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" THE RUBY CROSS:

Benedict Arnold’s Amulet.

——

BY MARY. W. JANVIN.

CIAPTER L.
Wirie eager, impetuous footsteps, Benedict
Arnold paced the white sea strand of a quaint,
strange old West Indian lown. w hose antique
" Moorish houses, with their pillared balconies.
their arabesque work, their open courts and -
sparkling fountains, give to it such a for enrnf
look, and that air of romance so p(-uxh.u to:
old Spmush cities—while his vessel lay an-!
chored in the blue walers of the harbor of
Havana.

Yor Benediet Arnold, in his youth, was a

merchant, trading to the West Indies, and com-
manded his own vesscl—the little sloop which
then, with snowy mast and tmpumw spars,
clearly defined ngainst the blue sky, lay lilea
thing of beauty, idie and motionless, on the,
waves.
+ This was not his first trip to the tropics;
many a time eré this his vessel had plowed the
waters of the Atlantic to those istands which lie
like gems of beauty upon the occan “s breast shot
_past the frowning battluments of Moro Castle,
and rode gallantly into the harbor of Hav :m'\.
but it was to be his last one; for already had
the difliculties arisen between his native Tand
and the mother country : there was a call- for
Ameriea’s brave song, and every drop of ‘the
untameil blood of youth in Arnald’s veins was
roused at the trumpet tone of war,

Nor was it the love of country alone which
-jmpelied him to return and enlist under Free-

dom's banuers, but that fieree, unquenchable
passion for excitement which characterized his
life from childhood, which had made him, in
boyhood, a rover to the Britisl: eamp, then as
Tastily brought him home again, sent him to
the tropies as o merelant, where he won him

great wenlth, and in after life pave him that
unparalicicn vravery which distingnshed hiim

on the Lattle-ficlds of his country.

o -

|
"

Jut. why, as the first faint notes of war,
borne over the waters, fell upon Benedict Ar-
nold’s car, amid the luxuriance of those West
'[ndm Isles, did he linger there 2 Why did his
good ship lic idle, with furled sail and drooping
" pennon, in the harbor of Havana ?

Al, there was u slruggle going on in his
hoart between this newly aroused feeling of
patriolism aml excitement, and another and
tenderer sentiment ! TFor Benedict Arnohl
was reveling in the first love dream of his
youth.

And this was why his sloop lay motionless
upon the waters of the harbor : why, day '\ﬁcr
day, his brow was still fanned by tropic airs*
why, then, at nightfall, impatiently w atching
the sun dipping his weary head into the pur-
ple western waves, he hastily strode to and fro
on the wite sea strand.

.And when the evening gun boomed from
Moro Castle, he drew his little skitf from the
deep-cove where it lay shelteved, and with a
few bold, vigorous dashes of the onr, pushed
out of the harbor. -

“That was the honr wlien he kept “trust Awith

. the beloved one : with her whose dark Spanish
eyes had burned their way into his heart :
whose tender love words and caresses woke in
all its glow his own peculiarly ardent southern
temperament.

But even this bold, determined man, loving,
_as he did, impetnonsly and strongly, could no
Yonger linger there ; even his first love dream
had no power to hind hitn always ; he was no
man to loiter m his lady’s bower, while that
Drave heart, panling for the vush of war and
the glory of conquest beat within his breast.

And that day he had said: ¢
4 One more meeting in the shades of the old
Moorish garden ; one last kiss upon Inez Vel-
asquez’s sweet lips, and then T must awny.”

What Benedict Arnold’s purposes for life
were, he scarce knew then ; but with the one
iden of change of cxcitement, he had ex-
claimed :

T will no longer tarry here. The dream.is
sweet, passing sweet, but it must be broken.”

And so on, on, out of the harbor he pushed
with hasty oar dashes—the vigorous beat of the
oars, the hasty strokes of his athletic arm,

types of his whole life, impetuous, daring, free

and spurning control.

Once out on the bay, his skiff' sailed rapidly
on to the shore, where trailing vines, from the

Iuxuriant gardens lining the water’s
ped down into the tide.

edge, dip-

From the very margin of the bay rose a
_dense, tangled mass of rich vegetabldlife, vary-
ingin every shade of gold and green and crim-

son, the rank growth of the luxuriant seil.

