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“They left the plowshare in the mold,
The flocks and herds without a fold,
The sickle in the unshorn grain,
The corn half garnered on the plain,
And mustered, in their simple dress,
For wrongs to seek a stern redress:
To right those wrongs, come weal, come woe—

To perish, or o’ercome the foe.”



PREFACE.

It is with extreme diffidence that the author of the following
pages ventures before the intelligent public in the character of a
novelist. Whoever writes any thing in these days, when the
press is already teeming with ephemeral literature, must suppose
that the effusions of his mind are above the thousands that come
forth every hour. But the author of this unpretending little
volume has too much modesty to lay claim to any such superior
excellence, especially in a first ¢ffort. He does not publish the
book with the humble hope that it will rank with even the ordi-
nary works of mediocrists in the world of romance. The author
has only one object in view. He submits the book to the judg-
ment of the patriotic southern public, with the hope that it may
help to supplant the poisonous northern literature which has
for so many years flooded the South, and villified the southern
people and _their institutions. The time has now come when
there ought to be a change. The South must have a literature of
her own. If we could not gain our political, let us establish at
least our mental independence.

We appeal, therefore, to the southern people; to their dignity;
to their sense of justicd to themselves; and we ask them no
longer to encourage the yellow and the red-backed trash of the
North, in which the attempt is made to hold up the South as the
butt of the civilized world. Soon thousands of tales will come
forth from the vile den of New England, containing scandalous
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6 PREFACE.

" caricatures of our beloved South, and of the misfortunes of our
late Confederacy. Do not buy them, southern reader! Do not
insult the memory of your noble dead by enriching northern
writers, who make sport of their bloody graves! If you must
read novels, we ask you, for the sake of your dead heroes, to read
those which do not abuse and villify your ancestors, yourselves,
your institutions, your religion—all that you hold dear and
sacred!

The following story is founded upon facts, or rather it comes
nearer being a narrative of facts. We have dealt with living
characters. The main errors in our book, taken even as a his-
tory, consist chiefly in points of chronology and locality. The
author confesses that he has taken advantage of the privilege
allowed to all novelists, in this respect, and has located and dated
scenes in order to maintain the connection of the story, and pre-
serve its unity. The author claims no great credit for the con-
struction of the plot. Unfortunately, it constructed itsclf. We
are indebted very slightly to our imagination. The incidents
herein related are nearly all actual occurrences, however horrible
they may appear. Perhaps an apology is due to the reader for
the profanity which so frequently occurs throughout these pages.
All we have to say is, that the Yankee character can not be cor-
rectly delineated without it.

Southern reader, you now know our object. Will you sustain
us? Will you encourage southern writers? If so, “prove your

faith by your works.”
THE AUTHOR.
Panora CounTty, Miss., May 27, 1865



THE CONFEDERATE SPY.

CHAPTER I.

¢“There was a soft and pensive grace,
A cast of thought upon her face,
That suited well the forehead high,
The eyelash dark and downcast eye.”

IN the extreme north-eastern portion of the “dark and
bloody ground”—or, in other words, the State of Kentucky—
there stood in the year 1860 a stately residence. It was
a tall, square, two-story building, similar in size, shape, and
appearance to hundreds of others scattered throughout the
heaven-favored land of the “sunny South.” There was there-
fore nothing peculiarly remarkable in the construction of this
" dwelling. Nevertheless, rearing itself, with its snow-white
walls and tall stone chimneys, amid a grove of scattered oaks,
that were green and shady in spring, but bare, leafless, and
somewhat melancholy during the bleak days of winter, it pre-
sented from the distance a picturesque and romantic appear-
ance. The surrounding scenery was unsurpassed in loveliness.
The top of the eminence upon which the house was situated
contained several acres, that lay spread out in level smoothness
for more than two hundred yards; then gradually declined in
all directions, till arrested by hills on one side, and lost on the
other in a bottom. In the rear of the residence tall hills arose
in majestic splendor; in front, at the distance of half a mile,
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8 THE CONFEDERATE SPY.

there flowed a large creek, or perhaps it would be better to
call it a small river, whose clear, transparent waters rolled on
in solemn silence, until, mingling and commingling with other
streams, all were finally introduced, through the channel of the
grand old “Father of Waters,” to the wide bosom of the Gulf
of Mexico. An immense tract of the river bottom had been
made subservient to'the purposes of cultivation, and the con-
sequence was, a broad plantation spread out, whose monotony
was broken by fences and cross-fences, that reached to the
hills far on the other side of the stream, which were bedecked
with tall, waving trees, crowned with deep cerulean blue. The
house Was approached from the direction of the river through
a long avenue, either side of which was decorated with all
varieties of trces and shrubs. At the foot of this avenue ran
a road, which, from the observatory on the house-top, could be
seen, for a long distance, winding along the little hills that
bordered on the river bottom.

Every thing in the vicinity of this magnificent dwelling
evinced the refined taste of the owner. The broad plantation
with its tall, strong fences, the comfortable negro-quarters, the
neat barns and stables, the orchard with its delicious fruit, the
white palings, the yard variegated with all descriptions of
flowers, made it manifest, if external circumstances can furnish -
any indication of character, that this was the habitation of a
person of elevated feeling and cultivated mind.

We do not wish, however, to tax the patience of our reader
with too much description, nor to force upon his attention too
many objects that can claim no essential pertinency to our
story. We will therefore commence without further preface,
prelude, or preliminary, as Horace says, in medias res (to
translate which three words literally signifies, in the middle of
things), and at once introduce the characters destined to figure
throughout these pages. Then we will commence as we have
said.
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Joseph Burrell, at the time this story begins, was an old
man, active though even at the age of sixty-five. Having
possessed an ample fortune from early youth, he had enjoyed
immunities from the ordinary cares of life that so much tram-
mel the actions, harass the feelings, and sour. the tempers of
the greater portion of mankind. Major Burrell, and we call
him major not because he had been in military life that we
ever heard of, but had obtained this title, like many other
people do, from the possession of a great quantity of worldly
wealth. We are disposed in this country to bestow high-
sounding military titles upon millionaires and nabobs. But
Major Burrell, with commendable prudence, had vastly im-
proved the magnificent inheritance handed down by his ances-
tors.” At the age of twenty-three, when both his parents had
gone to that “bourne whence no traveler returns,” he quietly
settled down at the old homestead like a wise young man,
married the woman of his choice, and had lived happily many
years, instead of strolling about through the world without
any definite object in view, and wasting his splendid bequeath-
ment in idleness, extravagance, and dissipation. The reader,
when he learns the part Major Burrell is to play in this little
history, will agree with me that it is not necessary to enter into
all the ‘particulars of his character. We will simply say that
he was a stout, hale, hearty, active old man, in his dotage, as
will be seen in due time. The outside world will be better
satisfied when we add to the catalogue that he was rich. And
now, reader, by the by, you and I know full well that wealth
has its advantages as well as its cares and encumbrances. It
confers many blessings and privileges upon its fortunate pos-
sessor. It brings power, political and social influence; it
supersedes the necessity of a lifetime of labor; besides many
other advantages, things, and circumstances, which it will not
be proper now to enumerate. But beyond this its power may
be said to cease. The sceds of disease and the shafts of death
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are scattered broadcast among rich and poor, without distine-
tion or discrimination. The “green monster” seizes, without
much warning, upon Dives and Lazarus. And, reader, this
circumstance is a great consolation to us poor sinners, who
are struggling day after day, toiling night after night, for the
means of subsistence, and yet by the most strenuous efforts
can barely keep the corporeal system in a good, comfortable
condition, and the mind in a calm, tranquil state; for if riches
could ward off the attacks of man’s chief encmy, and enable
one to escape the “ills that flesh is heir to,” there could be
but little enjoyment beyond the simple pleasure of exercising
the organs of respiration in a world where there would be
only one grand, mighty, desperate, and protracted struggle for
“filthy lucre.” And now, with this brief digression and this
little moralizing, which we hope will be received in a spirit of
kindness, we will proceed with the story.

Major Joseph Burrell, although surrounded by every thing
in the shape of physical comforts which the human heart could -
in reason desire, was nevertheless subject to the penalties of
mortality, and had been called upon to mourn the loss of a
wife and four children. One by one they had been snatched
from the stage of action, till only two now remained to console
him in his declining years: the elder, a son, who, at the time
our story commences, was a student in the military institute
of West Point; the younger, a daughter, who, with the reader’s
permission, will be more particularly noticed.

Eighteen years had flown over the head of Emily Burrell.
We will commence the description of Emily by asking the
reader if he or she, as the case may be, ever saw an ugly
young lady? We never did. Nearly all young ladies are
. good-looking, if not handsome and positively beautiful. The
term ugly therefore is a modifying adjective, which is not at
all applicable in the description of the “fair,” especially one
of young and tender years. We mean to insinuate by this
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that Emily was no exception to the general rule. Indeed, she
could lay claim to the very highest order of beauty. Her
dark hair hung down from a classically-shaped head, in jet
black tresses, to shoulders that vied with alabaster in point of
pure whiteness. A pair of large, black, brilliant eyes, that
flashed and sparkled under the influence of aroused feeling,
evinced the possession of a mind and heart that could be
wrought to the highest pitch of excitement. Above the eyes
arose a pure, white, broad, open, smooth forehead, whose
inequalities nevertheless were sufficient to redeem its owner
from the suspicion of possessing a phrenologically well-devel-
oped head without the intellect to sustain appearances. Her
nose was, we say without hesitation, unlike Solomon’s descrip-
tion of his bride’s (we do not know which one of them he had
reference to) nasal organ—¢“as the tower of Lebanon which
looketh toward Damascus.” (Between you and me, reader,
inter nos, and speaking without irreverence or profanity, I
always associated Solomon’s description with the idea of a
pug nose.) It is sufficient to say that Emily’s was not a pug
nose, and that it was duly proportioned to her other features.
Add to these lineaments rosy cheeks, red lips, a pretty mouth,
white, pearly teeth, a symmetrical figure of medium size, beau-
tifully proportioned, and graceful in all its motions and move-
ments, and you have before you one whom Juno (I believe
there is no law, moral, civil, or military, against taking the
name of a heathenish divinity in vain) might have envied, even
when she, according to Virgil, stalked through the heavens
in her pride and vainglory, with the high-sounding, world-
wide banter, incedo regina, issuing from her ambrosial lips.
But, strange to say, Emily, with all these external recom-

mendations, was not a proud, vain, self-conceited girl, as the -

reader might be inclined to suppose. At a very early age she
had manifested a taste for literary pleasures, and was deeply
read for one of her age. Emily was a student—a student of
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nature—a thorough lover of knowledge. She loved solitude,
and had early felt, in the language of a great poet,
¢“There is a pleasure in the pathless woods,
There is a rapture on the lonely shore;

There is a society, where none intrudes,
By the deep sea, and music in its roar.”

