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Rates of Adyertising.
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e

lines, bne or threo ibsortions, aid 25 cemis fur overy
sublequent jinsertion. Advourcircments 6t “lesx thon }o
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be éharged Tor Quarterly, Half-Yeurly a1 u Yeurly ads
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TTORNEYS & COUNgH
attend the Coux:n,of i
Founties: [Wellsboro', Iiti?.a I

DA RTT,‘ ENTIST,
residence near the
1'work pertaining to,
&< done promptly and
[April 22, 1858.]

1598
3

DICK INSO

HOUSE .
CORNINGS N Y. )
Lay. A FIELD, o oo foelss v ven Proprietar.
Giests taken to and from th3 Depot free of charge.
T . wwr W Ry
7. ¢. WHITTAKER,

Hydropath id, Pll"/‘ﬁicl{.lﬁl nd Strgeon.
ELKLAND, 'DIOG%\, CO’ PENNA.
Will visit pntients?d all par.\is Pf the County, or re-
ceive thew for trentmeht at his house. [Junme 14,]

3. EME?EY, )
'\ TTORNEY AXD COUNSELLOR AT LAW
A “wellsboro, Tioga Co., [Pa.  Will devote his
fe exclusively to the prnc}‘.ilce of law, Collections

in apy of thg Northe¥p counties of Pennsyl-
pade 12 20Y & Bf? -~ nov21,60

asia. .

2l

" PENNSYLVANIA; HOUSE.
o Mais Street and the ‘,A!‘)_L‘)llle. Wellsboro, Pa:

J.W. BIGONY, PHOPRIETOR.

. ¢ FERRE ) . d _

This popular Hofel, bavin Yeed re-fitted and re
ume?d[:hmughoutj is nowﬁ%pen to the publie as a
e rsi-class house. "

urner ¢

)4

1ZAAK WALTON HOUSE,
B ¢ VERMILYEM, !RI.’OPIHETOR.
Gaines,, Tioga p{;unty, Pa.

[[TS i< a new hotel "located Within easy nceess of
the best fishingand hunting e
., No pains will Be spared fof the accommodation
f plegsure.seekers gnd the t&‘x}vchng public.

April 12, 1860. ! :

. H., 0. COLE,

BDARBER AND HAIR-DRESSER.
FIOP 1n the rear of the Fost Office. Everything in
Y his line will be "doue a8 well and prm'npt!y as it
[0 be done in the city suloons,” Preparatious fur re-
hoving dandruff, and beautifying the hair, for sale
heap. Iair and whiskers dyed any color. Call and
ce.- Wellsboro; Seplt, 22; 135?.’

THE CORNING JOURNAL.

Georgo W. Prait, Bdi ;‘ and proprietor.

3 published at Corning, Sténben Co., N. Y., at One

Dollur snd Fifty Cents pet year, in advance. The
ournal is Rupﬁblieqnliq pblikécs, and has a circula-

fon-reaching into eyety iparf. of Steuben County.—
Fliose desirous.of exjedding thifir business into that
[ od the adjoining conntiel will find it an excellent ad-

Erming medium. ,;&ddr:essrul gzbove.
T FURS! FURS! FURS!

CRS.—Tho subseribér huis“just received & large
assortment of Furs for ln}ﬁl _wear, conzisting of

FITCH CAPES &, 1’1&&“012?1\'5.9,
FRENCH S{BLE,CA E);S & VICTORINES,

i (VER WINK CAPES & MUYFS,

_KOCK MARTIN CAFES & TICTORINES.
These comprise 2 small qduﬁ?ty of the ns‘sortment'.

#hev have been bought at Idwlprices nm} will be sold

pt cvtremely low priges for } at the .\‘ew Hat Store

a Cornidg, N. Y. ° , | s. P, QUICK.

TO MUSICIANS.
A CIIOICE LOT of the ?es{r\impuned Italian anp

-German .
VIOLIN STRINGS.
48 Viel strings, Guitar s?ings,- Tuning
d

ol
ridzes Le.. just received a r sale at
: fors

DRUG STORE.
WELLSBORO/HOTEL,
‘ WELLpBoBdUgm, PA.
L FARR, = A —x'E - PROPRIETOR.

(Formerly of the l’uiuézsztam Hotel.)

Yaving leased thiz well ko :}1 n..ml populur Hou'sc.‘
alics the patrenage of the p!flw. With atientive,
nd obliging \\'.xhcrsftoggth‘el‘{{g&mh the Proprictor’s.
cnowledge of the busjaess, he Ropes to mako the stay
f thoss whu stop with thips both pleasant and
arecable, .

Wellsboro, May 31, 186D. i

T
PICTURE' FRAMING.
OILET GLASKES, Pdrttaitd, Pictures, Certificates
Engravings, Needle ’Wurl;;* &e.. &e., fmmed‘_m
lic neaest manner; jn plaih gnd ornamented (x)lh.
lose Woud, Black Walout, Qaky Mahegany, &e. Per-
ooy Loy any artiete for framging, can receive them
ext duy framed in any s_tj’lF ths'cy wish and hung for
thew, Specimeds at Bt
W-f poclimers SMJT‘I}'S BOOK STORE.