Forth from the mated vinee gleamed magnifi-
cent blossoms, swaying up and “down on their
long, pensile stems, ‘llkL gorgeous, flame wing-
ed birds flitting to and fro; bright crimson pet-
als, loosened from ripened calixes, felt here and
there about his boat upon the sea ; long feath-

cry sprays plumed aud nodded in the baliny

! tions which walked forth into the deep night

air: indecd, it was a perfect wilderness of
green and bloom, an intoxicating atmosphere of |
odors.

0. these warm West Indian Tsles, the Tden
of the \voxld lying in ** dark punple depths of
sea!”

How Benedict Arnold’s tropic heart reveled
in tho intoxicating richness everywhere about
him ! -

And conld he leave this magic clime, the
sparkling waters, and the glenming constella-

skies with a glory unknown to his native north
ern land 2 and above all, eould he gaze no
more upon those eyes which beamed far bright-
er than the starlight for him ?

Yes, yes: his resolve was unchangeablo ;
e must go henee. What will not a proud. am-
‘ bitious man do. and dare, and sulivr, for his
own agerandizement !

And still on he rowed, over waters darken-
ing into a deeper purple in the shades of gath-
cring night under the magnificent blaze of that
southern starlight, a starlight so like day.

And still the Jong vines and green mosses
trailed down into the water: and floating ont
seaward. came winds replete with ordors almost
sickening in their sweetness @ still on his head
rained showers of crimson and suowy petals:
and on, on, he went past visions of beauty.
which secemed more like glimpses of fairyland
than any reality on earth.

An hour had elapsed sinee the rover 1cft the
harbor, aud the full blaze of a tropic uight Liy
over land and sca. i

« A glorious land—a magie clime ! But this
ot bleod in my veins must be cooled in nerth-
ern airs. ere Jong,” murmured Arnold. as he
drew his skiff ashore at an opening, beyond
whose vista of arching vines might he canght
glimpses of the white wallsof a villa, and stoad
for 2 moment with Lared head heneath the star-
light. ’

A glorious land to jive. 'm(l dream, and
love in: such a life would 11l me. T mnst
v e astion, the eombat,”” he
exclaimed, as he parted the vines. strode np a
flizht of marble steps, and entered the flowery
willderness beyond,

There, 'neath the brixht anh"h( pleamed .
the white walls of an old Maorish mansien.
huilt around an open. paved ecourt, where a
fountain played, and shimmered like -silver in
the starlight. . '

There, in a quaint-looking .old garden, with
green terraces and broad flights of marble
steps. where the stately palm reared its turfied
coronial hizh above all other trees. where the
searlet pomegranate tossed its seented hloscoms
on the #ir, had the first love dream of Benediet
Arnoll's life beeun : and there, too, were his
own lips, that night, to speak the words which
ended it.

There, {on. it died : but in affer vears, when
the flush of-glory was won--heside the wateh
fires of Quebee, in the rasteof the battle, and
the stillness of the ealm night-tilde, did nomein:
ory of that frusting Spanish eivl; who had lav-
ished her Jove on the gav, gallant, and ehival-
ric young Americana come to his heart 7—of the
girl who eame there to meet him under the
starlicht, who ecried, “ 0, do not go?" as
standing there beside her, amid her earresses
and her tears, he said < Tnez, T must depart.”

the sterner strife,

¢ Nay, Tnez. heloved,” he whispered ten-
derly. “may. it must be so. My coumtry has
need of all her sons to aid in her strugeles, hat
when the vietory is won, then will T come back
to love and thee.” ’

And there, in that hour Benedict
 meant what he uttered.

JArneld,”
Tn his fiest youthiul
love dream, that Bold man was m"\lcr the kine-
dom of heaven than he ever was again,  1ad
he kept the faith he pledezed @ had he gone hack
to that Spanish maid when the battles of his
country were won: had he never .woven for
himself schemes of aggrandizement and ambi-
tion—he had been spared the name of-a ¢ trai-
tor.” ’ .

