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{ ft 1» CHAPTER '1, bas 

Ir was a cold, windy night in the winter 
of 179-.  Tho'tall' pines'that had climbed to 
the-highest summits of the Green Mountains, 
bent beneath the rushing of the blast ; and as 
the wind ‘careered among their’ branches, | 
gavesout moans and shrieks that seemed in 
the. darkness like the wailing: of weird spi- 
ris, Ever and anon the air would be filled: 
wiih tiny. particles. of iceand snow, and the 
cold, fitful; gleaming of the moon, as it vecasi- 
anally emerged from. behind a cloud; only 
served to make the scene more desolate, as. 
the tall, gaunt, shadows were rendered dis- 
tinetly, vasibles : fi 
But in the quiet little valley that lay nest 

ling at the very ‘foot of one of the tallest 
Peaks, there were no traces of storm. The 
atiife of the elements disturbed not its re-. 
pose, for the encircling mountains, bent over 
1t lovingly, fie with Fie he arms seemed 
to ward off all dangers and keep back ail 
1oé3 that mignt harass this—the pet lamb 
that rested in their embrace, 

logs, stood beneath the'shadow of forest trees; 
and, indeed, but few of those ancient dwell- 
ars in the valley had ‘as yet bowed their 

axe.” ‘Every thing around the little dwel. 
ling betoketed that it was the abode of one 
of the hardy pioneers who had left the sun- 
ny-banks of the Connecticut for a home amid 
the ‘wilds of Vermont, ' Bu’thére was a rud- 
dy light gleaming from the small window, 
that spoke invitingly of peace and’ comfort 
within ; and occasionally the sound "of wo- 
man’s voice singing a low, soft lullaby, fell 
dreamily upon the ear; or rather, might have 
done.so, had there beenan ear to listen. 

In the principal apartment of the honse— 
the one that served alike for kitchen and par- 
Jour, sat ‘Andrew Gordon and his fair and | 
gentle wife—Amy. A bright-eyed boy, appa- 
rently about four yearsold, played upon the 
nicely-sanced floor, and in the mothey’s arms 
Jay a baby, very lovely but very fragile, 
upon whose face the eyes .of Andrew Gor- 
dondwelt with along, yearning gaze Few 
words were spoken by the little group. The 
husband and father: sat gazing: thoughtfully 
upon the glowing embers ; the wife 1ocked 
the child that was cradled upon her brest ; 
and little Frederic silently. builded . ‘his 
cob-house,’ appng now and. then to sean 
with'a pleased eye the progress of his work, 
or: uttering an exclamation of disappoint- 
as the tottéring fahric fell to the floor. 

There ‘was an air of refinement about the 
master and ‘mistress of that little domicil, 
that contrasted somewhat strangely with 
beirrude: home and its appurtenances. The 
dress of the wife, although coarse and plain, 
was arranged so tastefully, so genteely, ns the 
young ladies of the present day would say 
that you would searcely have noted ‘its tex- 
ture, or the escence of ornament.’ Her slight 
figere;and the taint color upon her cheek, 
spoko of a delicacy of constitation hardly 
suited for the hardships and trials of an emi- 
grants Life ; but the meek light within her 
eye. het calm, bread forehead. and the slight 
smile that lingered upon her lip, told that sne 
possesses! that truest of all streagth—strength 
of mind and heart. 

There was something in the face of. An- 
drew. Gorden that, to a close observer was 
not exactly pleasing ; and yet you could not 
have denied that/it was a very handsome face 
—quite sufficiently so to warrant the uamis- 
takable Took of admiration that his wife occa- 
sionally caat upon it. Intellect was. there— 
courage was there—firmuaess of purpose, and a 
resolute will; and there was a depth of affec. 
tion in his eye whenever it dwelt upon the 
group around him that preved him the pos. 
sessor of a kindly hearts. Perhaps it was 
some early disappointment—some rea! or 
fancied  wrong—some never-to-be-forgotten 
act of harshness or injustice on the part of 
another, that once in a while, cast such a 
shadow over his fine face, and gave such a 
bitter expression t6 his well formed 
mouth. 
For half an hour they remained as we have 

pictured them above ; ‘And then the mother 
tenderly placed her little one upon the bad 
that stood in one corner of the room—cradles 
were a luxary unknown in those days—and 
glancing toa clock that pointed to the hour of 
eight, said, ; ; 