— e ————————— Tt

E. B. BENEDICT, M. D.,

: N .

-\ OULD inform the puliliathat e is permanently

located in RiklandB no, Tivga Co. Pu., 3%11
is prepared by thirty years’ experienco to treat all dis-
25 of the eyes apd their ap,

endages on scientifig
principles, and that he can .ggre without fail, that
dreadful dizcase, called 'St,
Liklaud Boro, August 8, 18605

the Mill property, knowp { e “CULVER
e¥ bolts'and machinery,are nqw pg pured to do
neparing cfforts of ;‘hejprupretor’é, they intend to
Mareh 13, 186015, | ; |gNO. W. BAILEY.

Ytus’ Dance, (L'Iwr?u
Seurt Vi) and will attcnd to gny other business in
Rthe lue of Physic and Surgery§l '
- MCINROY & 'BAILEY,
\ TOVLD inform the phblicé?hutgmving purchared
MILE Y and havige repaired pnd‘fsupp]icd it with
1
CUSTOM WO
o the entire sausfaction of its paitrons;, With the sid
f our exporienced miller, Mr. B DJMitebol, and the
Ree) up an establishment choug to none in'the county.
044 pard for wheat and cora, 48d the highest market
Price given, o HEDW. McINROY,
"TIOGA \~R¥5G' ‘ LATOR.
LORSE F. HCMPHEEY] ihns opemed & now
Jew ely Store at [ N

Tioga Village, Tiogg“{nconntyl Pa,

as)

b

i

Forks_

[
|

u WY

ko

W

Where he g prepared to d%o all kinds of Watch, Clock
and Jewelry repairing, in p worlmanlike.ananner. Al
Work warrauted to give ontire stisfaction.

We do nut pretend to du WOrlawelter.thnn any other
man, bt we can do as guod wok ns can be dene in
600 citics ur clsewhere.  Also Whitches Plated.,

o
&

. GHORGXY F. HUMPHREY.
‘Enga, Pa., March 15, 1:869. ay) 8
NEW naT AND GAP STORE. .

UE fubeeriber bus just ¢])pe: od in this place a new

e Ilat uud Cap Stdre, wherege inteuds to manufac-
[

of

Fashionable Silk 4nd Ghgsimere Hats,

ill be sold at hard
SILK' &

TS

m=:r‘1c to order on shart natice. i
 conn Hlats vold ut this Blore arh fitted with a French
'endOr'PMure; which mﬂlﬁe!‘thﬂn soft'and easy to the
hru _‘Vllhnut'the trouble of Bgeaking your head to
eak the hat, Store in the' N Blook opposite the
ch‘kiugm House, i it §- . QUICK.
\(‘mgnﬂ]g,ﬁ.&ug. 15, 1859! .

10,000 bbls., FPorkl For Sale.
WILL celt extra HEAVY ESS PORK at §19,75

ol my ownyay
tmes prices,

anufacturd, ‘;Nhkh?'
! égw

i

L ber bbl, gr retail byfthe poulid at 10 cta., and war
rented the begt in towni' | 4.2 oY te
Jwe i3, 1560, ] 41, 3, CORYEREE.
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32d keep on hond o h‘wge'ﬂ; d genernl assortment |

: ’ From the Herald of Progress..
_GONE BEFORE!

A merry voice is hedrd no maore,

A little form inactive lies; | 0
And Death’s cold shadow darkens OTO*
The snowy brow, the dreamy eyes. :
She sank away to her last rest /
As oft before, she sank in sleep,

And they whe long have loved her hest,
Can only torn aside and weep. . i

U

1
For sorrow ever finds her weak ;
The hope, the trust,ithe cheering tope,
With which of others’ griefs we speak
Are powerless to relieve our own. '
We sink beneath our beavy cross, | ”
We mourn thro’ all the weary houu%
And wurmur as we fieelt our loss, |
¢ Oh God! was ever woo like ours #*{

|

1
What tho’ she met tﬁg common lot, .
And went the way we all must go, ! .
Thut cannot be o common spot, ]
Where bearts have loved and sufferéd so,
Aund as they wander, East and, West,
O’er hill aud valley, strenm and cost,
The mourners still may love the best,
The place where they bave sorrowed most.

For sorrow has an artist’s skill;

Her sombre sketches long remain, |

And mewmory frames ker pictures well,
* And shows them o’er and o'er &

But time a little pity takes,

Thank Geod! that time bas such a pbwor,

And past afliction lighter makes

Than the bereuvoment of thiv hour.y .

gain: i

Then Faith and Hope the colors seize. 1
They leavestbe deati-bed and the pall, :
For sorraw well has painted these; - 0
Yet sunny hues they shed o’er all.
Then in"the back-grpund dimly seen,
Appears o littls shadowy band, !
And lifts the misty veil between |
The earth-life and the Spirit Land.
Vellsboro, Pua, VIRGINIA.