But the voice of his mnd. unquict spirit was
stronger far than that of aflection : he erushed
down all such thoughts, and said lumly though,
tenderly :—

“TInez, T 1nmt zo : but T will not forget.—
We will meet again, beloved.™

Xet erc he went forth from her presence for
_ever, Tnez Velasquez had flung about his nec k
a slight golden chain'of antigne but o\qum‘c
workmanship, from which ‘hung suspended a
a blood-red cross, out from the sparkling ruby”
stone. ’

«Wear this when you fight your country's
battles,” sho cried. Wear it nest your
heart; 'twill guard you from harm.- Tt was
o gift to my sire by Granada's sovereign in his
natiye Spain.  Ile has often worn it in the fray
of war, and it proved a talisman to guard him.
When the ruby gleams red as blood, safety fol-
lows thy steps: but if it pales, then beware, for
danger is nigh thee, Wear it for my sake;
and, looking upon it, remember Inez.”

And this blood-red ruby cross, henceforth to
be worn next his heart, was Benedict Arnold’s

'wm rld's

- CHAPLFR II.

Years, thick, crowding, and full of strange,
gallant daring deeds, unknown before in the
history, went by. An infant peopie
had thrown oft their shackles, and prondly
taken a phcc among the nations of the earth.
There were brave words thrilling thousands
of stout American hearts, spoken in Congress;
there were tales of war and victory repeate ul
over at nightfall beside every hes wrilistone in the
land ; there were battles and the {lush of con-
quest,
But ah, the pisture has a dnrker side !
There were sufferings which had no paratlel
in the people’s annals.  An army of men re-
solved to * fight to the death,” lay at Valley
Forge, almost maked and starving, in the
dead of o severe winter. Mothers pirded the
eword to their sons’ hreasts, and sent them forth
1o the battle licld with & ** God speed” on their
]I|)~
But over all these suffering kﬂ]l]l(}ls the
eagle spirit of a brave man held sway:
through alt the toil and blondshed of the cizht
years” war, his eagle eye saw the future glori-
ous destiny of his country.
And he of the eagle spirit and e\c was that
areat, good man, GrorGr WakmNGres: “and
besile him. sustaining and lielping him in his
arduous toils, were brave and gallant aids,
foremost among whom stood Benedict Arnold.
And in these vears of peril and struggles. by
deeds of gallant darving. his star attained its
zenith, Certainly, it ever man won glory by
Lol and bravery, that man-was Arnold:
Throngh the dark pine foresis of Maine,
with fis baned of fron wen, through deep wil-
dernesscs shrowdel in snows, across rivers,
eold dark, and tarbid, down steeps and rapids,
and penctrating the tangled, wibroken fast-
nesxes of an untrodden region, had he accom-
plished o perilous journey. .

And thon, when keepins wue nll by the watch
its of Quebee,

fires without the ¢ty on' the heig
in the keen, picereing cold of a Canadian win-
on the vietorious battle plain, tlie gal-
Iant deeds of this hrave nin attested that the
tide of patriotism ran strong within his veins,
An'lafterwar 1, as Sarato s, where his good
right arm turned the tide of battle and won the
victory --at the glorious sea tight of Lake Cham-
Plain, where he was at onee hero and general —
Amerien had no neal of more daring en
to fight her battles than the same Benadiet Ar-
nold.

For then that foul stain, which no hand ecan
wipe away; had not gettled down, like a elowld
No. thank God,
there eere years whenthe was no traitor,

ter,

of Dlackness, nyon his name.

"o his alter life belongs this oml deed. Tet
us 1ot talk of it now—only of his glory.  Time

11 when no truer, ‘more patriotic heart beat in
an American bosoin than Lis.
Who, then, looking down the dim vista of
the futue, would have said (—* This man will
betray hix country 77
That man of foresight and prudence, Geoprge
Washington, did not look fur such treason
when, in a letter to Congress, recon mending
that Arnold should be sent to the nmthm n
army, he wrote t—
< 1le is active, judicious, and bm\c and an
officer in \\'hom the militia wnll repose great
confidence.’
Arnold himself knew not to what depths he
should fall, when, gatled by the tanliness of
his country in conferring the rank upon him he
had so fully carned, he resigned his comuission
with these proud words -