‘ Come Frederic, put fway your cobs, dear. 
It is bed-time for little boys. = 
‘Oh, 1 wish it woulda’ be eight o'clock so 

soon when I am making cab-houses,’ replied 
the child ; ‘just wait one minute, mamma, 
until I make a chimney— then my house will 
be done, There, now—isn't it a nice one 7 
So saying, Freddy gave the finishing touch 
to his edifice—looked at 1t admirably for a 
moment, then giving it a light pressure with 
his hand, his evening's work was demolished 
nan instant. ‘Laughing heartily at the ha. 
voe he had made, he hastily gathered the cobs in a basket near him, and sprang io his 
mother's side, 

Ah, Freddy, Freddy! how like you are to 
many a tehill of laiger growth, who toils, manthafier month, ‘year after year, building 
a temple, it may be to love, or to weaith, ‘or 
fame; and then, when it is nearly or quite 
completed, by a single false step, or a single 

A single larm-hause, rudely constructed of | 
80% i Rahae, rhdely. eonsteucted St said she, moving her chair as she spoke near- 

a 

| sleep so quick 1f you will 
| The good night kisses were exchanged; 

pillow, and true to his promise, closed his 
eyes, while his‘mother, in’ a low, soothing 
voice, told hima atory of the birdsand lambs 

“and pressing the tenderest of kisses upon. his 
| 108y cheek, Amy returned to her seat hy the 

“ture hath laid up in store for him. she con- 
haughty heads at the stroke of the woodman’s | 

“should fear to turn to the page on which his 
“destiny. is inscribed. 

‘I hope, at any rate, that the word wealth j. 

‘speaking for the first time since he had ta- 
"ken his wonted seat by the fire that evening. 
“Iam not a very great believer in books of 

| rude cabin'—and the proud man bowed his 

ill-regulated action, destroys” the shrine he 
has been rearing with so much care and la- 
bor! But here the similitude ceases. You 
laugh and clap your hands in childish glee at 
the downfall of your house, he sits down de- 
solate by the ruin he has made, and mourns 
over hopes’ and preepects buried beneath 
it. y 

Thoughts somewhat like those may have 
passed through the mind of Andrew Gordon, 
for there was a cloud upon his brow, as he 
watched his wife while she undressed the 
playful child, and smothed his dark curls pre- 
paratory to the night's repose. Then kneeling 
by her side, and folding his little hands toge- 
ther, Frederic repeated: after her a simple 
prayer—a child's prayer of love and faith ask- 
ing God’s blessing upon those duarest to him 
—his father, mother, and little sister, and 
His: ‘cate and protection through the 
night. ? x 
‘Now I must kiss papa, good-night,’ said 

the little boy; and then, mamma, wont you 
please to set by me, and tell me a pretty sto- 
ry * Iwill shut my eyes up, and go right to 

Frederic soon nestled closely in his soft, warm 

and flowers. Presently he was fast asleep, 

fireside., : 
‘ Dear little fellow | how sweetly he sleeps,’ 

ertoher husband. ‘I wonder what the fu- 

tinued ;musingly. with her eyes fixed upon 
the bright blaze that went roaring and crack- 
ling up the broad chimney. * And yet il the 
book of fate , were laid open before me, I 

is written there said Andrew Gordon, 

fate or in “irrevocable destiny. “Man makes 
his own destiny, with some little help from 
thers—and Frederic shall be a rich man be- 
re he dies, if my exertions are of any avail.’ 
‘ He may be taken from us, even in child- 

hood, "Andrew ;" and the mother's eye turns 
ed anxiously toward the little bed, as if the 
bare thought of death was enough to awaken 
her solicitude.  ¢ I. would rather he would be 
great than rich—and good than either. 