Often had she wandered along the banks of the limpid
river, sat in the cool, shady grove, listened to the unaffected
music of nature’s warblers, and reflected profoundly upon
subjects which might have been considered beyond her years.
Calm, sober, intense thought had solidified her mind and puri-
fied her nature. Her life thus far had been spent principally
in an ideal world. Having had few companions of her own
sex from childhood, she almost lived upon thought. She
could with Shakespeare exclaim:

“The shadowy desert, unfrequented woods,
I better brook than flourishing peopled towns;
There can I sit alone, unseen of any,
And to the nightingale’s complaining notes
Tune my distresses and record my woes.”

However, the record of Emily’s real “distresses and woes”
would have been somewhat summary. Thus far few disap-
pointments had embittered her existence. Aside from the
ordinary troubles and cares incidental to, or rather inseparable
from, mortality, she may be said never to have suffered.
Smooth and even had been the current of her young life.
Far from the busy haunts of noisy cities, she had lived in the

forests—a student and a child of nature. She must not be .

supposed, from the description we have given, destitute of sen-
sibility, nor a follower of Plato, nor a member of the church of
passionless Stoics. Indeed, she was warm-hearted, enthusiastic,
kind, generous, benevolent, and would have loved madly and
wildly could she have met with her beau-ideal. But she was
not a character to lavish her affections upon an object recom-
mended only by the beauty of exterior organism. She was
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one who could love only where moral excellence and solid
worth would first command esteem, respect, and admiration.

It is evident that a girl possessing all these physical and
mental attractions, besides being prospective heiress of an
immense fortune (which last qualification is not overlooked by
some people), could not forever remain in obscurity. Some
poet has beautifully said:

¢Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its fragrance on the desert air.”

But such was not always to be Emily’s destiny. " Up to
this time, which is something remarkable, she had bestowed
few thoughts upon “love, courtship, and marriage;” and yet
she was blessed, if blessing it can be called, with numerous
admirers and lovers. But to none of these had she ever given
the slightest encouragement to persevere in their attentions.
With something akin to good-natured submission, she had
endured the numerous visits of the silly fops that flocked to
her father’s house from the little town not far distant, and
listened cheerfully to their silly chat upon silly subjects. But
not one of these had ever awakened in her heart a sentiment
bearing the most remote resemblance to love.

One evening a small party of these young gents had con-
gregated in the counting-room of a mercantile house in the
little town to which we have already alluded. One of the
number had just returned from Major Burrell’s. As the con-
versation which took place on this occasion may save us the
trouble of a long description, and as it was connected with our
story, we will record so much of it as is necessary. We,
" however, warn the reader in time, that this chat was similar
to that of most young men enlivened and exhilarated by the
influence of the god Bacchus.

“Well, Bill, how’s Miss Emily?” said one to William
Jones, as he entered the apartment.

“She’s well enough, I guess,” replied the person addressed,
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in a tonc that plainly showed he was not as well pleased with
the visit as usual.

“You ncedn’t be so crusty about it, old fellow; you are
not the first that ever got his walking papers at the same
house,” said the first speaker, with a wink to his companion.

“You are mistaken there. I did not get my papers; but I
rather guess we are all done for at the old Major’s.”

“How’s that, Bill?” said Tom Wilkins. “Tell it all at
once.”

“Very little explanation will suffice. I have just returned
from the old Major's, as you know, and Miss Emily is ter-
ribly smitten with an awkward relative of hers—a sort of
fifteenth cousin, or something of the kind—just kin enough
to make courtship interesting. He is not to be grinned at,
though, for he is a darned good-looking fellow, notwithstanding
he's so gawky; and I'll bet ten to one carries off the prize:
and there goes another five hundred thousand!”

“Egad! that’s what sticks you. But what’s his name ?”

“His name is Gallam; Hallam, Ballam, or something that
way. I don’t recollect now.”

“Where does he come from, and what kind of a fellow is
he? Tell it all in a lump.”

“Well, then, he lives about one hundred and fifty miles
from this place, I understand. His height is, I should judge,
in the neighborhood of five feet ten. His hair is black ; eyes
of the same color. His complexion is on the Ethiopian style;
nose large and fashionable; mouth somewhat less than Tom
Wilkins’s, there.”

“Darn it,” said Tom, “never mind my mouth; you have

always got something to say about my features. By jingo! I

wish you would find something else to talk about.”

“Boys! I've got a good joke on Tom; and, since he's so
darned testy and cross, I'1l tell it.”

“Tell it and be d—d!” said Tom, angrily.

s
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“Well, last week Tom and I called on Miss Emily. I
thought I would keep it a secret for his sake, but I declare
it’s too good to be lost. While we were sitting in the parlor,
Miss Emily excused herself and retired for a few moments.
During her absence Tom walked to the mantel-shelf, and very
unluckily upset an inkstand, and spilled its contents on the
hearth-rug. Tom quickly jerked out his pocket handker-
chief, wiped up the ink, and put it in his pocket. Just then
Miss Emily came in. Tom was somewhat confused; but, to
hide it, I suppose, he picked up a book of poetry.

¢ ¢Miss Emily,’ said Tom, ‘here’s a beautiful piece of poetry;’
and he read four lines. ‘I wrote them down, and here they are:

¢Fair eldest child of love, thou spotless night!
Empress of silence, and the queen of sleep,

Makest lover’s eyes enamored of thy beauty.’
‘Who, with thy black cheek’s pure complexion,

“But the beauty of the performance was, when Tom was
reading the third line, he snatched out his handkerchief and
wiped it over his face till his own cheeks were as black as
midnight.

“¢T think, Mr. Wilkins,’ said Miss Emily, when Tom paused,
¢¢thy black cheek’s pure complexion” is a splendid idea; and
you have pronounced it and illustrated it with an emphasis that
is calculated to make a decided impression.’

“I was so tickled I laughed outright, and so did Miss
Emily. Tom looked at us in surprise, but he happencd to
catch a glimpse of his face in a mirror, and he was the most
" woe-begone chap ever I saw. If he blushed, his face was so
black nobody could see it. By Jove! boys, he just made one
snatch at his hat, and ran out like the very devil. I never
saw Miss Emily laugh so much in my life. I thoughtshe
never would stop.”

“By dad! Tom must be kangarooed for that,” said one,
while the party was in a perfect roar of laughter.
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“Guilty or not guilty, Tom ?"’ asked another.

#Go to h—I1!" answered Wilkins, rising and leaving the
room. The whole party roared louder than ever.

But we have promised not to worry the patience of our
kind readers with long descriptions of scenes which are dis-
connected with the story. We have introduced the above
characters merely to bring forward a personage with whom we
must become more intimately acquainted. If the reader can
form any idea of Emily’s cousin—that is, his personal ap-
pearance—fram William Jones’s description, we are satisfied.
We will, therefore, leave the party, discussing for a few
moments in regard to Emily’s fortune, and the probabilitics of
a marriage with her cousin, and introduce that gentleman
himself, and let -the reader form his own opinions, and draw
his own conclusions. As we do not like to jumble up events
together, and crowd so many different circumstances all into
one place, and thereby confuse and distract our readers’
attention, we will commence a new chapter. The reader is
now at liberty to drop the acquaintance of Bill Jones and
Tom Wilkins, as they will not make their appearance again
1 this little history.
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CHAPTER II.

¢Let us love temp’rately; things violent last not;
And too much dotage rather argues folly
Than true affection.”

WaLTER HALLAM, the person to whom allusion was made
in the last chapter, was the descendant of parents in moderate
circumstances. Appreciating the advantages of education, they
had sent Walter to school until he was graduated. Though
a young man of some “parts,” he gave but little promise
of distinction, at least in the literary world; and yet he was
somewhat of a student in his own peculiar way. Knowledge
to him was valuable only so far as it could be made available
in the achievement of some definite end, and was practically
useful. Abstract science was his utter detestation. However,
Horace, Virgil, and all the other Greek and Latin authors
who are the beloved companions of the true scholar, had no
sympathy from young Hallam, with their “ridiculous non-
sense,” as he termed it. “Milton,” he would say to his
fellow-students, “is a bombastic old fool; and I confess my
surprise that sensible men should be so taken with his
silly descriptions of hobgoblins, and his desperate battles
between angels and devils, and his foolish contradictions in
general. Why, by the gods! how could a battle ever termi-
nate between parties, the members of which could not be
killed. The idea of spirits tearing up hills and moun-
tains by the roots, hurling them through space at one
another, and playing the devil generally—it’s simply absurd
and ridiculous—all sheer nonsense and child’s stuff. Now
there s that other old dotard, Ovid—a good match for Milton—

2
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with his metamorphoses—changing women into trecs, and
trees into women; turning the color of mulberrics from white
to red; driving the chariot of the sun round the world; scorch-
ing the African till his hair was kinked, and the devil knows
what all—it’s so unnatural and puerile that a child would
blush at his follies.”

At the conclusion of such criticisms he was generally
greeted with a burst of hearty laughter from his fellow-col-
legians. He took it all good-humoredly, but still could not
be convinced by any process of reasoning that there wus
beauty in poetry. Walter had never experienced an emotion
of sublimity in his life. A landscape was beautiful to him
only a3 it could be converted into a farm. The croaking of a
frog was as fine music to him as the intonations of a mocking-
bird, or any air that ever trilled on harp, flute, violin, or
guitar. And yet, notwithstanding all this, Walter possessed a
poetical power, of which he himself was unaware, or if he was
he seemed to undervalue it. This power showed itself some-
times in his language, when Walter appeared not to know it.