< T am ready to risk my Lie for my country
but honor s a saecrifice that maun ought to
make.”’ B .
"0, no: his star, which hiad risen so brightly
At Ticonderoga and Quebee, which had culmi-
nated at Saratoga, had not yet bégun slope
down the sky off honor, when, alas! it was a
star no more, but. a bLrilliant wieteor flashing
down a darkening sky—a blazing ship, ¢ with
broken masts  dismantied, all,” go-
ing,down in a black, midnight sea.

adrift,

to Benedict Arnold—five years, whercin he
wrote the record of “dazzling deeds ~upon the
seroll of fate—five ‘years wherein his heart,
warm - and yiclding as the fresh-molten lava,
had he time to cool, and harden, and become
like iron in the geerie of pride and revenge
which afterward encrusted it,

And in those five years of glory, whethier on
Tand or sea, amid the burning heats of a south-
erne summer, or thé rigars of a northern \\iinlcr,
he never once quailed before the foe.

And even then, in toilsome mapch thmu"h
the wililerness, on the snow-crowned heights of
Quebee, at Saratoga, Danbury, and Champlain,
in conquest and in glory, still that blood-
red cross had never dimmed, but lay like

n sentinel of five, guarding lis heart—that
heart. which, amid its dreams of glovy, had
well nigh forgotten the giver of this ruby amu-
let—sweet Incz v '\losqucl

CHAPT [ER TIL
There came a time when, deny it as we may,
Bencediot Arnold received injury at the hands

“where Lier il besan it enled

There were five long yeavs of glory granted

We say this, not to palliate the crime of his
treason— Haaven forbid !—there were no wrong
great enongh to drive a true heart to that—hut
to show how a braye man may sometimes be
worried into madnoss.

Benedict Arnold had his glory and his crimes :
he had his wrongs, too.

There were aspertions east upon his hith--
erto fair fume.  1I¢ had been aceused of seii-
ing certain goods at Montreal withont law ful
warrant.  Congress had @fipointed five major
generals, all his juniors in rank, without re-
membering in the distribution of her favors,
the hero of Quebee and Champlain, and then
sought by the paltry gift of a war hors¢, to
recompense him for the Llood he had zhed in
the scrvice of his country.

And such proceedings as these terribly gall-
cd this impetuous man.  True, aferward lis
services were reeagnized. when the board of
war declared thiat his ¢har
justly aspersed. and Congress gave him the
rank he had so fully won: but their tardiness
and neglect bad sunk into bis heart to rankle
there.

Chafid and stung, be had resigned his com-
mission : but when, at the instance of Wash-
ington, he was exlled to join the army in the
north, he did not hesitate, but again “went
furth to fight his country’s battles.

acter had Leen un-

And then a series of brilliant vielories fol-
towed, wherein he honored bimself and Amer-
fen s when he was junjor in command, was at
once leader anid hern.

In May, 1778 Arnold joined the army at
Valley Torge, and shortly afierward took up
his residence at l‘hluhlphm, where he mar-
ried Lis lovely child wife, the beantiful Mar-
gavet Shippen. the friend and correspondent of
Major Andre, the leader of fashion and eaiety
in the Quaker City. yet, withal, the friend and
companion of her hero hiushan,

“Alas that in all those long vears since his
ship sailed out of the harbor of Tavana. and
lie turned its prow toward his native,land, in
those five years of glory on the battle field
with such wen a3 George Washington, Eihan
Allen, and Daniel Morgan for his companions,

“—in the brilliapt saloons of Philadelphia, with

bright eves bvumn" upon him, and such a
woman ax Margaret Arnold for Lis wife,~—with
such honors as Congress eventually, though
tardily, had heaped upon him.—-alas that Bene-
dict. Arnold had no memory of the promise his
lips had spoken., no thoughts for the Spanish
girl.who long ere this had Leen laid to sleep
under the gay green sod of her native Indian
isle !

For sweet Tnez Velazquez was dead.

The hot Spanish blood of her sives flowed not
so strong within her veins'as the gentler tide
canght from the heart of her blue-cyed En-
I pride could not crush her
lifle went out in the

wlish mother.
tendernexs, hence her
strngele.
Month after mnnHl \(“\1 after year, rolled
their wéary eiveles into the efernity of the past,
and still the impetuons, gallant American, who
had won her heart, came not.

Then she knew that Benediet Arnold had
deserted her, and then she drooped and died.