MY OWN STORY.

It is my fiftieth birthday, and the existence
ich I once, thought -would be so dark, so
dreary, so desolate, has within its half century,
of lyears had much of jay, and peace, and sun-
shine. Fifty yenrs ago.this day, the lids which:
veiled two dark strangelooking eyes, were up-,
ruised to meet my mother’s smile over her first-
born. She was young, and fair, scarcely two
years a wife, and, they have told me &ince, she
was proud and happy in the young {nfant life!
which lleaven entrusted to her keepihg. Per-
haps it may have damped her joy a little that
I was not a pretty baby. I never eried like
otljer children, though sometimes a low patient.
wajl of sorrow would bring the tender mother
to ny side. But for the most part, I was per-,
baps happy and thriving, though visitors used|
to bay : * How came your baby to be‘so unlikel
yoi, Mrs. Emery? I supposed she wuld have
begn a beauty.” :

But this opinion made very little differenge:
to my happiness during the figst six years of
myjlife. At the end of that period F went for!
a ride one day with my parents. My little sis-
ter; Ilelen, a most beautiful child, abdut a year|
o'd} was left at home, and we rode gaily along|
the! mountain road, very happy in the beautiful,
summer day and in each other. Perhpps I was]
a p;&'ecocious child, and understood more than:
children of my age id geveral, or it ay have:
been the after events of that day branded its
scefies and conversations on my memory; atj
all events, I remember every look and word|
distinetly. K

% was & warm, bright summer's
my! mother wore a light muslin dresd,
negk and low sleeves, while over her
shoulders-she had thrown a lace scarf.
sbr}w: hat set like a crown upon he

wh

day, and|
with low!|
prms andi
Alight
F golden’
mpon her)
eyes up-

ringlets, a clear carpation tint glowed
chegks, her lips were parted, and her
raided.
Trom my birth T have been a pass
mitder of beauty, and sitting in my
lap} with her arms clasped about mg, I fairly,
feagted my eyes on her loveliness. 1y father
had watched her also for some moments in si-
lente, and then he threw his arm dbout her
watist (for in that unfrequented road jhere was
no pne to see us), and guided his figry horse
-onward with his right hand. '
‘{ Helen,” he said, tenderly, “ how{beautiful
are! Never were you lovelier than now.
y say marriage brings changes, %mt every
nge only makes you fairer. Our little Helen
Tigruw up like you ; she will be very lovely.”!
' Yes, but I am afraid I love Lucy best,” and
myEmother drew me closer to her. * Perhaps
it is because she is my first born; and ]theh,
thoge dark, thoughtful eyes are her fa,'ther’é

onate ad-
mother’s

ch
wi

-+ The chi]dgis not&lz

: My father laughed.
[ beauty, certainly; but if her eyes aro mine,
you'll admit they are the best gart of her—
‘Uelen, I've been thinking of late} whdt my life
wad before your love “came to brighten it ; sq
dré‘ry, 80 desolate, so unloved! Wden I saw
you! I knew I could never liv
outgyou." .

She laughed her little, silvery, bird-like laugh;

ried, you:know, in six weeks afted you saw me
first,”? ) .

“EYes, but if you had looked into iny heart
you] would not have wondered,” hd replied.

“whd
you
hom
Yoy
tha
pin

o

you were to me in place of all jthings—
e, friends, parents, brothers and! sisters.
made a halo, brigh\;;as a raintow, around;
dangeon life where my hant fras gro-
'.)’ | ! i 3
,And-yet, ‘Robert, you are sach a great mnn‘i
n author, o poet—all the world—tbat is, alll
world that is good for anything—knows!
and admires you. And I, 1an}only the!

m nobody cared for or undersnrd; and

—a
the
you
great man’s little Ifelen; I sometimés almost
wotider you could have loved me nt all.”

My father turned towards her an expressive

. 'loolf, and said tremulously, “ Ilelen, yokare

‘moge; you are my life, my sunshinei my in-
spiration, my ever-patient guardiog angel;
without you I should be nothing.”” !

hen for o few moments we rode dn in si-
lenge, but the tears still stood in my father’s
eye#, and still his rapt gaze resfad upon the
besntiful face of the trne woman|who had giv-
en the hoarded riches of ber love into his.keep-|
ingj content, if_so she might brighten his durk-
siesd. o o !
Alt that momient, while he'still darclessly held
thegseins, the sudden report of & gus caused
onz&rse to plunge and rear, and ‘besowe uny

j ! H

{ B
: Lo S

i

" | shw nothing,

| 16nce lest I should add to his grief.
It was needless care; had all the world
1

e apy mpore with: |
udisaid, “ Iknow it, Robert, and' youswouldn’t |
\%ﬂ:;\huw you hurried me! We were mar-

“Itfwas all dark there. I was an orphan,|i

xanageab!e: His first qoick leap wrenched
e reins from my father’s b
rove in vain to recover them, the frightened
nimal dashed along the narrow road ot a fear-