The reader need not suppose, from what we have said, that
Walter Hallam is a black-hearted villain of the first cast. In
the annals of fiction especially it is too much the case that
the characters are all either semi-angels, beautified and adorned
with superhuman virtues and graces, or John Murrells, doubly
steeped in vice, crime, and villainy. Whether Walter was a
patural villain, we will leave the reader to conclude. We
deem it sufficient merely to say that upon first acquaintance
he would be pronounced a plain, blunt man, with good, ordi-
nary sense, who placed a value upon things and principles in
accordance with their adaptation to the practical purposes of
life; and such was his external character at the commence-
ment of this story. If he should grow worse than he is here
described, it may probably be attributed to the fault of sur-
rounding circumstances, rather than his own nature.
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Young Hallam received his degree in a Kentucky college
at the age of twenty-three, in the year eighteen hundred and
sixty; and before commencing the battle of life in earnest,
and, besides, his father desiring him to attend to some business
in the town of , he was paying a visit to Major Burrell,
his father’s cousin. This relationship was sufficient, as William
Jones insinuated, to cover the object of his visit (if indeed, he
had any other object at first than that of a friendly, social
visit) under the guise of family connection. It is certain,
though, that Walter had availed himself of this circumstance
g0 far as te have remained about two weeks under his cousin’s
hospitable roof. Emily had received and welcomed him with
sisterly affection. She had treated him with the politeness and
familiarity due to a relative. It is strange, though, that in
this land of enlightened liberty, where society is characterized
by so many agreeable features, the ¢“fair sex” is sometimes
subjected to the mortification of having any extension of warm
friendship construed into a feeling which was by no means
intended. This is the case to such an extent that when a
lady, especially a young lady, entertains the company with a-
ballad containing any sentiment bordering upon love, each
young “lord” in the room will probably regard it as pecul-
iarly applicable to himself. It is not surprising, therefore,
if Walter, being a good-looking, rather handsome young man,
should begin to consider his cousin’s little attentions as
prompted by feelings warmer than those justified by the ties
of consanguinity. Still less will it be surprising, that Emily
being a really beautiful and accomplished girl, attached to a
splendid inheritance, he should honor her with a due reci-
procity of emotion. His affection, however, was not of that
wild, ardent, fiery kind that makes the lover sometimes fall on
his knees before his adored one, and vehemently say:

¢«Doubt thou the stars are fire,
Doubt that the sun doth move,
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Doubt truth to be a liar,
But never doubt I love!”

Walter's love was strictly in keeping with his character;
that is, it was of the practical kind. Whether Emily’s worldly
prospects contributed any thing to the agitation of his tender
feelings, we will leave the reader to judge. The following
soliloquy of Walter’s will show in what channel his thoughts -
were flowing:

“My cousin Emily is a right pretty girl—rather bookish,
though, and inclined to be visionary. She will, nevertheless,
with proper training, make a very good wife; and I flatter
myself that she Zikes me hugely, if nothing more. As for
love—this puppyism of modern times—she can indulge in to
her heart’s content. As for myself, I shall love with calmness,
moderation, and judiciousness, contemning as I do the silly
ways of petty coxeombry. Love—this spiritual essence, this
imaginary passion, which exists only in the brain of moon-
struck poets—is one of the grand humbugs fit only for women.
Love or no love, a fortune of five hundred thousand and wup-
ward does not fall into one’s hands every day of the year.
It is certainly worth an effort. Probably Emily will inherit
the old homestead with all its appurtenances; if so, all parties
consenting, I see no good reason why a marriage can not be
brought about, and I and my pretty cousin settle down at once
in our young days, live happily together through life, and die
peacefully in a good old age, as our ancestors have done. By
the gods! I will try the experiment.”

This was a pleasing picture to Walter; and he was no
builder of air-castles. Having once resolved to secure his
cousin and her fortune to himself, he furthermore formed the
doughty resolution to broach the subject to Emily on the first
opportunity. Having transacted the business which had
brought him to the town of , and protracted his stay
much longer than was his original intention, he deemed it
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high time to put in practice a portion of his brave resolves.
We will, however, do Emily the justice to say that she was
totally unconscious and unsuspicious of the intended honor,
and of her cousin’s premeditated attack on her single-blessed-
ness. The opportunity which Walter desired soon presented
itself.

One bright, lovely evening, in the early days ofthe fall of
eighteen hundred and sixty, Walter and Emily were mounted
on two spirited chargers, and riding down the avenue that led
to the road. Turning down the river, the two rode slowly
and in silence. Emily was gazing around, lost in admiration
at the transcendentally lovely scene that lay spread out in every
direction, and had wandered far in thought from her present
company. Walter seemed not disposed to interrupt her in
this pleasing employment, busied as he doubtless was with his
schemes of temporal prosperity, which might have appeared
to some as the vagaries of a wild dream, but to him as emi-
nently feasible, and deduced from the calm conclusions of
a practical judgment. Emily, presently recollecting herself,
turned to her companion, and spoke with her usual gayety and
cheerfulness of disposition:

“What are you thinking of, cousin Walter?”

“It would be difficult to tell exactly what,” Walter replied,
slowly. “Nothing, though, of any great importance at the
instant you spoke.”

“Probably you were thinking, like I was, of the scene before
you—of the river, the hills, the trees, the- birds, the flowers,
and a thousand other things that furnish a view worthy the
painter’s pencil and the poet’s pen.”

“No, no; I assure you I was thinking of none of these
things. Your painter’s pencil and your poet’s pen have no
charms for me, except as the one executes a substantial sign-
board, and the other writes a good, business-like hand.
Painters, poets, and all other characters of that deseription, I
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look upon as the mere butterflies of life—perfect drones in
the great bee-hive of society—men who attempt to avoid
honest labor, and gain a livelihood by palming off their foolish
written trumpery on their fellow-creatures.”

“Why, cousin Walter, I am utterly astonished at you!
You are surcly jesting. Do you never read the pocts?”

“Yes, sometimes I do, but mainly to sce with what jingling
gimeracks mankind can be pleased.”

“How do you like Milton? You certainly must have been
highly entertained with ¢Paradise Lost.””

“Milton was a poor, blind old man, in dotage, who gathered
up the superstitions and idle tales that pass current among
negroes and children, and culled an absurd story from this
heathen nation and that barbarous people, and then fashioned
it into one methodical mass, and threw it on the world as the
greatest work of ancient or modern times. I never could sce
any sense or beauty in ‘Paradise Lost.” There is something
about it too untangible. It is too much like the dreams of a
sick man or the strange whims of a lunatic. If the imaginings
of a child were clothed in the language of poetry, you would
see as good a poem as can be found in the ridiculous nonsense
of Milton.” )

Walter was in earnest in what he was saying, and Emily
was very much surprised, as well as amused, at this, the.
severest stricture she had ever heard upon the prince of
English poets.

“What do you say to Byron?’ asked Emily, with a quiz-
zical expression.

“Byron! Byron—that dandified upstart, who swore like a
trooper when the whiteness of his hands was soiled. Why,
cousin, what could you, or I, or any body else think of a man
who has pandered to the worst passions and appetites of
human nature as he has? What could I think of a man who
would, either for the means of subsistencg or for the sake
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of notoriety, expose the depravity of his own heart to the
gaze of the world, and then laugh at the gsensation the
exhibition created? What could I think of a man who has
turned logse upon the world a stream of corruption that has
tinged the sentiments of the youth of our land with low
vulgarisms that a pure-minded being would blush to utter in
respectable society? I will agree that there are some flights
of fancy in Byron that seem to be pleasing to certain minds,
but it is like wading through a sea of molten lava to gather a
perishing flower.”

“Well, I declare, cousin Walter, you are really eloquent in
censure; and you talk like a preacher. I love to listen to
your elegant criticisms, even when you rail at my favorite
authors.”

“I should be sorry to think, Emily, that Byron is your
favorite. If he is,” continued Walter, with plain bluntness,
“T would at least exclude that infamous character, Don Juan.
But as I am not remarkably fond of eloquence, music, poetry,
and the like, and as I am no preacher, and do not wish to
put you out of humor, I will no longer meddle with your
favorites.”

“Cousin Walter,” said Emily, recovering from a momentary
confusion, “do you recollect that oft-quoted sentiment of
Shakespeare—

‘The man that hath no music in himself,
And is not moved with concord of sweet sound,
Is fit for treason, stratagems, and spoils.””’

“Why, yes, I recollect the substance of it. But what of
that ?”

“Well, I am afraid,” said Emily, laughing gaily, “as
Nathan said unto David, ‘Thou art the man.’”

“Now, my beautiful cous, you are becoming rather per-
sonal,” said Walter, not over-well pleased with this appli-
cation.
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“My dear cousin, I meant no offense; I only said it as a
pleasantry. I will take it all back, and beg your pardon.
But now, tell me, don’t you really think this is beautiful:

‘Eternal Hope! when yonder spheres sublime
Pealed their first notes to sound the march of time,
Thy joyous youth began; but not to fade
When all thy sister planets had decayed.

Where, wrapt in fire, the realms of ether glow,
And heaven’s last thunder shakes the world below,
Thou, undismayed, shalt o’er the ruins smile,

And light thy torch at Nature’s funeral pile.’

What do you think of that, cousin Walter?”

“It sounds to me just so,” said Walter: “smile, pile, mile,
file, quile, tile, style, vile—jingle, rattle—about as musical as
the bell on yonder cow, that knows not a syllable of poetry.”

“«Well, now, cousin Walter,” she continued, more for amuse-
ment than any thing else, “did you never walk by moonlight,
gaze up at the blue, arched vault of heaven, and feel in your
soul some such sentiment as this:

¢The sky
Spreads like an ocean hung on high,
Bespangled with those isles of light
So wildly, spiritually bright!
Who ever gazed upon them shining
And turned to earth without repining?
Nor wished for wings to flee away
And mix with their eternal ray?’”’

“T would much rather mix with my fellow-creatures, cousin
Emily, and employ the means of locomotion intended for
man by nature. I imagine stars would be rather dull com-
panions, to say nothing of the unsubstantial food furnished
by their rays.”

“Walter Hallam!” said Emily, with a mischievous smile,
“you are the most incorrigible Diogenes I have ever met with.
Ody, profanum vulgus et arceo,” she continued, tossing her head
in mock disdain. “I presume you have read Horace?”
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“Why, certainly; every school boy has read ¢Old Falernian
Wine.””

“Well, Walter, I believe I will give you over to hardness
of heart and reprobacy of mind.”

“Now don’t do that, my dear cousin, for I am now going
to convince you I am not hard-hearted, though I can not
repeat a line from Shakespeare, Milton, and your other favor-
ites;” and he hesitated as if studying how to commence.

Emily was totally unsuspicious of Walter's intentions, so
she said, with smiling good humor:

“Well, proceed, Walter; I shall be happy to listen to any
arguments that shall convince me you are not lost to all sen-
sibility.” .

“Will you allow me to preface in the shape of a
question ?” ‘

“Certainement, avec plaisir, qu'est ce? Donnez moi encore
la langue Francais, s’ ¢l vous plait.”

“Je Francats meprise,” said Walter, who was not much
of a French scholar. “Let us speak in English.”

« Comme il vous plaira. Proceed.”

“Well, then, do you ever think of any thing but birds,
flowers, trees, stars, moonshine, poetry, and the like?”

“Of course I-do.”