Traly for the heart Lrolien Incz,———"
«The quietest sleep was underneaih the zround.’

Aud thus it was that in that quaint old
Moorish garden, waslied by the ocean tides
sweeping ontward frem the harbor of Havana,
they laid her down o sleep 5 thns it was that
wlhiore her heart
wias won; it broke, and over hor white hiead-
gtone the starry jasmines waved to and fro like.
a cloud of hovering aneels, and.the searlet
pomegranaté Llossoms fluttcred down like a
flock of flame: \.ml*ul bmls mnlmlmll_) alight:

i

ing wpon her grave.

Peor Tnez Velasquez !

And all the time, while
was chbing within thy &
blood-red eross, had nover
lover's.  Stll, like o thing of five, it hurned
upon his breast, while the fires of ambition
were smethoing within—those baleful tlanes,

the ruby life-tide
vty thy gift, the
paded apon thy.

very life-bload of his he nor.

Step by step he was walking the path whose
end was ruin. Slowly his star was '~l011ll)"’ to
its downward way.

And so they made the ﬁ'p.\m sh maiden &
grave amid the vichness of the trapies, and all
luxuriant, Leantiful things.  Better by far for
Benedict Arnold had he died too, and been Taid
“to slecpy beside lier—he had not lived to become
a truitor then.

L CIIAPTER V.

Tt was thie noon of nizht.

Ever since he gray twilight set in, had
General- Avnold bren closeted in the Jibrary
of his mansion, then known as the Penn House,
with his bnsiness agent, writing letters, and
making the neeessary arrangements for the
dispusal of his peisonal pr operty in Philadel-
phia: for that day  had he received fromn
Washington the comm'\nd of West Doint, and
the morrow’s sun must sco him on his Journoy
thither.

tali‘smnn—-his charm—his amulet.
A

of the country he had so faithfully served.

il ?

which, when wakened there, w ould lap up the |

But when midnizht came, all arrangements
were completed.  Transfers had been made,
deeds sipned, large sums of gold deposited in
his ngent's hands, to meet the inmense debts
which he had incurred by his lavish_prodigal-
ity and prmcdy style of living : and when the
bells from the oid Siate House pealed forth
the hour of twelve, Arncld was alone quee
more. ’

Stowly sitting himself in his arm chair,
after the sound of his agent’s receding fuot-
steps had died along ‘the hall, he leaned hixs
clbow on the table, and his head upon his
hand.

Tlis face looked anxious. pale, andeareworn
and well iv might; for these last fow months
of his life had not only left their fron impress
upon his brow, but in his heart. .
Ilis very attitude betekenad weariness, He
was weary, wearied to deatl, =t the treasen-
able gaiee he was lv)hth : for it was no light
thing, even for that daving, indowitable,
man. to hecome  traitor,

{Ie had an honered name: his couniry re-
posed trust in him: Washinzton was Lis
friend : and in the great wrong he had plan-
ned. and which seemed alnnst upon the eve
of consummation—had le no ecause for re-

raxh

morse ?

And for
Tt was no idle
hand @ and the stakes were fearfully heavy.

Yonder, in his eabinet, lay the commission
from Congress which had raized ‘him to the
rank of major gmeneral : hitire him. upon the
table, lay the letter from the commander-in-
chief, which confirmed him in the command of
Test Point; and in that tiny inlail rosewood
writing desk, which stood upen the little
table in the sonthern how window, where Mar-
earet Arnold eante often to sit near her hips-
bnd, and pen her friendly letters o John An-
dre, lay the replivs to Lis ofltrs of treason.

téo 2 -fur what if he should
game ke held in his

Sear

And Ceneral Arnold’s youthful wife little
knew that lier lively letters, detailing the
caictios of her life in the Quaker City, and
Major Andre's replies. which, tied together
with a dainty blae ribbon, filled ane corner of
her wiiting desk, where the vehicles of her hus-
band's treason—that, interlined hetween lier
delieale chirography. he had writien his prem-
ises Lo deliver West Point over to the British.

Arnold knew that the game was begun.—
Sting his conscienee ever so fiercely, it must be
played threngh s but in that midnight hour,
when everything was arranged, and he seemed
on {he very verge of success, that held, bad
man {rembled.