1 pace. On our left was a rocky mountain,

J st around  whose base we were driving; on

ur right a river, lying-at some distance below
e road, with no fence between. There wasa
dden turn in the road, a faint shriek from my
other, who until that instant had been silent,
nd then down we went.” My father escaped
nhurt, but my mother was taken up dead, and
Ileaven knows there have been years since,
hen I thought I had a thousand times better
jave died than live to be what I was,
I was borne home in the nrms of strangers.
My father rods home in the vehicle which con-
ined my mother, holding her head upon his
east, and lodking on her face with the fixed,
eady gaze of tearless despair. I was suffer-
ifig acutely ; Lat, child as I was, I strove to re-

| strain myimoane, and bear meekly and in si-

4

shricked, groaned, or gone mad around him, he

ould ‘not have known it. He felt nothing,
but the dead face lying oa his
som. They bore. her injo the house ; they

id her on the bed where she had slumbered

i lfke an innocent child, but a faw hours before ;

here for eight peaceful years she dreamed of
ought but happiness.
Nout even then would' he be separated from
r. Ife threw himself down beside her, and
lifted her head to the place it.had filled so many
lessed nights, he folded his arms around her,
d then, like one unsuspicious of the truth,
e murmured, “ Sleep on, be thy rest seft, my
elen!” ¢
I was tenderly cazed for by one who had
en my nurse in infancy., They bhave tuld me
stnce that I bore my sufferings with a patience
ghich it wae very pitiful to s¢e; and only when
ﬁeep. Then, indeed, I turned my face to the
all, and soblbed out the bittarness of a deathly
ony ; a grief more like a woman’s than a
hild’s. DBat nothing of all this was communi-
hted to-my father; he bad enough else to bear.
At last they buried my mother. My father
ok no part in the arrangements, but he op-
psed nothing. After' the funeral came the
Jessed reign of tears. When it was over the
car came forward and took his arm.
* You must not stay here,” he said. ¢ Come
b with me.” And meekly as a child, the
icken man obeyed him.
I think she was happy; I think I made
Ielen happy,” he said, us they drew near the
hpuse. * She never suffered any pain or sor-
rgw from which my love could guard her; and
yht, at last, my carelessness killed her.”
e then broke from the kind hand that
squght to det2in him, and rashing into the
rgom from whence she had Leen borne outward,
he locked the room, and no eye saw him again
uftil the morrow. He cawe furth then, and
cgnfronted Dr. Strong, ns he was leaving my
rdom, with trouble on his face, and said reso-
Igtely, ¢ Doctor, I bave been neglecting my
ppor Lucy, Ilelen’s first-born; I am going to
gde her now, and you must tell me the worst.”
I'l‘here was that in his voice and eye which
cduld not be gainsayed, and Dr. Strong fultered
fdrth, **She is not suffering so much to-day,
sir; but she will be a cripple for life.” My

wmry, must be a cripple fur life—did I even

g
8

father then rushed hurriedly from the house,
atd came to me, and sat down by the bedside
with his sorrowful face.

L+ Lucy,” he said, **my poor,.suffering little
hey "> 1 burst into tears. * What is it,
tle Loo, are you saffering 2
“ Not in.my limb, papa; but I feel so here.”
nd I placed my hand upon! my heart, which
er, as now, had a habit of ‘fluttering tumul-
tdously with every poweiful emotion, “ Moth-
eq loved me, dnd she’s gone whereiI can never
sge her again.  All these duys I ;zaye longed
8d to have her kiss me just lonce, and say she
pitied her poor, crippled child, and just mow
yqu seemed s0 much like hen.” \

“Then you know it all, darling?” eaid ‘my
fagher. * They have not spared even you, my
pdor lamb.! But your father’s lose shball com-
fort you. I will love you as a mamma would
if|she were here.” ‘

or a few minutes he looked at me in silence,

tien he snid abruptly, “ You are tired, lying
hdre; Lknow it. You want to see.the sun
shiine on the green fields, and feel the wind
through the trees. I will carry you; 1 know I
cqn take you up without hurting you, for I will
bd very carefal.” |
{With womanly, niother-like tenderness, he
adjusted a support for my crushed foot and
libb, and taking me up in his arms with my
éad lying in.my mdther’s old place upon his
breast, he carried me out inté the sunshine.
M'hat morning was. the commencement of a
ore intimate relationship with my father.—

L
li

A
tt

N

ith me constantly, snd soon he seemed to for-
that I was a child of only six years, and
ked. to me mare like a woman and a compan-

* You must get better,” hie said one day, in
p low, solemnly tender voice that had become

i1 fully comprehénded him,  From that time I
pw stronger rapidly, so that at last, with a
criateh, I could make my way slowly about the
lojver part of the house, and this I know was
all to which I could ever loék forward., One
day I stole into my father’s study ; the ink was
dred up in his inkstand, and rusted on his pen.
*You donot need mo so much now. Luey,”
bd said, tenderly, “‘and it is well. My time is
alost come,”” The nurse was in the garden
with my baby sister, and he caled her to him.
4 Bhe looks so much like Helen,” he esid, lift-
ing the child up, and placing her on his knee.
“ Lucy, you are the éldest.” . )
knew what these: words ::meu.nt as well as
thpugh ho had spoken. volumes, I was the eld-
e}, Mine then be the baptism of suffering. I
was to shield the little oue, a3 far aa in me lay,
frgm care.and trouble. . Inafter years I obeyed
i “fnithfullly.; :

™

and, and while he !

r. Strong said there was no Hope—that I, Lucy-

-%But. I have much to say—I may not only
linger,” said my father.

