening ride of the long ngo, whon the
sight of that face fimt sent a glow to his
honrt liko the transitory breaking of sun.
light over diark waters. Every painful
mumory of his past life welled up on the
tfoubled  tide—cvery nnguiet wapiration,
avery restloss droara—then hio lsokod again
upon that brond forehead, where the bands
of lhnir lay like waving light, and the tu-
mult in Lis breast wis stilled as if by mag-
ie power,

Duyal tupned towand Ll ot the conclu.
nitm of the aria, and wondered at the
chango In his face,

“What hax come over you? — you
look—""

“ How do I look »*'

“Teoan't dosoribe—1 nm uo poet, only a

Ay, a new bope,”” murmured Willinm,
and the whisper thrilled ke musia woross
his beart, ** & new hopo.'*

“Tany, Willlam, what has happonod #—
tell me, what Is it? Are you only drenm-

Hils ehoek—theré had comoe the thought— . T did ot think to find you st home,”
ho sald, in o voice whose softuess 4 casunl
if it should prove only a dream, a delusion acquaintance would hardly have recognized

**#0 1 came in to walb for you—oven Lo wait
momaent Bears | liere s o great pleasure Lo me." |

Catharine smiled dreamily, anda faint
shade of color stole into her cheeks,

“* I have been in doors all morning," she
gald, iu her clear, distinot tones ; ** 1 meant
to have written, but Jaovet positively for-
bade that, so I bave been reading I be-
leve—""

* Dreamiog, you mean !

‘“How do you know that ?''

“By your eyes. Ican sea the bawil-
dering fncles playing there sti]L"

“And yon—what have yon been doing
since last evening "'

“"Wondering TI lngt month were all a
dream, and if 1 must at length wake again
to the suffering which went before.'

“Never, T hope,” she said, gently ;
“never again.”

““No, atleast I sball bave the memory
of thess weeks to look back upon, even
fute cannot deprive me of that,"

“Fate s often kinder than man, Iam
nob afraid of her—it is only the agency of
Lhumnan belngs that 1 dread,"

"“Those 1 defy "

* Beenuse fou have never been placed in
A position whore one mun could tuke your
whole future desting into his hands and
fling it out wheresoever he willed, and you
powerless to struggle against the misery
forced upon you, uuable even to puint the

source froin whence it epme.”’

[zt I cannot uoderstand that—it is one of
those mysterious allusions which you make
nt times but never explain—I will not have
you sadden yoursell on me thix morning !

| I wonder if you know how much happiness

you have given me during these woeks !"

“Huvo I indeed? Yon make me very
bhappy when you tell me that I yet possess
the power of giving pleasure to any living
soul, Mr. Sears.”

“Yon promised not to eall mo by that
cold, formal name—say William !"

He sat down onalow ottoman at her
feet, with that winving ohildishress of
manner which he conld assume at will, but
which had nothing nnmanly in it

“ Willinm, she murmured : ““it ia a
pleasant name, 1 do not wonder you like to
hear it."”

‘It sounds vory sweet to me when you
ropeat it,” he replied, not in the touo of
one paying a complimont, but raising lig
|eyen to her face full of boautiful reveln-
tions, to which no language could havo
given expression.

“You were to read to mwo this morn-
ing."* she said ; ““have you forgotten your
promise '

“ Do 1 ever forget ? It is only a fragment
from my vew tragedy—1I want your advice
and assistanee.'’

1 who have never writtena line of ,
poetry—the iden of my advising you 1"

‘ “Yon have never written n page which

wis not teeming with it ! 1 don't consider
that Inngunge muost be divided into a cer-
tain number of feet and lines in order to be
pootry,”

ST mm glad you think so—1I was afraid
it was only another of my heresies which

1 mve me the belief. But come, I must not
@ cheated out of wy reading. Take
| this easy.ohair—poets sbould have lofty
| seats.?
8o he sat and rend to  her those burning
poesies, while her face wos asa glass in
which he saw mirtored every varying
emotion called up by his tones,
Heo ceased at length and olosed the vol.
ume, waiting for u momeot in a silence
which Catharine did not strive to break,
**Shall 1 complots the tragedy #' he ask-
od, at length; ““is it equal to my last one
“ You feel, youn know that it is immeas.
uribly superior—youn conld not' leave it un.
finished if you would.”
It in uu{mriur,” he roplind, “ because ]
| bave caught my inspiration from a higher
source—I thonght of yon as I wrote, and in

| the intervalsof my lubor I have sat down
in the sunshive of ]ynur presence until my
whole soul was kindled with it,”

“That past seems—1I can hardly realize
that it was I who thue suffered and strog-

led! Tell me that I shall never be cou-

demned to return to lt—promise me that
you will keep me from that terrible agony
which was like madness.'*

[, *ICT have any poWver to bring you pesce
it shall never come upon you again,'’ she
roplied, in & low, steady voice, whigh was
like an inward prayer ; *'never again,'

‘ Bless yon for thoso words, Catharine |
During these weeks 1 have lived so wholly
in their happivess, 1 had soarcely told you
of my past.”’

“The past,' she answered, and her
claspad bands began to tremble, *the
past '

“But you know how I have suffored,and
you will not condemn me ! Speak to me,
Catharive, assure mo that in [ndeed the
real life—tell me that you love me,"

“ Your words huve wakeued me,’' sho
sald, o s ochanged tone, and the light went
out of her face, loaving it pale and cold ;
“why did yon break the spell with that

| terrible word ? 1 too bave had & pust—a

| paat of which yon know nothing, but I can
| ba silent oo longer."

| * There is nogulf so deep,” he inter-
rupted; ‘' that my groat love cannot bridge

| it over—no oloud so dark that the sun-

shine boyond will not dikporse it."

Ho ross from his sest and would have
taken lior to his heart, scarcely heeding the
almont torrified expression of her foco.

“ Catharios,” be murmured, “my Cath-
arioe I

Bofore she could snswer or stir from har
shrinking attitade the door opened, and
without warning some oune eutered the
chnmber ; the sound wrovsed thome-—onoh
luoked toward the door—Wiilium started
forward In amaxenient, but Catharne sok
baok T ber weat, pale and rigld as i€ some
ghoet of past lliﬂhrlu{nh‘lﬂ snddanly started
up befoye her—thore in the doo

AR Impaseive, stood Mr, Thmes 10 ASTTS
continued.