“Did you ever—but I will come to the point at once—do
you ever bestow a thought upon the subject of matrimony?”

“T can not say,” said Emily, supposing Walter was talking
in a sportive way, “that that has ever been much the subject
of my meditations. It is a plain topic, easily comprehended,
I imagine, and one upon which I will have ample time to
reflect. I am only eighteen yet.”

“T am aware, cousin Emily, that you are young yet. But
T ask you, would it not be wise to devote a little time to
reflection upon a theme which might, in time to come, force
itself somewhat painfully upon your mind? By postponing it

3
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now you may hereafter be necessitated by the mere force of
circumstances to enter upon married life as a relief from your
own troubles and sorrows. Your father, you know, is now
fast becoming old, and must, in the ordinary course of nature,
soon leave you without a protector. I say without a pro-
tector, for your brother is your senior but by a few years,
and, like the majority of young men, will in all probability be
disposed to ramble over the world, leaving you solitary and
alonc in your desolation. And I imagine the pleasure of
being an old maid will scarcely compensate for the care and
trouble absolutely inseparable from such a condition. To live
alone in the world; to struggle alone among the giddy throng,
where all is strife and confusion; to buffet alone the waves that
rise on the sea of life—such a lifetime, I imagine, cousin
Emily, will furnish but few reminiscences upon which memory
can dwell with pleasure.”

“Why, cousin Walter, you do talk so like a gray-headed
philosopher; you make me really sad; and in anticipation of
being an old maid,” she continued, in a spirit of playfulness,
“T feel like repeating—

¢Alas for my weary and care-haunted bosom!
The spells of the spring-time arouse it no more;

The song in the wildwood, the sheen in the blossom,
The fresh-swelling fountain—their magic is o’er!

When I list to the streams, when I look on the flowers,
They tell of the past with so mournful a tone,

That I call up the throng of my long-vanished hours,
And sigh that their transports are over and gonel’

It would have been such a beautiful conclusion to your
harangue, cousin Walter.”

“Harangue, the devil!” said Walter, in a tone of some
vexation, and not noticing the uncouth expression which had
escaped him. “I wonder, Emily, how you can call plain,
common conversation a harangue!”

%I beg a thousand pardons,” exclaimed Emily, quickly,
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“J did not intend to wound your feelings. I humbly crave
your forgiveness.”

“T can easily forgive, if you will not quote any more poetic
gibberish. It is just as easy, and much more pleasant, I am
sure, to converse in plain unadulterated English.”

“J think, my good kinsman, you are much more of a poet
and an orator than you are aware of. The very images you
occasionally throw out show that you are not altogether
destitute of the ‘faculty sublime.’ Take, for instance, ‘the
waves that rise on the sea of life:’ it is indeed a poetical idea,
in proper meter too, and would go with boiling, raging,
tumultuous with strife. Now there is poetry, one line of which
you composed yourself. Don’t you see plainly you are a poet?”

“T am neither poet nor orator, and if you can manufacture
poetry out of my plain, blunt English, all I have to say is,
much good may it do you. I do not know that I feel particu-
larly complimented in being compared to poets, all of whom I
look upon as mere ciphers in human society. I would much
rather be called a good brick-mason.”

“T am so sorry, cousin Walter, you have such an aversion
to vis poetica. I thought, when you first came, we would have
many a mental stroll into those lofty regions, where, it is said,
one ‘soared untrodden heights, and seemed at home where
angels bashful looked;’ but I am disappointed.”

“Never mind that now; I would be obliged if you would
postpone this pleasurable poetical employment until some
more fitting time. Come now, be serious for a short time, and
listen to me.”

“T can be serious enough, Walter, if you wish it; but I
should like to know for what reason.”

“For a very obvious reason, my dear cousin. Do you
know I love you?”

“Why, I hope so, cousin Walter. I love you,” said she,
looking at him rather doubtfully.
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“That is the way to talk—right to the point. I thought I
was not mistaken; and now, both being of one mind, when
shall we consummate our happiness by a speedy marriage?”’

“Q, cousin Walter!” she now quickly cried, comprehending
it all, “I—I did not mean that; you have utterly miscon-
strued my language. O, I did not mean that!”

“Mean what? Did you not say you loved me?”

“Why, yes, certainly: as a sister should love a brother—as
one relative should love another. That was my meaning.”

“That is meaning enough, my dear Emily. If you love
me as such, you can love me as a husband distantly related;
that is all I will ask. T shall not require you to make me an
idol. T am no believer in puppy worship.”

“0, cousin Walter!” said she, in surprise, embarrassment,
and confusion, “do you, can you mean what you are saying?
Is it possible you are in earnest?”

“] was never more so in my life, dear Emily. And why
should I not be? I see nothing at all inconsistent or im-
proper in our union. We are both young, and we can settle
down quietly in our youthful days; live like rational beings,
contented and happy, and loving each other, as you will have
it, as relatives, if nothing more. Is it not a pleasing picture,
and can you not enjoy life with me, who am sober, steady, and
honest, as well as with any of the contemptible gewgaws, 1
will call them—town dandies—that bow, and cringe, and whine
around you, with a servility as despicable as it is deceitful.”

“Why, we are cousins, Walter, and I have an utter abhor-
rence of family marriages. Besides, you would not marry a
person who does not love you, and whom you could not love?”

“T would not marry one, Emily, whom I could not respect
and esteem. If you mean that sickly, sentimental stuff, which
the morbid sensibility of a puny-minded novelist would call
love, that represents semsible men and women as fondling
puppies and kittens, I fear I have none of it; if, however, by
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love you mean admiration of a sensible man or lady, lasting
regard and profound respect for their excellent principles and
qualities of mind and heart, I profess to havé a due share of
it; and I here bestow it all on my fair and lovely cousin.”

Emily was now silent in painful embarrassment. It was
utterly impossible for one of her ardent nature to love such a
cold, passionless, insensible creature as her cousin Walter
Hallam appeared to be. And it was so palpable that his
love, if he could be said to be inspired with any portion of
that sacred feeling, was so entirely secular in its character that
she shuddered at the bare thought of such an unholy union.
He was her relative, however, and she must spare him, and
extricate herself from this unpleasant dilemma with as little
pain as possible to his feelings. She was revolving in her
mind the most judicious way to do this, when Walter asked:

“ And what says my dear Emily to this proposal?”

«J fear, cousin Walter, we could never agree.”

“ And why not, my fair one?” v

“Why, the conversation we have had this evening shows
very plainly there is no’congeniality of taste and feeling
between us.”

“How do you make that out, Emily?”

“Well, then, to illustrate,” said she, playfully, “I will
suppose a case. Suppose we were united, as you desire, and
commence to ‘settle down,’ as you call it. Imprimis, we
would build a nice little cottage in some pleasant spot. Then
may be I would say, ‘My dear Walter, here is a spot so nice
for a flower garden; let us have one.” Your reply would very
likely be, ‘No, no; I intend this for an Irish potato patch, or
a turnip patch.” Of course I should feel considerable disap-
pointment, and be inclined to pout. I would want our yard
decorated with shrubs and flowers; you would want it planted
in water-melons. I would want a nice little library, where
you would desire a wardrobe, or may be a cupboard. You
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would have a fence where I would wish white palings. I
would ramble by moonlight, and you would walk in sunshine.
I would be gazing at the stars, while you would probably be
nodding. You would want your buttons sewed on, while I
would be reading the poets. I would want to sing, with my
guitar, while you may be would desire to call the hogs. I
would be engaged with my painting, when you would want -
me to milk the cows. O, cousin Walter, don’t you see we
never could agree?”’

“Certainly not, if' yours is a true picture.”

“It may be somewhat exaggerated and overdrawn, but in
the main it is correct—quite correct.”

“I should be sorry to think so, Emily. You may depend
upon it I shall not attempt to deprive you of a single pleasure
you may desire. You can have as many flower gardens as is
agrecable to you. You can sing, play, and read as much as
you please without fear of disturbance from me. You must
not take me to be a perfect old curmudgeon. I am not as
indifferent as you seem disposed to believe to amusements—
rational amusements. I like singing, playing, reading, and
the like well enough—all in their proper places and at the
proper time. But I can see no good sense in devoting one’s
whole life to abstractions. 'What good can possibly result
from always gazing at the stars and forever reading poetry?
And why should life be spent in the pursuit of such useless
follies, when so much can be done for the good of our fellow-
creatures? I imagine it is not my duty to be forever poring
over the extravagances of Milton, or any other poet, when
I might cause the wilderness to blossom and bring forth good
fruit, and thus contribute to the relief of suffering man. Why
can you not take this view of the subject?’

“I own there is some good sense in what you are saying,
cousin Walter; but then you are too much of a philosopher,
too practical, too matter-of-fact for one of my disposition. I
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must have some one to love—some one to worship and adore.
Men may do very well without this folly, as you think it, but
¢Alag, the love of woman! it is known
To be a lovely and a fearful thing;
For all of theirs upon that die is thrown,

And if ’tis lost, life hath no more to bring
To them but mockeries of the past alone.’”

«T would be much obliged to you, Emily, if you would talk
to me in prose. I can understand it better than poetry.”

“Now that goes to illustrate further what I have said,”
replied Emily. “For I should somctimes—rvery frequently,
perhaps—repeat poetry; and if now you chide me, or even
signify your displeasure, you would, when married, give me
a positive scolding for every offense of that kind. O, we
never could agree, cousin Walter—we never could agree.”

“T am not so certain of that, Emily, as you seem to be.
I think we could agree, at least, as well as other people do.
We are not to expect perfect happiness. I do not, and I pre-
sume you do not, expect to find a paradise on this earth. We
could live happily, contentedly, and agreeably together, and
that is about as much as one need calculate on in this life.”

“You probably might live happily, cousin Walter, but I
could not. O, when I marry, if I must marry, my husband
must be idolized in my heart. He must be next to the Crea-
tor in my affections. He must be one whom I can lean upon
in perfect, trusting confidlence—one who can feel some sym-
pathy with the wild emotions that struggle in my breast for
utterance—one into whose listening ear I can pour the tale of
my little, womanish sufferings, trials, cares, and anxieties,
without the fear of meeting a stern rebuke or reproof.”

“Probably you already have such a one in your mind?”

“No, Walter, I will be candid with you; I have not. In
fact I have rarely ever thought of this subject, at least in a
serious way. But I do assure you I will never surrender my
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hand and heart to any, unless it be to such a one as I have
feebly and briefly deseribed. I can imagine no worse fate to
poor woman than to be linked, in the closest intimacy, with a
person whose presence she can tolerate only for the sake of
his solid and mauly virtues. He should be the light of her
existence—a part of herself, whose absence would be like the
deprivation of one of her limbs. But I have said more on
this subject than I intended. Come, let us change it; for it is
any thing but a pleasant topic to me. I would much rather
talk of* Milton, Shakespeare, Byron, or some literary subject.”