It wos even-as be had said; not nll the flow-
ors of the summer had faded, not all the leaves
of the summer had fallen, when be went to
her. | i N

**You will be very desolate when I am gone,
my little’ daughter,” he ,said tendely, but
Heaven will care for you. Death is very sweet
to me, little Lucy, for I shall be once more with
Helen; alreadyher blue eyed were on me fromthe,
distance.” He layin silence fora felw moments,
and then he drew me towarda him; and kissed!
me. My little sister was also lifted fo kis arms,
and he embraced her tenderly; thep, laying his]
head down, as if weary, he whispeked, * Hold
my bavd in yours, Luey, till I go to sleep.”

For half an hour I sat there, still résolutely
keeping back my tears lest I should waken or
disturb him, until at Jast the rays of the setting
sun poured in at the window, and;lit up the
pale lips, the dark bair, and the njassive fore-
head, looking more giant-like than ever, con-!
trasted with the wan thionéss of his face. -

“ Will you please to draw the curtain?’ I
said to Dr. Strong, who was also wWatching be-
side him, ‘

“ Thare is no need of it, dear child,”’ Le said
solemnly. ‘It will not wake him—he is dead }”

Then I wept; I was alone on earth, save the
little sister chattering now and laughing, all
urconssious of my grief. Nor was this all; I
was & cripple, deprived of love of soeiety, of
all that makes the coming life like a pleasant
land of promise. But in that hour I drew near,
child as I was, to the iInfivite and out of my
very sorrow I derived astrength. |

I was fifteen when Duncan Clavering became
my teacher, Ile was the new vicar of our par-
ish. The gray-haired man who hnd buried my
father and mother, and' had been the dearest.
and truest friend of my childhood, had gone
tu his lone rest, and in' his stead had come to
us this Duncan Clavering, .

e vas a man of thirty; calm, self-reliant,
earnest; a different type of manhood from any
I bad ever known. II¢ seemed like one who
eould stand up alone and battle againat all the
world. lle needed nu circling arms of wife or
children. Alcne he labored in his Master’s
cause. Ile had not my futher’s ardent tempera- |
ment and hie creative imagination, and yet his
sermons were full of bufniug, fervid‘éloquence,
and he was the finest critic I had ever known.

By this time I had grown to understand some- |
thing of my own nature. I had been brought
up in the same house where my father died,

|

|

.read to me, while I sat in iy low chair at the |
‘open study window, inhaling the perfume and .

for such was bis wish. Mrs. Newel, the lady |
who had charge of our home apd ourselves, '
loved my sister passionately; but she had no
attachment for the unsightly little cripple, and
she touk no pains to assist or understand me.
My love of knowledge was intense from my
earliest recollection ; and fur several years my
father’s study, containing his well-chosen li-
brary, had been tacitly abandoned 'to me. I
read many books—works of imagination, poems, |
and novels. The theme wag tuo uften love;
and poring over these enchanted pages, 1 grew
rebellious over my own sad destiny. I read of
fair ladies, and gallant kpights, and anon of
peacefu:, happy bomes; and all this glorious:
world of poetry, and passion, and sentiment |
was shubout from_me—I wasa cripple! I read
it in the very glances the children raised to my
face o5 I passed along the street in my little |
invalid’s chair. They looked up kindly, bub’
in their eyes was ouly pity, never admiration:
or love. |
And yet, even in those early days, I felt that!
my own heart was capable of intense devotion.
I could love, I knew it, with all the passion of,
which yovelists had dreamed, or poets sung.—
But no ome would éver, no one could ever, love |
the dwaifed, crippled temple which|enshrined |
this passionate beating heurt. I luu*{ed in the!
g'ass, and saw there a dark, salldw complexion, .
wild-locking eyes, straight bLlack hdir, and a.]
thin, nervous-looking figare ; Lut not one plea-
ting lineament. '
A coutrast was ever beside me—umy little sis-[
ter Helen:  She was bright, joyous, énd beauti-!
ful as our mother had ever been, and the Leauty- |
loving element in my nature was gladdened;
every time I looked on her; I loved her, too.'
\ chberished with more thag a mother's tender-
ness, this gladsome creature five yeays yeunger
than myself. I LelicverI almost worshipped
her; I would hiave died,for her at any time;
but this,was not much, fur life had never been
dear or precious to me, and I lunged to lay the
durden dz\n Ilelen loved me too, in her own
checrful, ligw-heuned fashion, and depended
on me to do héy tasks and perforni lier duties.
But gt fifteen there chme to me the dawning
of a great change. Duncan Clavering taught
me that I, unlgved, unsought as I mast evel
bre, even [ bad something for which to live.—
For a week Lie had been-my teacher, and now
I banded him my fiest composition.  ** ow the
thorns come on the rose,” was its subject. 1t
was a funtastic legend of a lovely flower Qwell-
ing among these’ who cared not foriit; it pat
furth thorns one by one ns defences hgaingt feet
that would crush it, sgainst hands that would
grasp it rudely. Tutp this legend I had woven
the wild paiot of my own heart. It was a
passionate cry which I thought no one jcould
recognize or understand. Dunean Clatering
read it in silence and slowly; than! ho _said,
* Luey, you have suffertd much.” ’
“Yeg, sir,” I rcPlied.J v
*In this composition, my child, there is mor-
bid feeling, a sort of Jefiant hopelessness.—
But I have made another discovery,” he con-
tinued. ** There is somgthing fur you in life
hetter and brighter than any of your dreams.
Luey, not in vain have you heen Laptized with
the baptism of suffering,  You are destined to
be an nuthor—you will win fame—~you will do
good.” ‘
The fame had been his first thouglit, and in
the flush that mounted to his dark cheek I rend
his besatting sin. Until that-hour [ ‘had not
known that I was ambitious, I had indeed
something now for which to live. All my fath-
ex’s soul rose within fne, Lonely,| unloved,
my life might be ; but ¢he world should know
that Lucy Emiry, the little cripple, had dwelt
‘o it, | .
! 1 found Duncan Clavering a bard jmaster.—
. He expected incessantitoil. Ile taxed avery
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l chair hy the ??ibl‘e,' and all this time not a tear |