Like a panorama, every seene of his event-
ful carcer passed before his mental vision—the
dark pine forests of Maine. the walls of Quebee,
the Dlue wa'ers of Champlain. the haitle ficld
of Saratoga : and over and above all this bril-
liant €eroll seemed written, in lurid characters;
as witha pen of fire, the single word, ¢ Traitor !
traitor!” :

The yuict of the night. and his rapidly rush-
ing thoughts, maddened him. Ile rose, unid
strode the yoom.

“ s the infernal plot!” lm muttered,
huskily. By heaven, had any man said to
me at Ticond eroga or Quebee— T‘cnm'hn Lt Ar
nold, you- will onesxlay N.lv he traitor,” 1
wounlid have ground him h'u k to dust Leneath
3t novw—now,” and Le smote the
¢ now what am T but

my heel L
air with (.']Gilh‘h(w] fist,
that acenrsed thing £ .

Then his woad chanzal, Tlislips grew firm.
a4 thoneh cut from iron; Lis eye blazed with
hate and seorn. '

“ Vet w hy,” he went on, why “ehould it
madiden me so ? Have T not had canse for
this?  Woere not abuses heaped uponane 2 Dinl
not a lawless mobh assault me, aud surround
my dwelling 2 Did not Congress treal me dis-’
honorably, -unjustly. shamef: {'l\' 7 Did not
George Washington insult me at \Imn\ awn ?
And shall T sit here w cakly nu)lnnm'- beeanse
the lour of my revenge is wigh? No! This
Gursid conntry shall have eanse for woe, as it
has given me cause for the dead 1 have dvne.--
Cungress shall have reason for reprimand now.
Georze W, axhington shall not have it to say
that he relnked e, pul-hu.xlls, wed 'L tamely

Lore the insult.

] gavg them the hest yearsof any life —~the
Mungth of any manbood. T shed ny bloud
like water: but, by Ieaven, they've had the
last drop from my veins! Now—now. T can
avenge myself! Ha! this should be a royal:
Lour V" and, in his intense excitement, he strode
“to and fro with flashing eyes. | .

Suddenly n white hand, sparkling with
jv\\'(-]s' was laid upon his apm, and a soft veice

said : 4

s (\ncml Arnold ——m) ]lll\]y.lll\] "

e turned, and his’ beautiful child-wife, clad
in white fleecy gnrments, ns though attired for
u festival, stood heside him., :

A soft beam lighted ‘his eye, and & tender
smile quivered around his lip.

« Margaret, are you heré "’ he said. ¢ 1
thought you were, at some brilliant levee to-
night."”’

wI did go,” she rophcd

‘“but o

of your pale face haunted me, and so I order-
cd the carriage home again.  And now I find

you, restless and excited, pacing the floor.—

You have some {rouble. This command to

West Doint involves you in some way. You

are ill, perhaps.  What is it, Arnold?” nnd

the true-hearted wile clung 1o his arm.

‘e No: it is nothing.  Margaret. You are
b rrightencd. T have heen making the necessary
arrangemenls {or leaving DPhiladelphia, and
am only fatizned : that is all,”” he replied,
(\"x;i\'(h' '

< Tt thege lone ninht watches, after days of”
toil, are too much for you. Arnold; they are -
killing you. You mmust get sleep before _you
start on your journey.”

CSeep! T owonder if T will erer slcep
again I he cchoed, wildly, shaking oft her
arm, and walking to and fro. ¢ Yes, T will
sleep, Margarct : but ot until T reich West
Potut.  There T mnst needs slumber “soundly
and sweetly—patriots a’irays do, do they, not 27
and_eoming back and pansing beside her, he
langhied nerveusty. « 0, wy sweet wee wife
does not know what a truc-hearted, loyal pa-
triot Denedict Arnold is !

T know my husband for a brave and noble.
soldier,” said Mre. Amnold proudiy.

Arnoll groaned aloud in the' bitterness of
lis humilintion, and covered his face with his
hands.  The ivon fangs of remorse were begin-
ning to fasten upon his soul.

“ A Dbraye and noble soldier.”
that is «ll!
olaim.

Still lis young wife steod beside him,
pleading that he \\wll try and tkcp cre the
dawn.