“T will not insist on your answer now, Emily. But I hope
you will reflect seriously upon my proposal, and give me a
favorable reply. I do not utterly despair from what you have
said. I know women are strange beings, and often mean the
very reverse of what they say.”

“And I know,” replied Emily, “that men are often very
presumptuous and bigoted; and sometimes, under an appear-
ance of candor, conceal the worst form of hypoerisy and deceit.”

“That may be so; but we will not quarrel about the virtues
and vices of the two sexes. Think about what I have pro-
posed, and give me an answer as soon as you have decided.”

“I can tell you now what that answer will be.”

“I would rather not hear it now, because you have not
weighed the subject with the care and attention it merits.”

Emily made no reply. She thought her cousin was very
dull of comprehension, or very obstinate not to have discovered
her resolution and her meaning at once. But she had too
much respect for her practical relative to wound his feelings
unnecessarily; and she now determined to wait, and devise
some lenient means to persuade him to desist from his purpose.
She thought he was a strange being, and practiced a kind of
strange courtship, but Emily was too kind-hearted to obey, at
this stage of proceedings, the Scriptural advice of Solomon—
“ Answer a fool according to his folly.”
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After a brisk ride they had now reached the house. That -

night Emily reflected seriously upon some circumstances which
Walter had said might, nay, must ere long occur, and her
dreams were troubled. She saw her aged father lying upon
his death-bed, and Walter Hallam standing near by, imploring
the old man to make his will. The will was made. Hallam
was handing to Major Burrell a pen to sign the instrument,
when a stranger abruptly entered, snatched up the paper, and
disappeared. The whole scene then faded away, but not until
it had made an impression upon her mind which she did not
soon forget. The impression was disagreeable in its character,
and unfavorable to Walter. The next morning, therefore,
when she arose, it was in vain she attempted to banish the
" thoughts which disturbed her mind, and assume her usual
appearance of cheerfulness.
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CHAPTER III.

¢“Along the woods, along the moorish fens,
Sighs the sad genius of the coming storm;
And up among the loose disjointed cliffs,
And fractur’d mountains wild, the brawling brook
And cave, presageful, send a hollow moan,
Resounding long in listening fancy’s ear.”

ABOUT ten o’clock the next day subsequent to that upon
which Walter Hallam had wade a proposal of marriage to his
cousin, a solitary traveler might have been seen slowly riding
along the road that ran in front of Major Burrell’s residence.
The horseman was distant nearly two miles from the house;
and halting upon an eminence that commanded a view of the
country for a great distance in all directions, he gazed around
in speechless admiration at the splendid scenery. There stood
the tall, white dwelling, looming high amid the grand old
oaks, which had escaped the woodman’s ax, and withstood
the storms of centuries. The gentle breeze, creeping from
leaf to leaf, had sighed among their venerable branches, that
bore marks of past resistance to the rude attacks of time.
But now not even a light zephyr caused the green leaves
to rustle. There was the clear river rolling slowly on in
mournful silence, as if its pellucid waters were reluctant to
leave a scene 8o calm and bright, and mix with the turbulent
surf of the sea. There were the beautiful hills rising, one
after another, in seemingly studied regularity, marshaled in
the order of a solid phalanx as if for sturdy combat, stretching
out far in the distance, till the eye beheld a blue streak linked
with the horizon; then crossing the river, and forming a com-
plete circle, and thus enclosing as lovely a scene as could be
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found under the wide canopy of heaven. A bright sun
looked down from fairer than far-famed Italy’s smiling skies,
pouring forth his fructifying rays, enlivening and cheering
nature, throughout all her various ramifications. It was one
of those calm, quiet, mysterious hours, when scarcely a sound
disturbs the dead, solemn silence. All nature was hushed.
Not even a bird, with its shrill carols, agitated the awe-
imposing stillness. It seemed as if creation were buried in
profound slumber. .

A close observer would have discovered in all this and in
other signs the unmistakable precursor of a sudden change in
the weather; but the horseman heeded them not. He still
paused, and seemed apparently lost in thought, and unob-
servant of a small black cloud that was now beginning to rise
slowly and darkly above the horizon. A weather-spy would
merely have glanced at these silent indications of an apprcach-
ing hurricane, and them proving his faith by his works, would
have rapidly betaken himself to some place of shelter and
safety. DBut the horseman was not weather-wise; or, if he
was, he manifested indifference in regard to the matter, and
sat on his horse, unconscious, in appearance, of natural events
transpiring in the physical world, while his faithful steed was
leisurely cropping the tender grass that grew by the road-
sidle. He gave loose reins both to the animal and to his
thoughts. If our readers should feel any curiosity to know
the nature of the reflections in which the traveler was ab-
sorbed, he can read as follows:

“(), who can look upon such a scene and not say, in his
heart, ‘In wisdom hast thou made them all?” Who can
comprehend the purposes of the Eternal Mind, that called
this vast universe into being? Why are so many beauties
scattered throughout the earth? Why do the wild flowers
bloom in the uninhabited wilderness? Why does the land-
scape spread out in peerless splendor? Why do the hills and
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mountains rise.in unequaled majesty? Why does the blue
sky stretch out its vast covering, bedecked at night with
myriads of glittering gems? Why does yon glorious orb of
light pursue, with faithful regularity, his trackless course
through space—bring joy to the heart of suffering mortality?
Have all these objects been created for man—poor, puny
man? Indeed, ‘what is man, that thou takest knowledge of
him, or the Son of man, that thou takest account of him?’
Can it be possible that this vast universe was shaped for the
pleasure of such a weak-minded being? He passes through
the earth unmindful of the numberless grand mysteries that
crowd around him at every step. The volume of nature lies
open before him, but he reads not a line. The earth exposes
her millions of treasures to his gaze, but he passes on in
sinful indifference, gathering up trifles that afford but a
momentary pleasure to his body, and rarely bestowing a
thought upon the eternal future, and his own destiny in
relation thereto. Strange, incomprehensible being! how in-
consistent are thy ways, considered in reference to thy eternal
destiny!” '

We have penned these disjointed reflections to demonstrate
two facts: first, that the subject of this chapter was a young
man, and second, that he was inclined to be religieux, as the
French say—both of which facts we think the reader, if he
be thoughtful, can deduce from the preceding thoughts.

The storm was coming on, but still the traveler changed
" not his position. Cloud after cloud had now arisen in murky
and ominous gloom, until a quarter of the heavens presented
a threatening aspect. They rolled up, mixing and mingling,
as if combining their force and uniting their strength for a
frightful attack on the earth below. A low, muttering, heavy
sound could now be heard murmuring feebly in the distance,
and a light gale rustled for a moment among the trees, and
then died away. The rcader necd not suppose our traveler
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was afflicted with deafness, because he heard not these slight
sounds. Whether he was or not, he continued to pursue
pretty much the same train of reflection:

“I wonder how man, with his mighty powers of intellect,
could ever have worshiped senseless, graven images! It
seems, though, that the human mind naturally clings to the
idea of a divinity—naturally forms the conclusion, from a
sense of its own dependence, that homage and gratitude are
due to some intelligence of a higher order than itself. Even
inanimate idols, fashioned and shaped by man’s hand, are
supposed to possess virtues and powers which divine truth
teaches can be attributed only to God. Nevertheless, heathen
mythology, with a god or goddess representing every virtue,
vice, and passion, notwithstanding some of its palpable
absurdities, is a beautiful system. Jupiter with his thunder-
bolt—Neptune with his trident—Vulcan with his forge—
Juno, the proud queen of the skies—Venus, the beauty—
Diana, the embodiment of chastity—are all beautiful concep-
tions of the mind, which could not be bettered in the absence
of eternal truth. Yet how utterly insignificant when compared
with the present great system of Christianity, which, by the
force of its own internal evidence, appealing to the heart and
reason of man, has banished the superstitions and myths of
ages! The idea of a Supreme Unity, combining all the
elements of power, greatness, and grandeur, could never be
deduced from any evidence of nature. It required a direct
communication, a revelation traced by the finger of the One
himself, to furnish man with the true history of his own
existence. And the Bible with all its mysteries, its per-
emptory commandments, its inimitable parables, its striking
metaphors, its glorious imagery, its”——

The thought was not completed; for at that moment a
strong gust of wind burst upon the traveler in all its fury,
and carried his hat a short distance up the road. Thus
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suddenly recalled to himself, he looked up in astonishment
at the change which had taken place in so brief a space
of time. The whole heaven was now black; the thunder
roared terribly; the lightning flashed with blinding effect;
and gust after gust howled madly on. The traveler hastily
dismounted, leaving his steed unfastened, seized his hat, and
had turned to remount, when a large dead oak fell with a
deafening crash immediately behind him. A few of the
scattering fragments struck the faithful horse, that now reared
and plunged, and then, deserting his master, flew up the
road, like a frightened deer, with the speed of the wind.
The traveler seemed a little perplexed, but he thought of
old Timon, and the idea appeared to amuse him to such
an extent that he suddenly jerked off his hat, and ex-
claimed aloud:

“¢Blow wind, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow!
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout
Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown’d the cocks!
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,
Vaunt couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts,
Singe my black head! And thou, all-shaking thunder,
Strike flat the thick rotundity o’ the world!
Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once,
That make ingrateful man!’”’

The quondam horseman, now become a pedestrian, then
clapped his hat on his head, and made rapid strides in the
direction which his horse had taken.

The storm soon began to rage with perfect fury. The
heavens became intensely black; the forked lightnings, in zig-
zag form, flashed athwart the dark clouds, and was then fol-
lowed by thunder so loud, harsh, and terrific, it seemed as if the
very foundations of nature were tearing up in convulsions, and
that the artillery of heaven, doubly charged, was playing on a
doomed world. The Aolian cavern had been opened, and the
winds, laboring under no restraint, came raging, tearing, and
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howling on, sweeping down sturdy trees in their mad career,
bearing on birds which had been rudely disturbed in their
lofty retreats, and whose wild, piercing notes could be dis-
tinctly heard above the din and confusion of the storm. The
attack had begun in earnest. It was a fearful manifestation of
heaven’s power. O, who has not in such an hour felt a sense
of his own insignificance and utter dependence, and his own
inability to exist, for even a single moment, without aid from
on high? Who has not felt in his heart, amid the wild com-
motion of such a storm, that “God reigneth?” The scoffing
gkeptic, amid the howl of the hurricane, methinks, would offer
up a silent prayer, and promise himself, if spared, to show
more reverence in fature to Him “who plants his footstep on
the sea, and rides upon the storm.”