* He will be gieat if he is rich—that is, he 
will have influence, and be looked up to; and 
as for goodness—pshaw | who ever heard of 
a sich ‘man’s "Jong wrong ?' he continued, 
with that bitter smile, of which we have be- 
fore spoken, curling his thin lip. ¢Ifa man 
posesses wealth, he may oppress the poor, 
strip the widow and the fatherless of their 
last penny, cheat his neighbours, and rob his 
own brother—but itis all right I’ : 

* Then may God grant that our boy may 
never be a rich man, Andrew’ said his wife, 
solemnly. *‘ But you speak too bitterly, dear- 
est. Your own misfortunes have made you 
unreasonable upon this point! And Amy 
lifted, caressingly, the dark locks that feil 
over hier husbands high forehead. 

¢ Unreasonable, Amy | Have I not cause to 
speak bitterly ¥ Have I not been defrauded of 
my just rights * Have I not been robbed— 
ay, literally robbed of the fortune my father 
left me who when I was to young to knew its 
value * Can forget that one, one of my own 
kith and Kin, too, lives in the dwelling of ny 
forefathers, and calls their broad lands his, 
when he knows, and I know, and the world 
knows; that I am the rightful heir? Can I 
forget all this, and that Iam kere * he added 
elancing contemptuously round upon the 
rough walis of his cottage. ‘And you, too, 
Amy—you, who were bormand reared in a 
home of luxury—you, whose presence would 
grace the proudest drawing-room in the land; 
you, whom I wooed and won before I dreamed 
that I was to tread a path like this; and yet, 
angel that you are, you who have never 
breathed a woud of reproach, ora syllable of 
complaint, vous home, too, is here in this 

bead, and something that loooked strange. 
ly like a tear, glittered a. moment in the fire- 
Light. 

‘But you are hers with me in this rude 
cabin as you call it, dearest, you znd our little 
ones ; and how many times must 1 tell you 
that I would rather be here, provided I am by 
your side, than to sit upon the throne of the 
Indies without you 1 1 believe you say these 
things? she continued, playfully, kissing his 
flushed brow as she spoke, for she would fain 
have won him back to more cheerful 
thoughts, ‘1 believe yon say these things 
just for the sake ol hearing me tell you, over 
and over again how dearly I love you, and 
how happy I am with you. Isit not so, dar- 
ling © 

But Andrew Gordon was not to be cheered 
even hy the tender caresses of his wife. His 
mind would dwell upon themes, the 
con‘amplation of which was destroying his 
peace of mind, and fast changing his very 
nature, ‘ 

I tell you, Amy he said, rising and pa- 
cing the apartment with a hurried step, * | 
tell you, Amy, I will be rich ! and Frederic 
shall be as rich, ay, richer, than if his fa- 
ther had not been cheated out of his inkeri- 
tance. They think he added, with a fash- 
ing eye, * that they have trampled me in the 

teach him how to make money, and how to 
keep it. too.” 4 3 

¢ No no, Andrew —spare me that last blow, ; 
[implore you, said Amy, and tears were 
rapidly chasing each other down her pale 
cheeks. * If you will give up your whole 
mind and soul to the pursuit of wealth, as 
you have done for the last two years—if you 
will coin your very heart's blood for gold, and 
allow this feverish thirst for gain to become, 

spare me this last blow. Teach not this les- 
son to your child. Teach him to be prudent, 
industrious, economical as you will, and my 
examples and teachings shail’ be added to your 
own ; but impress not upon his young mind 
the doctrine that the acquisition of wealth is 
the chief end of his existence, and its posses- 
sion the chief source of man’s enjoyment. 
Just as surely as you do ismise1y in store for 
him. A mother's heart is a prophetic heart, 
and I repeat it—just as surely as you do, is 
misery in store for him and you; just as 
surely will his sun and yours set in dark- 
nessand in gloom. Oh, Andrew, Andrew ! 
for your own sake—for my sake—for the 
sake of these precious ones,’ she added, 
drawing him to the conch where their chil. 
dren lay, ¢ cease this struggle that is wear- 
Ing yeur life.away, and changing you so. 
greatly, that at times 1 can scarcely recognize 
the Andrew Gordon of my early love. 
The fire upon the hearth had burnt lew H 

but, at that mement, a broad, ruddy glow fil- 
led the room, and Andrew Gordon stood with 1 