«T can find no time for yest. The hours of
. the nizht are precions. Much yet remains un-
;d«mo hefore my journey,” was his reply. ¢ 1
o carly in the morning. You will join me by
L]m “lst. Till then, adicu, Margaret, sweet
\nh fn T must bid vou leave me now.”  And
with™he allantry of a lover, he kissed her,
and was leading her to the door of the apart-
ment.

Marzaret Arnald took her hushand’s arm.—
As they passed bencatle the hich marble wan-
e, wheteon o solitary candle burned and
s lickered i the tall brquze eandelabra, Arnold’s
| eye canght the g;iim;x of something red and
Clnight upen his wife's neek.

Rapidly thrasting his hand into his besom,.
he ws rapidly drew it forth again: then hend-
ine over her, and grasping thie ornament, he
asked. in a husky voiee 1— ’

s Aarzaret, how came yon by this 27

For there, suspended from her dainty  white
neck, by the slender chain of gold, and burn-
i red a3 live upon her bosom, hung the ruby

Alas! and
To a patriot’s name he had no

Cross.

«This 7" cchoed Mrs. Arnold, taking the
ernss (rom her husband’s fingers. < 0, to be
sure, T found it where General Arnold slyly de-
posited it—in my writing desk! Ilow kind
and thoughtful of you to make me such a
birthday zift ! but how queer to put it there !
But, pray, where did you procure it T assure
vou that. with my new jewels, T was quite the
belle of the parly tg night, and was asked
some half dozen times where they were pur-
chased, or if they were family jewels. In-
deed, one gentleman sought the privilege of
examining them, aud declared the ruby real,
of immense valuce, and the antique workman-
ship of the chain exqnisites.  Pray where did
vou get them, Arnold 77 she playfully re-
torted.

CGieneral Anmiold saw her mistake, for she
had not mnoticed his 'qui\'criug white lips,
and he resolved to profit by it, and in as
o \Im a voice as e could assume, he replied :

Mo my Magaie is pleased with her'gift ?
\\'cll, then, I am glad: but go now--yct leave
we the eross and chain, T would like to ex-
mmine their workmaaship at my leisure, for it
is a forcian triviet,  There, g0 now.” And
receiving the eroxs ftom her hand, they parted,
with a good-night Lizs, at the door. .
Aronold went haek, and stood be-
neath the licht upon the mauted, and gazed long
aind earnestly atpon the trinket he held.

1 mest have dreoped it from my neck into
Ler writing de=k,"" hie imurmurald, remembering
how, at dead of night, he had risen {rom his
bed to write in his wike's [etters A4 messages
Andre. ¢ How-strange that T did not

General

to M. :]nl
miss it

< Put, ha! what is this? Whatifther words,
which T deamed bat anidle supersiition, should
prove true 2 By heavens, they are, they are
trie. and oo losz 7 And Mroold shricked
alowd ¢ for Tuer Velasquez’s gift, the raby
eross, had grown pale beneath Lis gaze.

Minates, long to him as hours went by ;
and he only nupured in a strange, hollow
Vohee

e 1 shall fuill
late-—too late &

And then, ax waters will sometines bubble
up clear and liwpid from the deep Black spring,
s0 (e the et of that prowd, passionate,-
imiperious man gashed forth wemories of that
Jove dremmn of his youth.

Aud with- tears in his eyes, e wandered in
<pirit along the terraced walks of that _gunml._
ol Meorish garden, under the blazing star-
liplit of tropie skices, breathed .mslrn"runt of
pulnv;;l.nmlo and orange ; nml 0110 by ono, as
a wonk counts his beads, he said over the
broken yows ultered in that sweet, sweet
springtime of the heart, '

¢ Dead, dead ! he murmured” sadly. “1
Lkuow it all now.  All these long years canno’
have goue by, amd ker heart not broken.., my

¢ Alas Uand thus it has Vieen ﬁoy‘ tlnng I
up Thus, every good and dow, now,” he :
hnve crushed inmy pathwith his warning of
added in n hollow YT to look forw: -ard to but-
my doom, whaf ¢ - contempt and scorn ¥ ‘
death, or, & 1 jurs of night wore on, and gray
Mg “came, and with a heavy heart ch"
Aruold set forth for West Point.
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