Some such thought as this was in the mind of the traveler,
who now, after the lapse of twenty-five minutes, had nearly
reached the foot of the long avenue that led to Major Bur-
rell's residence. He continued to walk rapidly on. But now
a few big drops began to descend, and in a moment after-
ward the rain poured down in liquid torrents. The traveler,
whose aim was to reach the dwelling before him, was forced
to take shelter under the boughs of a broad-spreading oak
that stood hard by the road-side. He had scarcely taken a
position that afforded some protection against the drenching
rain, when a blinding streak momentarily relieved the partial
darkness, gleamed for an instant among the clouds, but halted
not. Its mission was not there. Cutting through the air like
a merciless missile of death, it bolted straight as an arrow to
the tree that sheltered theyweary footman. Striking near the
top, it burst the tough old oak to the roots. A sharp, keen,
appalling crash followed in its wake, and the poor traveler lay
stretched out as a dead man. It was fortunate for him, how-
ever, that the noble tree, notwithstanding the severe treatment
it had received, yet stood in shattered splendor and injured
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majesty. Otherwise his own mother might not have recog-
pized the mutilated form of her son. With something like
pitying kindness it still held out its overhanging branches
above the head of the senseless man; and the big drops that
dripped from its boughs on the poor prostrate child of earth
seemed like tears for the fate of a stranger, whose life it had
interposed its own huge body to save.

The storm raged and the rain continued to pour down in
unabated fury; but at the expiration of one hour, however,
it began to show evident signs of weariness. Its malice was
gratified; the wind was hushed; the rain slackened by de-
grees, and then entirely ceased. Ounly an occasional distant
growl of the thunder could be heard rumbling amid the
clouds, which began to break and disunite, and then to sail
rapidly away, like the discomfited forces of a flying army.
The sun—grand source of light—soon shone out clear and
brilliant from a smiling sky. The birds came forth, rejoicing
in their glad songs that the contest was over. Nothing now
remained to indicate the visit of the storm, except the drops
“glittering like gems in the sunshine, which fell lazily from the
boughs; and the trees, which, lying here and there, had yielded
to the fury of the stubborn attack, and lay like the dead left
on a gory field of carnage; and the remains of a disappearing
rainbow which had expanded across the dome of the world—
God’s own immutable promise to man, written in the skies,
that no more shall the earth be submerged amid the deluge
of waters.

Our poor traveler still lay at the foot of the tree perfectly
motionless and unconscious. He had fallen on his back at
full length. His hat, which had been knocked off by the
terrible concussion, had been blown into the middle of the
road. The right arm lay across the fallen man’s breast—the
hand on his heart; the other was clutching in a death-like
grasp a low bush that grew at his side. The eyes were closed,
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and his pale, colorless face was upturned to the bright blue
sky. His white teeth could be seen through his bloodless
lips that were but partially closed. If he breathed at all, it
could not be perceived. Reader, we have only to conclude
this chapter with—-

“@od moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform.”

4
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CHAPTER 1IV.

Death should come
Gently to one of gentle mould like thee,

As light winds, wandering through groves of bloom,
Detach the delicate blossoms from the tree;

Close thy sweet eyes calmly and without pain,

And we will trust in God to see thee yet again.”

[{4

It was one o'clock. Major Burrell, Walter, and Emily sat
down to a sumptuous repast, which was dispatched in silence
on the part of the two younger persons. The Major, how-
ever, rattled away, with the usual garrulity of age. Hallam
seemed disposed to listen, and Emily was making fruitless
attempts to banish the disagreeable dream which she had had
in reference to her cousin.

“T should like to know,” said the Major, “whose horse that
was which I had put up in the stable—a most noble and well-
formed animal. I am fearful some traveler has been caught
in the storm, and thrown from his horse. The animal reminds
me of one which I once owned, when a young man like you,
Walter. He was a large, coal-black, well-built horse, and
powerfully muscled. I haven’t seen such an animal in many
a day. He had a bow neck, a large fiery eye, and wide
expanding nostrils. Well, I lost him in just such a storm as
we've had. "I recollect it as well as if it had happened but
yesterday; it was the 24th day of April—my birth-day, by
the way—and I was twenty-two years of age. I had started
out that morning—it was bright and gay—to see a little girl
who lived not far from here. All boys, you know, Walter,
have sweethearts, and so I had one. Well, I was riding
along the road in a nice little lope, when I was suddenly over-
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taken by a storm. How the wind did blow! T spurred my
noble horse to his full speed. He went flying along like
lightning, when a dead tree, standing by the road, fell right
across my poor horse’s meck. On I went, and was thrown
about thirty feet from my fallen charger. The faithful crea-
ture was instantly killed, and I was considerably bruised. I
could not help shedding tears for the fate of that horse; and
I had him decently buried.”

In much the same strain the Major rattled on till the meal
was finished. Then Emily retired to her own room, reflecting
how she should rid herself of her cousin’s addresses without
inflicting pain to his feelings. It seemed to her that he con-
sidered their ultimate marriage as a sort of a settled thing,
when such an idea was quite remote from her thoughts, and
was any thing but agreeable. He went about his courtship in
so cold a manner—so much like it was a mere civil contract of
partnership, in which feeling and affection were to be ignored—
that she shuddered with holy horror at the prospect of such
a worldly alliance. Then his feelings and his tastes were so
utterly incompatible with her own. He appeared not to relish
a single thing that could furnish pleasure to one of her sen-
sitive mind. The more she reflected, the more determined she
was to tell him plainly and flatly and positively, in such a
manner that her meaning could not be mistaken, that his
attentions in that way were quite disagreeable and unpleasant;
and that the sooner they were terminated the better it would
be for all the parties concerned; that they never could be any
thing to each other more than cousins: lovers—never, never.

About three o’clock Emily was aroused by a gentle rap
on her door. Arising and opening it, she, in some embar-
rassment, beheld her cousin Walter. She could not but
think of the old saying, “Speak of the devil and he’ll
appear;” for she was and had been thinking of her un-
ceremonious kinsman.
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“I thought, cousin Emily,” said he, “you would like to
ride this evening; so I have had the horscs saddled, and
have come to let you know they are ready. I presume you
wish to ride ?”

She readily assented, thinking this would be a favorable
opportunity to carry into cffect her resolution if the subject
of marriage should be adverted to. Hastily donning her
riding-habit, she announced herself ready; and the two were
soon seen pacing down the avenue. Nothing was spoken till
they had reached the road, when Emily said:

“There has been a dreadful storm, cousin Walter. Look
at the trees lying around in every direction. I was so busily
engaged when it came on that I had no idea such a havoc
was taking place.”

But Walter made no reply to this remark. He was looking
intently at a dark object in the road, to which he called
Emily’s attention.

«It is a hat,” said Walter, dismounting as soon as he had
reached it. “Some traveler has lost it in the storm. I expect
some accident has happened. I will warrant this belongs to
the owner of the horse that is now secure at the house.”

“Q, heavens! Look, cousin Walter, look!” exclaimed
Emily, pale with sudden fright, and pointing to the prostrate
form of our still unconscious traveler. Walter hastened to
the fallen man and examined his pulse.

“Quick, Emily, quick! he may be saved if treated prop-
erly. Run to the house and send help.”

Emily, with the instincts of true benevolence all alive,
turned and almost flew to the house. In a few hurried words
she explained to her father what had bhappened. The old
man summoned three or four domestics, and then went rapidly
to the relief of the sufferer. He soon reached the spot to
which he had been directed, and found Walter busily endeav-
oring to restore the poor man to life.
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“Does he still live, Walter?” asked the Major, approaching.

“Life is nearly extinct, sir;” but he may be saved.”

“My God!” exclaimed the old man, when he surveyed the
fine form before him, “what a pity! He must be saved, if
possible. Here, Dick, build a litter; and you, Walter, mount
and run for Dr. Johnson.”

“You forget, Major, that I never saw Dr. Johnson in my
life, and have no idea of his locality.” _

“That’s a fact, boy, to be sure. Jim, mount that horse
and fly for Dr. Johnson! Quick—like the very devil was
after you! Do you hear, hoy?” :

“Yes, sar;” and the black thus addressed jumped on the
animal, and, taking his master at his word, went dashing and
splashing, indeed, as if his Satanic Majesty were in full pur-
suit, with a whole legion of sooty followers. The rude litter
was soon constructed, and the youth, more dead than alive,
was gently placed thereon, and then borne with as much ra-
pidity as his condition and the circumstances would allow.
Arriving at the house, the body was deposited on a clean, soft
bed, and such restoratives as the medical experience of Major
Burrell, which was rather limited, suggested were immediately
applied. The young man, however, lay still, and exhibited no
signs of returning consciousness. The Major walked the floor
uneasily; now going to the door to see if the physician were
coming, and then returning to the bedside of the unfortunate
traveler. Two hours had now elapsed. The Major had com-
pletely exhausted his store of medical knowledge, and still
Dr. Johnson had not arrived. Major Burrell, for the fiftieth
time, felt the pulse of his patient.

“So help me God, Walter, the young man is dead!”
exclaimed Major Burrell, in a tone of the greatest excite-
ment. .

Walter, who had been sitting silent all this time, hastily
moved to the bedside. He felt the pulse, and then the heart.
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Both were apparently still; and the hands, fect, and, in fact,
whole body were cold.

“You are correct, sir; he is indeed dead.”

Both now examined more carefully, but not a sign of life
could be detected. They were satisfied he was no more,

“What a pity that one so young and handsome should die,
unknown and unrecognized! But scarch the pockets, Walter;
probably something may be found, by means of which he
can be identified. His friends should know, if possible, his

+untimely fate.”

Walter did as he was requested, and, feeling in the vest
pockets, drew forth a small miniature and a letter. It was in
a plain, round, and to him strikingly familiar hand. He read
the direction aloud to the Major—“Mr. Henry S. Winston,
State University, Oxford, Mississippi.”

“I do declare,” exclaimed Major Burrell, “I believe it's
the nephew of old General Winston! I heard him say, a few
days ago, that he was looking for his nephew to visit him.
Poor old man! how awfully will he be affected! But I must
let bim know it at once. If you will remain here, Walter, I
will drop a line to the General.” Then spreading a snow-
white sheet over the corpse, he left the apartment.