Who can tell the emotions that swept over 
his soul during those few, brief moments? 

| Good and evil spirits were ‘striving for the 
mastery upon the arena of his heart, and his 
countenance worked strangely as one or the 
‘other prevailed. - At last, he: turned hastily 
axay, and muttering—au if to himself—* But 
Fiedetic must boa rich man,’ he sought 
his pillow. abide 
He had chosen his part ! 

CHAPTER II. 
Years, many years had passed since the 

conversation narrated in the pievious chap- 
ter, and Andrew Gordon was no longer the sole tenant of the sweetest valley that slept 
beneath the shadow of the Green Mountains. 
A small, but pleasant village had sprung up around the site of his old. log house; and 
upon the very spot where that had once stood, arose animposing brick mansion, that 
sseemed 10 look haughtily down upon the 
humbler dwellings, around it. A small 
church—ot simple, yet tasteful architecture 
— lifted its spire a few paces farther on ; two 
merchants—rivals, of course—display their 
gilded signs on either side of the street just 
below, and numerous little heads might have 
been seen peeping from the windows of the 
schoolhouse over the river, 
Andrew Gordon was a rich man. He had 

added acre to acre, and farm to farm. The 
factory—whose machinery moved so 
steadily from morning till “night ; and the 
grist mill=whose wheels whirled round so 
incessantly, belonged to him ; and it was 
more than hinted, that one of the stores— 
although managed in the name of another— 
was, ‘in reality, his property, 

Yes, Andrew Gordon was a rich man; but 
was lie satisfied? Was that eraving thirst 
for the ‘ gold that perisheth’ quenched at last? 
Ah tno ; it raged ‘more fiercely than ever. 
Amy—his pure and gentle Amy, slept in 
the little charch-yard,.. where the = white 
tombstones contiasted so beautifully with the 
deep green turf, and where the willow-trees 
yon a cool, refreshing shade even at noon- 
ay. 
She had pleaded anc reasoned with him in 

vain. Day by day ‘he* became more and 
more deeply engrossed in the pursuit of 
wealth. With a mind capable of the ‘high- 
est things—with an intellect that might have 
soared above the stars—with eloquence at 
his command, by which he might have sway- 
ed the hearts of men, and led them captive 
at his will, he yet preferred to hover near the 
earth, and offer up genius, talent, even love 
itself upon the altar of mammon. 
Had any one told nim that he had almost 

ceased to love his wife, he would have spurn 
ed the idea, and have laid the * flattering 
unction to his soul,’ that he was indeed a 
pattern husband. Were not all his wife's 
wants most liberally supplied 7 Was pot 
money ever at her command * In short, did 
he ever deny her any thing ? y 

Yes, Andrew Gordon! You denied her what was of more worth to her than the gold 
and silver of Peru, Yeu denied her a little of 
your precious time. So absorbed were you 
In your own pursuits, so fearful were you 
that every hour would not add something to 
your store, that you had no time to devote to 
her whose happiness was in your hands. 
You had no time for that sweet interchance 
of thought and fealing that she so valued ; youn 
had no time for those little attentions that 
women so dearly prized; you had no time for 
an occasional earess or word of endearment 
that would have cheered her in many a long, 
lonely hour, and the mere memory of which 
would have sustained hor through suffering 
and throngh weariness. No, you had no time 
for trifles like these; and you could not re. 
member—proud man that you were—that 
her nature was not like your nature, and that 
those things were as necessary to her exist- 
ence as dew is to the drooping flower—as the 
warm sunlight to the ripening grain—as the 
draught of cool water to the pilgrim, fainting | 
in the wilderness. You could not remember 
all this, and Amy pined day by day : her cheek 