“must be poor, crippled Lucy Emry all my life.

| nerve and sinew to ity ??uugost tension,  &od
’ wnsion, -

yet be was mot unkind; I grew to like hia
qniet, resolute, goverping manner. His silencq
and terseness were not displensing to me; and
the-only sentence of praise he ever uttered—
« Thig is worthy of you, my pupil,”—grew in
time to be more to me than all othervapplause.

I no looger missed love, or sighed for it.—
Ieart and stu} were full. At twenty I found
myself already a well-known and popuiar wii-
ter, It was at this time that Charles Stanley
came to our neighborbvod—he was an agthor;
bis ostensible object was to. find, for a few:
months, 8 quiet bome wherin to read, wherein,
to write ; his real one‘, as T afterwards found,
to'become nequainted with the Lucy Emry of
his favorite periodicals. e soon called up-!
on me. e was brought into my own es-
pecial room, the study which bad been my
father’s. .

I am happy to see yon,” I said, quietly:’
¢ Lut you will excuse me from rising, as I ww
lame.” : '

He looked a$ me with an expression of blend-’
ed amazemnt and cowpassion.

« ] wished to see Miss, Lucy Emry,” he said,.
besitatingly. '

“T1am Lucy Emry,]” was my calm reply,

* Forgive me,” said he—* I'beg ten thausand
pardons—but 1 had been told that Miss Euiry
was very young, scarcely twenty,” R ‘

I glanced at a mirror opposite—his mistake,
was not strange—I lovked at least thicty.—
Good as Duncan Clavering’s discipline had been |
for my mind, it bad made me sallowerand thin-
per than ever: [ had grown very old. There
msy have been a little bitterness in my smile as
I said, I am indeed, no clder than that, sir;
but I have suffered much. I have been lame
for many years, and I know little about the
beauty or brightness of life.”” - ‘

I could see he was touched—that argued well ;
for his disposition. 1exerted myself to relieve |
his embarrassment; soon the conversation |
flowed into an easy channel, and he left me at
length with the impression that I had passed
with him one of the must agreeable hours of
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up to |go, at lengthi, for Charles Stanley had
compe for nje, and was wuiting at the door.—
Duncdn looked at me gravely aad kindly.

-4 Yuu know I predicted good things for your
life] Luicy iny ¢hild,”? he said, in his calm, low
tons,| * and they have come. Fame is duwn-
ing|for you ; nlready I see its dawning in the
€ast; Sind how this young Stanley loves you—
you will hdve happiness.” .

Wadlif my funcy, or did a.shadow- cross his
facd as be spoko—d lovk of intense physical
pain ?!! I made no reply. I weat to the door,
and bade him, as .wos my wont a respectful
goodujght; Lut I'lovked back afterwards, and
saw| him still standing where I had left him,
watphing me moving slowly onward, with my
cruteh in my hand, leaning on Cbarles ‘Stan-
ley’s afm, and his face wure an expression I
had|ndver deen on it before. .