Walter sat down leisurely, and slowly opened the miniature.
He started in amazement. No, he could not be mistaken;
the features were plain and well-defined. He beheld too
truly the picture of his own sister, who had been dead but a
few weeks. He now tore open the letter, and recognized at
once his sister’s well-known handwriting. He perused hastily
the contents, which were as follows:

“0Ak GrovE, Ky, August 16, 1859,
“Mge. WinstoN: I can not call you dear Henry, as I formerly
did. T do not know why I should write you this letter, unless
it be to try to relieve my aching heart. O, how I have suf-
fered! God only knows what I have felt. I have never breathed
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a single syllable of our unfortunate love fo & living mortal. I
have suffered all alone—alone! They treat me as if I were
mad, Henry; and it may be I am. Sometimes I know I act very
strangely, even to myself. O, Henry, how you would pity me if
you could see me wandering all alone in the grove, and playing
such mournful airs! O, how it makes me weep! Tears are such
& blessed relief. Do you ever weep? I acknowledge I acted
rashly, but it is too late to apologize now. I thought you were
going to deceive me. O, I loved you—how deeply and truly! My
heart was so true to you that it was false to itself and God! You
know not how I loved you! But you frightened me so on that
dreadful occasion. I can never be happy again in this world.
Your image on my heart was the God I worshiped. I ought not
to say this, Henry, but it matters not now. I am still true to
you, though I should not confess it mow. But, Henry, before
this reaches you, I shall be in the cold grave. I am dying by
inches. I feel it in my heart. I shall welcome death. I long
to die, and join the sweet angels, whose songs I can hear some-
times ringing out so clear and beautiful. I want to be with
them, Henry; and I know I shall soon be one of them. I will
then watch over your pathway, and try to guide you on to the
heavenly land! Can’t you sometimes think of poor Carrie?
Won't you remember her sometimes when you stroll by moon-
light as we used to do? I can’t write any more, Henry. This
sheet is all stained and blotted with my tears; and my poor
head swims so. Now, Henry, farewell forever. I bid you an
eternal adieu. May God and his holy angels bless you; and
may we meet in the bright world above.
“CARRIE HALLAM.”

Walter deliberately refolded the document, and thrust it
into his pocket.

“This, then,” thought he, “accounts for the strange freaks
of my poor, mad sister. Her letter bears the unmistakable
marks of a deranged intellect. Poor thing! she died, within a
few days after it was written, of a broken heart. She seems
to have forgotten that this young man had left Oxford, for
I see the letter was forwarded, on the 30th of the same month,
to Holly Springs, Mississippi, his probable place of residence.
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I always suspected that my sister’s affections were strangely
entangled; but, as she says, not a word escaped her as to the
cause of her melancholy and her madness. And this man
that now lies before me, cold and rigid, was the cause of her
untimely death. It is probable the thunderbolt struck him
down in the bloom and beauty of youth as a just retribution
for the atrocity of his conduct. It may be after all the unfor-
tunate man is not so much to blame as I believe. My sister,
in her disconnected letter, does not directly charge him with
faithlessness. There is, though, something mysterious about
the whole affair, which I do not understand. What is meant
by ‘that dreadful occasion’ I have not the slightest idca. My
sister, however, was a delicately organized girl, and serious
disappointment of any kind would have discomposed her in-
tellect. I do not understand the matter; but there is no use
in speculating concerning it. They are both dead now, and
I hope have met where that happiness can be enjoyed which
was denied on earth. Though I lay no claim to religion
myself, I hope they are both in heaven.”

He was here interrupted in his thoughts by the entrance of
Major Burrell, who, seating himself and remarking that he
had sent for General Winston, asked:

«Did the letter contain any thing of 1mportance, Walter, or
have you read it ?”

“I have, sir. It contains nothing of the least interest to
any body except the person to whom it was written and the
friends of the writer.”

Major Burrell was satisfied with this reply, and asked no
other question. A profound silence now reigned throughout
the chamber of death. Twilight was creeping slowly on,
gradually chasing away the fast-fading remains of the de-
parted day. The noises without—the lowing of the cattle,
the noisy cackling of poultry seeking the roost, the loud,
boisterous songs of the field hands returning home from their
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daily labor—all contrasted strangely with the deep stillness
within, ‘

The corpse had been carefully laid out on a wide plank,
either end of which rested on a chair placed near the middle
of the room. Not far from this sat Major Burrell and Walter
Hallam, both seemingly buried in thought. Their meditations
were doubtless of a serious character. However, all at once a
loud, piercing scream was heard from the boughs of a stumpy
oak that stood not more than thirty yards from the house.
Major Burrell started.

“Confound the owl!” said he; “I never could endure them,
Walter, since the death of my good mother. She died Jjust
about this hour in the evening. I remember it so distinctly.
I was thinking of the unhappy circumstance when the shriek
of that hateful bird brought the sad event more forcibly and
painfully to my mind. The company that were sitting with
my mother’s corpse were seized with consternation at the wild,
unearthly shriek of an owl that had alighted unseen in the
window. It made my blood run cold. Since then the hoot
of that bird has always appeared to me to forbode evil.”

Walter was about to make a remark in reply, but at that
moment a venerable old man, with long, gray hair, abruptly
entered the apartment. His look was wild, and his aged form,
now somewhat bent with the weight of years, shook and
trembled with agony and anguish truly pitiable. Major
Burrell arose.

“(eneral Winston,” said he, offering his hand.

But the person thus addressed saw him not.- His eyes
were riveted on the inanimate form before him, that lay cold
and still in the embrace of death. Hastily advancing, he
raised the covering, and gazed for a moment on the rigid
features of the corpse in speechless horror; then, falling on
his knees, he cried, in tremulous accents:

“Q, God, have mercy! It is my poor boy—my nephew!

5
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Lord, pity a miserable old man! I can hardly bear this. O,
Henry, my poor, poor child, it is hard to give thee up!”

The wretched old man wrung his shriveled hands in a
paroxysm of inconsolable grief. Great tears chased each other
down his wrinkled cheeks, and then bedewed the pale face
of his senseless nephew. It was deeply affecting to witness
the poignant sorrow of age, tottering from the ravages of
twelve score seasons, over beautiful youth stricken down on
the threshold of blooming manhood. Major Burrell was
deeply moved. He, however, suffered the old man to indulge
in his feelings of anguish till nature should produce that calm
which invariably follows the outbursts of violent grief. Pres-
ently taking him by the hand, he said, kindly:

“My dear old friend, I deeply sympathize with you in your
distress; but you must be reconciled to this sad bereavement.
Arise and be seated;” and he led the old man to a chair.

“0, Major, this blow will nearly kill me!”

“I know it, General; it is sad and distressing, and I wish I
could offer you consolation.”

“I am now,” continued the General, in a trembling and
broken voice, “I am now entirely alone in the world. This
poor boy was all that was left to me, and now he is gone. I
once had, you know, Major, a blooming family. I rejoiced
and thanked God in my heart for giving me so many blessings.
O, how cheerful, contented, and happy we were! But I
worshiped my wife and little ones too much. God would
not suffer me to adore human idols. My dear, blessed wife
soon died of the measles; and then my sweet babes —little
innocent things—followed, one after the other, and now they
are all gone, all gone!” And the General sobbed like a
child. -

“T know, General, what you feel. I can sympathize with
you; for I once, like you, had a family around me, and they
left me, one by one, as yours did, until only two remain to
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comfort me in my old age.” And the Major, thus recalling
- these sad events of the past, could not refrain from tears.

The two old men, both now tottering on the verge of eter-
nity, wept together over the bereavements which each had
sustained. Walter Hallam arose and left the apartment.

“There were only two of us,” said General Winston, after
a moment, “there were only two of us—my brother John and
I. He removed to Mississippi when a young man. I had
scarcely recovered from the first effects of my own sorrows,
when I was stunned by the intelligence that my brother’s
family had all died of yellow fever, except one; and there lies
that one now, a corpse. O, God, have mercy!” After a brief
pause the grief-stricken man continued: “I have nothing now
to live for. This poor boy was coming to my home to glad
my old heart once more before I should die; but God, in the
fullness of his wisdom, has deprived me of that pleasure. I
am a poor old man now—all alone—not a single relative in the
world. It is wicked to wish to die, Major, but I hope God
will see fit to soon take me from my miseries. I have endeav-
ored to serve him faithfully for many years now; I have
fought with the true Christians under the banner of the Lowly
One, and I hope soon to join the host that has crossed the
flood. God in his mercy will not permit the old soldier long
to survive his companions who have all fallen victims to death.
I trust I shall be ready to meet the summons when it comes.
0, I long to rejoin my dear ones, who have slept for years
now in the old church-yard, but whose souls, I hope, trust, and
believe, are praising the blessed Redeemer around the eternal
throne. God have mercy on me, and enable me to bear my
burden with Christian resignation.”

The two men, who were sitting with their backs to the door,
were 50 entirely absorbed in their own thoughts and afflictions
that neither noticed the entrance of Emily into the room.
She was preparing to seat herself when she observed that the
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face of the body was uncovered, and she hastened to spread
the sheet over it. A small table stvod at the head of the
corpse, and on it were placed a candle, and several bottles and
vials containing medicines which had been used for the resto-
ration of the dead youth. In her haste she overturned one
of the vials, and the contents spilled directly in the face of
the corpse. She was terror-stricken at the accident, and was
attempting to repair the damage she had done, when, to her
utter amazement, the eyes of the dead man flew wide open,
and an audible groan escaped. Emily shrieked and fell to
the floor. The two old men started up in amazement.

Is it not strange, reader, this fear of a corpse? Why do
we dread to be left alone with a senseless mass of clay? We
stand around the death-bed of our departing friends; we watch
with extreme gricf their dying struggles; and when the last
faint gasp is over, then we instantly feel that their spirits are
freed from the tencment of earth and are hovering in the room
as spectators of our sorrow. When all becomes still, and the
pale man is “laid out,” then, if the slightest movement is
made in the vicinity of the corpse, how we start as if we ex-
pected the dead one to pounce upon us and drag us down to
the tomb! Even the gentle breeze that steals through the
apartment, and rustles the snow-white covering that conceals
the lost one from view, will make us look around with
trembling fear, and prepare to fly for life. And should our
acquaintances or friends, who had been prepared for burial,
happen to disappoint us, and conclude to cheat the grave of
its due, and then suddenly pop up into a sitting posture, we
would doubtless fiy with indescribable apprehension from their
presence, and leave them, until reason should remount the
throne, to recover in the way they thought proper from partial
death. It is not surprising, therefore, that Emily should have
acted as she did, nor is it a matter of very great astonishment
that the nasal organs of the corpse could not endure without
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flinching the knock-down propensities of ammonia. At least
it was more than Henry Winston could tolerate without mani-
festing some sign of disapproval.

The two old men were extremely surprised at this sudden
turn of affairs, but Major Burrell comprehended it all at one
glance. The eyes of the corpse remained open for nearly a
quarter of a minute, then closed with a frown, and another
groan was distinctly heard.

“Qreat God! he lives, General, he lives!” exclaimed Major
Burrell. “Lord God! what shall we do?”’ and he ran from
the room in a fit of terrible excitement, like a distracted
maniac, scarcely conscious of what he was doing.

General Winston stood for a moment almost stupefied.
There is no knowing how matters would have terminated had
not a third party appeared upon the stage. Just as Major
Burrell reached the front door his car caught the sound of the
hoofs of a couple of flying steeds clattering up the avenue.
The horsemen were at the door.

“Dr. Johnson, as I livel For God’s sake, Doctor, quick!
lose not a moment! The man lives—just come to himself.
For God Almighty's sake, hurry, Doctor, hurry!” and the
physician was absolutely dragged from his horse and pushed
into the apartment.

“Save him, Doctor, save him, and you shall be trebly
repaid!” exclaimed General Winston, as soon as he saw the
physician enter.

Dr. Johnson secmed surprised at the looks of terror and
dismay depicted on the countenances of the two men, and at
Emily, still sitting on the floor, recovering from her swoon.
He, however, spoke not, but went to work like an expe-
rienced disciple of Esculapius. It is impossible to describe
the breathless anxiety with which General Winston and Major
Burrell looked on. They watched narrowly every movement
of the Doctor, and then looked at the face of the corpse, to
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discover any signs of returning life. Dr. Johnson examined
the body very carefully a moment.

“The young man has been terribly stunned,” said he.

He seized his saddle-bags and was soon applying proper
remedies.

“Is there any hope, Doctor?” said General Winston, after
the lapse of a few moments.

“T can not say yet, General. I will tell you in a quarter
of an hour.”

The Doctor worked faithfully with his patient for another
five minutes; then the eyes were again opened and closed, and
a breath drawn with great pain and difficulty.

“Thank God! thank God!” eried the General.

“Turry, Doctor, hurry, for God’s sake!” exclaimed Major
Burrell. '

The doctor could not repress a smile at the old man’s im-
petuosity, but he continued to work rapidly. Ten minutes sped
away; then respiration commenced heavily and irregularly.
Five minutes more and the young man was breathing more
frecly. Dr. Johnson paused for a moment, then spoke:

“@eneral,” said he, “the young man will live.”

“Thanks be to God!” exclaimed General Winston, graspmg
him warmly by the hand.

“Three hours since,” continued the Doctor, “I could have
saved him without any difficulty. I was some distance off
when I received the summons, and have had a long, hard ride.
But tell me why you have laid the young man out as if for
burial ?”

%VWe found him about three o’clock,” replied Major Burrell,
“and labored for nearly two hours to bring him to life; at the
expiration of that length of time every spark of life seemed to
be extinet. We had not the most remote idea that he lived
till just a moment befure you came, when Emily entered the
room, shricked, and fell fainting to the floor. We then looked

’
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up, and discovered the General’s nephew with his eyes wide
open, and heard him groan. Ina moment afterward you very
fortunately arrived.”

The physician cast a look at Emily, which she interpreted
as one of inquiry in regard to the part she had played in this
semi-tragical drama, and she answered:

“Q, Doctor, I very awkwardly upset a vial of medicine in
his face.”

“The young man, then, is doubtless indebted to your awk-
wardness for his life, Miss Emily. I see it was ammonia. A
few minutes longer and I doubt not he would have been beyond
my skill. But the patient must be removed from this plank.”

Young Winston was placed again on the bed. Another
hour soon passed, and then Dr. Johnson pronounced the
patient out of danger.

“Now,” said he, “I must be gone; I have other patients
that require my attention. The young man will probably not
be conscious till some time to-morrow. As soon a8 he speaks
give him this,” holding a vial of medicine in his hand, ‘“but
do not by any means suffer him to talk. He will doubtless,
before this time to-morrow evening, be able to relate his own
story in regard to the accident.”

“T am under lasting obligations to you, Dr. Johnson,” said
Geeneral Winston. “You can not imagine how sincerely I
thank you.”

“You are under no obligations to me, General; and it affords
me ineffable pleasure to see you relieved from what I know
. must have been your -distress. You are as much indebted to
Miss Emily as to my humble self. But I have no time to
talk. Good night.” So saying the worthy doctor gathered
his hat and saddle-bags, and was soon gone to the relief of
other sufferers,

We will leave the reader to imagine the joy of General
Winston, in which Major Burrell and his lovely daughter

’



56 THE CONFEDERATE SPY.

sincerely and heartily participated. The old General must
nceds kiss Emily for her “timely awkwardness,” he said, and
she submitted with a very good grace.

That livelong night the two old men sat in the room
of the General's nephew. They talked merrily for awhile
of the good old times of the past, and then sadly of their
early friends and acquaintances who had long since departed
from the stage of human action. Then they would pause for
a long time, as if by mutual consent, each recalling scenes and
incidents of youthful days that now lay buried amid the
decaying waste of memory. The night crept slowly on, and
the soft zephyr, laden with the perfume of the fast-fading
beauties of summer, siched amid the branches of the tall,
stately oaks; then died away almost as slowly as the last rays
of the sinking sun. But still the sufferer reposed in apparent
unconsciousness. No perceptible change was discovered in
his condition till toward the dawn of the morning, when his
respiration was evidently performed with much less difficulty.
The patient was safe.

After breakfast, Emily persuaded her father and General
Winston to take some rest, promising that she would watch
by the bedside, and if any change for the worse should take
place she would inform them at once.  Accordingly they
retired and left her alone, the Major saying he would send
Walter to assist her. :

Emily took her position at the bedside. She had not sat
more than fifteen or twenty minutes, listening to the heavy
breathing of the patient, before he suddenly opened his eyes,
and stared wildly around the apartment and at her.

“I see how it is,” he at length said, in a feeble voice: “I
have died, and thou, beautiful creature, art an angel, come to
conduct me to the spirit-land. Is it not so?”

“You are not dead, sir,” said Emily, quickly interrupting
him; “neither am I an angel, but a poor mortal like yourself.
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But the doctor said you must not talk sir, and that you must
take this medicine.”

He rubbed his bewildered head, then swallowed the dose
without another word, and very soon afterward fell into a deep
and refreshing slumber.

Emily now examined more closely the features of the
sleeper. She viewed before her a young man, apparently
twenty-five years of age. She saw his raven black hair, his
bold, high forehead, his Grecian nose, and his firmly-sct
mouth. His eyes, she had seen, were of a dark blue. Emily
thought it was altogether the most beautiful and handsome
countenance she had ever beheld, and was gazing into the
young man’s face with an eagerness which we will justify by
calling it the natural curiosity of woman. She was mecrely
looking at the face like a lover of art would examine a fine
picture or piece of sculpture. She did not all this time
observe her cousin Walter, who was standing in the door,
looking at this spectacle with no feeling of pleasure. At last
he spoke:

“It seems to me, Emily, if the young man were conscious,
he would feel highly flattered with the earnestness of your
inspection, which is certainly closer than he could reasonab]y
expect upon so short an acquaintance.”

Emily started, and she appeared all at once to compre-
hend the impropriety of her action; then she colored at being
detected; then her eyes flashed with anger at being reproved.
Walter knew it not, but he had planted in Emily's breast
the seed of sudden but deep detestation of himself. Women
sometimes hate for very slight causes. But Emily checked
her rising indignation.

“You are unjust, cousin Walter—very unjust and suspicious.
But I will make no apology for my actions; and as there is no
particular necessity for my presence here, if you will remain
I will retire.” So saying, she left the apartment.
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CHAPTER V.

“Jlo says he loves my daughter;
I think so too; for mever gazed the moon
Upon the water, as he’ll stand, and read,
As ’t were, my daughter’s eyes: and, to be plain,
I think there is not half a kiss to choose
Who loves another best.”

It will be best not to fatigue the reader’s patience by enter-
ing into minute details in regard to Henry Winston's recovery.
It is sufficient to say that he did recover, and that without
any accident, incident, difficulty, or event, more than might be
supposed to attach naturally to a condition of short sickness.
We will further say that the tedium of the sick-room was
considerably relieved by Emily, who frequently read to young
Winston, at his request, from his favorite authors. Two per-
sons of such similar tastes soon formed a warm friendship—
a friendship founded on mutual respect and esteem. As to
any other sentiment beyond friendship, “deponent saith not.”
Byron, I believe, says “friendship is a dangerous word for
a young lady.” Be this as it may, in six days the young man
changed his quarters to his uncle’s—General Winston—but
not without & warm invitation from Major Burrell to visit at
his house whenever it should be agreeable.

Three weeks had passed away. The reader will, of course,
like to know what our hero was doing all this time. It would
be useless to state how frequently Henry and Emily met;
how often they sat in Emily’s bower, situated on one side of
the avenue, and sang with the guitar, or conversed on the
great works of great minds; or how often they rode out and
enjoyed the pleasures of natural scenery.
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The reader, we are aware, has already imagined the denoue-
ment; and we will not deny that the effect of this continued
association with a man of Winston’s personal appearance, and
intellectual and moral qualifications, can not be easily imagined
upon a young girl of pure heart and refined sensibility. Some-
times she would detect herself looking down the avenue long
and anxiously when she was alone; then a deep blush would
play over her beautiful features. What caused it she hardly
knew; but she knew from some strange cause that she felt
extremely miserable in Winston's absence; and she knew,
furthermore, that in his company she felt very happy. The
poor girl, ignorant of some of the passions of the human
heart, persuaded herself that her curious feeling originated
from a cause connected with the intellect. Sometimes, how-
ever, a fecble inkling of the truth would rush to her mind,
especially after looking down the avenue for a long time (and
somehow it seemed a very long time to her) she would sce
Winston coming; then she would suddenly close the window
curtain, and seat herself in a dark corner of the room; then
she would suddenly steal to the window, to see if she were
mistaken, and if Henry were really in view. Had any oue
told Emily in plain terms that she was most desperately in
love with young Winston, she would have denied it emphatic-
ally. She did not acknowledge it to herself. She supposed
and persuaded herself that she loved Winston’s company for
the sake of the intellectual pleasure it afforded. They gener-
ally conversed upon subjects connected with science and art.
‘Winston had never, by the most distant hint, intimated that
he was inspired with any other feeling in regard to Emily
than pure respect and esteem. Her modesty and natural
purity of character would, therefore, have prevented her from
bestow