That night, oo my way.home, Charles Stan-
loy heked my band in marriage—Chatles Stan-
ley, puet apd dreamer! A wmoment I was si-
lent, . A little of the morning’s pain came hack
to o1, who, ueeding sympathy and tender-
nesq 8o/ pfinfuily, must yet put nway "the cup -
of Ibvé| with my own hand. "But I.put the
feeling' rsolutely dowe, and aoswered, * Ko,
Charles, I must uever be your wife. {l um not -
whalt ‘g%-ur nature craves. You need apprecia-
sion} nyt vivalry in & woman. You necd one
like|Ilelen., Lou shall have her; I will givy
her to yoa,

T - ——
tiog, Ta ew study I had undertaken. I rose

J‘and you shall be a brother to me.”

Byt it is ot Holen Iwant; itis you,” he
replled, with a bewildered louk,

N, Caurles, it is not I; it is Ifolen.
ten aud;you will beliove me.  You.are very ro-
wantic,” He started. * Well, then, enthusis
astic, if you like That term better, You had a
very p;x'etty theory about souls luving each

Lis- E

other. | Luve was toibe very exalted—mind,
not {matter,  You rdad my  writings—ihey
pleased  you—you thought yom diseovered in

theul ajkindred spirit.  You resolved to wake, ..
mwy gequaintance.  You canle with the fulleat .
iuterti{x} oftloving and marrying me. When
you saw that T was lume, you wers diguppointed

my life.
For the next few months, he passed a portion
of every day in my society, Sometimnes he

fragrance from without., He"was very pifted, 1;
and his tastes and pursuits were so much like ii
my own that I gave myself up to the delight of |
Lis society, without asking myself whither all
this would tend? lelen, tw, was almost
always. with us. She was now a blooming’|
graceful eréature of fifteen.  She had never
met any man that secmed tu her Mr. Stanley's
equal. Unlike Duncan Clavering, he was very

handsome, 1lis manners possessed that polish

which is only imparted by extensive intercourse !
with guod society, and bis conversation united
the fuscinations of playfuluess, poetry, and sub-
tle analysis. , .

It was not long before T made thg discovery
that Lelen loved bim, My only little sister— .
the one Leing I had Leen accustumed to call
my own—had cast out my love from the ehief.
place in her heart, and yielded it up in tremau-,
lens joy to the handsume stranger. This |
knowledge came to me franght with deepest an-
guish. It wak revealed to me one morning by a
chance expres{sion on her face as he read aloud
a legend from Reger's poems. i

Suddenly, thoogh the summer sunshine was:
never brighter, the day scemed to grow black
and dark. Isould not Lear their presence; 1
gent them both from me.

“I am tired|of you,” I said, with & forlorn .
attempt at playfulness. * That poem always |
excites me; ard I am not strong.  Go out both |
of you, and pldy, like good children; don’tlet
me see you bagk for an hour.” T

L:mghinglylthf'y obeyed me, but Charles:
came back when he had reaclied the door, suy-
ing—- J :

*You migh
quiets” ! .

« No, go along, both of you,” T said ; ¢ I will,
have myfown way sometimes.” ’

I laughed as I spoke, but I feltready to burst !
into tears. They shut thedoor. I ¢rept across !
tho rovm and Jueked it; I would have no jater- |
ruption.

{
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let me stay, Luecy; I would be

[ catae back and sat io my writing,
full.  Until that hour I never even fancied I
loved Charles'Stanley. Now I could see thata:
feeling had been growing up in my heart which
was not perhaps exactly love—a feeling that be
belonged to meTand noother. -

To do him jastice he had never striven to wia
Heleu’s regard. Of course, with his nuture he
could not remain insensible to her beauty, but
he had never scemcd to take much interest in
her society ; his thoughts and attentions had all
been for me. Butsheloved him; and, knowing !
this, I would not have married him had his;
heart broken fur luve of mme. But did he love
me, a poor, ublovely cripple? With his na-
ture this was not podsible. Thank leaven, I
aaw the truth plaitly; my genius he might
admire, but he 1id not love we;'he never could.
I remember at the time I wondered why this
knowledge did, not bring me a deeper thrill of
pain.” It was Tot this which gave birth to the
wild throbs of agony which rocked my slight
frame.

1 thought that the thought that Helen's love
was mineno longer, gricved me still more than
the feeling that I had no power to retain the
chief place in Charles Stanley’s heart. Worst
of:ill was the old, desolate sense, that I was
and mast ever be, alone in the world ; set apart,
isolated from human love, by my misfortune.
Ielen would go away from me, would brighten
her blue” syes and deepen ‘the blush on her
cheek. All of the world might find kindred
-hearts and bhushapd’s and children’s love, but [

Ob, in that hour, fume seemed how worthless ?
For ouo heart to love me, I would have given
all 'the glory of the universe. o

Wildly I threw my arms upward, aod.-groaned
and sobbed in my despair. And then an angel
came down from heaven, and stilled the tkoubled
wators of my soul, and brought the bright
waves of healing to my very lips, I prayed.
The péaco of the Infinute %eemcd $n over
shadow me. The cloud and the durkuers pussed
over e, ‘

1—1
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ik sge. that—but your beautiful theory,
hyaght, must be true.  You continued to
me.  Qur tastes barmonized: 1 had sesn
of, the world, therefure I was originalio
You Jlikéd to hear me talk, you besame plensed: .
with mly society, and now you think you want
to mardy me. But you-have not dne emotion of
pfx?aion&[‘te love for me in your heart, such love
"2 mdh tréasureg up for the eléct woman who
beshis tvife.. You would do me _grievous
s te wed me.  Look into your owr heurt,”
es|iStanlayyand answer we a3 you would
erito Heaven—have I not spuken traly?
heed, with all the lofigings of your nutare,
(rli,ful woman. You need beauty, I say; ~
'you tnukt have itin your wife. ; You have all o
‘poet’ why\\‘rtrdnesa: you nesd & sunny, cheer-
ful wiqman. | I am old and sad, dnd withered
before .y time. You nced pence; my life,
quiet asit is, must be always restloss; I should
ot shittyou, - Answer me truly, Chules Stan-
ley, dm!l nat vight 2" ( :
‘ "'.I'hdnkég” he fultered, “tha
thave shown me my own heart.” .
Bult his eyes did not turn {0 me; they were
fixed|on 1fén; whe was bouoding down the
path to meet us, for we were almost at heme.
Oh! wAv beutiful she fouked, her dress of flow-
ing white muslin, bound aruund- her slender
'waist with an azare girdle, her garden hat upon.
her arm, herjeyes bright, and herlcheeks Hushed
with lexercise, ber golden curls fluating on the
gentlp évenlog breeze. No wonder Chales,
Stapley! watched her—bat she was: mine no
lunker. | J‘ - o o=
11‘.{Dtcnlémb'ered with s slizht pa'n that ke had
aecey Li‘vmyl worde so rea-lily, thi b he bad Lot
even squh&: to ascertain if I loved him. I
thought I could never have loved him with all
the follaess of my unature. Ah! perhaps if [
Liad ¥ cduld not have gisen him op so easilv.
One riiore [pang came to me——it was a selfishy
one, | Ilsat 'down by my study window, and
luoked furthiinte the garden; they weie-thure
‘mgelhe:l; and I could not help thinking whut o
1ndsowe couple they were. Ike was belping
up a rosebush, aad [-beard him say that
-sbms twere nu brigher aud blither ghan
f.. Aud th's is the man who had. asked |
b his wife only yesterday—ure only luver *
bad. 1had givenbim up td Heler —they:
both forgetting me. ** I3 this you,Lucy
1.1 said, with a dwinge of contewspi fur
If-pity, and then I touk my pen, ELTES S
urninz my back upon sorrow, iegns.
bd | to write 8 pew bovk. Insix Weocha, \
an|Clateriog married them. ' ’
asinowi'tweuly-ﬁve vears old, and 1 looked
eald ojder than that, Fire year had
l since|my sister’s marriage; sud fur the
wdlie months’ she had been in Der ok
home| againt- Charles Stanley’s widow. I »
poet-Hu band was dead, and =she; always sen
gitive] but trafisitory in ber emofions, thou,
she giieygd for him, had speedily regained hee
cheerfultiess] They hiad been vory happy : she
had eim tly satisfied the needs of his na ure
with her brightness and her beauty, . = -
.. I never liad snother lover, and -Diuncan Cla.
verin hlad Leen foy only friend. Ihad by this’

lictle

18 to

har|
AREW,

You
a be

nks, Lucy, you

e

to tie
its b’
herse
nie to
1 eve
were
Lary
my s¢
lutely
menc:
Duue
Iw
ten ¥
passe
Jast

time won the fame he had prophesied, and far
more thin myself, ho gloried in it.  Phykieally,
I badjnot g\jE)wn much stronger. Fhere were
hours] when I would have given worlds for bu-
man love—t6 have rested my throbbing !rese
for ore {ostant on some true heart which w o8

owo. But knowing this was not furue,
lalely put the thought awny. s
Tate Duncan, Clavering -had often camg-ty: .
i far gftener than Lefore 1elon’s retugu, '
ad watured itao a very acvumplished woy
{[d;w'pu]d sit for hours snd listen to e
nsLshg’%ang to tha harp or piane, anf 1,
caide him, would l'xstgui alsa, turithod
Euinlb)' the metody ; andithen when b
¢

miney
1 resa
Of1
bes u
She b
man.
voice
‘sittinr_r,
even o
saw the tenrsstealing silently down my ch‘auk'n,_
he woulll siy, “‘C,«)me,’ljelen, p'u!:fu\\,-g ‘S,f'f;"
fmuai now, it is nut good for Lucy any lungp/r"f
uttering tho jgommand in & calm, kindly . tone,
asif Lo rchow she Gelonged to libm. *© T 7
| He| wia fivty now, and his’ Qurk halr ae
thickly 1sh‘e ked with silver, and yer Ilelen,
who Giagd to jannoy me, by calling 'y masivr
the ulrlitst man in the world, insistod wiw thag
Somo m\\‘ hethud grown D dgoma,
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That ¢vening I want to the vicar’s leuse —

[ bad a questigy fur.Duncun Clavering's = Ia .
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