very dust, bat they cannot keep me there, 1 
wiltbeqich and infinential; and as soon poof | 
Fied is old enough to learn the lesson, | will 

grew pale and her step more languid. Do you 

as itwere, the very essence of your being, | 

‘tune has not add 

say she should have more strength of mind 
than to have been affected by such light 

‘causes? I tell yow-she could not help it, 
‘Talk of strength of mind to a neglected wife : 
Woman's true strength liesin her affections ; 
and if wounded there she will dioop and wi- 
ther, just as durel as does the vine, when 
rudely torn from the tree to which it clung, 
She may struggle against it long and, lor w 
while, successfully ; the eye of man may 
mark no change upon lip or brow; but—j 
will come at last! : 
Amy slept in the church-yard ; and ths 

daughter who was cradeled on her breast that 
winter evening when we saw her last, siept 
beside her. Frederic alone was left to Andrew 
Gordon, and he loved him with all the love he 
had to spare from his coffers, Had the son 
learned the lesson that the father was to teach 
him *  Weshall see, poe 
One evening, at the close of a leng, bright 

| summer day, about sixteen years from the 
date when our story commences, = young 
man—who appeared as if he might be just 
entering the fifth lustrum of his Jife~might 
have been seen loitering along the banks of 
a stream that came laughing and leaping 
down the mountain side, at some distance 
from the dwelling of Andrew Gordon. He 
‘had a gon upon his shoulder, but his game 
bag was empty ; and the pretty gray-squir- 
rels hopped from tree to tree, rabbits stared 
curiously at him with their bright, saucy 
eyes, and even the wild patridge fluttered 
around him—unharmed, while he wandered 
on, wrapped in ‘a somewhat moody reve. 
‘rie. K 

his eyes fixed steadfastly upon his wife's face. : His thoughts seemed to be very variable— 
partly sad and partly glad ; lor, st one mo- 
ment there would be a cloud upon his brow, 
a look, of doubt and irresolution—and the 
next, a smile wonld break over his face, ma- 
king itremarkably pleasing in its transient 
expression. His figure was tall and ‘grace. 
ful; and his'hair—that was black as nigh 
— fell over a forehead that wonld have been 
‘almost too white, had rot the sun ‘Kissed it 
rather warmly. { ; 

It would have been difficult to have recog- 
‘nised in him our old friend. Frederic Gor: 
don, the hero of the cob-house—yet. when 
that transient smile, of which we’ have be- 
fore spoken, played over his features, the 
light in his dark eyes was the same as that 
which beamed there, when—pleading for a 
:story—he sprung joyfully to his mother's 
side. we 
He sauntered along for an hour or twe, 

deeply buriedinithough:. At length— 
‘ She is very lovely,’ he murmured to him. 

self, as if unsciously.. * She is, indeed, very 
lovely {What a pity it is that Dame Foi- 

4 few money bags to her 
list of charms ; for portionless as, she is, she 

Isorely tempts one to play the fool. I'came 
u near committing myself last night at that 

boating party. What with the slow, dreamy 
motion of tha boat, the moonlight sparkling 
on the waters, the heavy shadows on the 
opposite shore, in short, the exquisite beauty 
of the whole scene, combined with Lily's 
almost etherial loveliness, all the romance of 
my nature—and [ really believe that I pe- 
sess a tolerable share — was aroused, and I 
nearly lost my sigat of my fixed purpose to 
marry a rich wife, if any. Yet, after all, does 

| she not possess the truest wealth 7 he added, 
* and Tam almost sure she loves me. Pshaw ! 
1 wonder what my good father would say to 
nonsense like this? and again he became 
lost in thought. 1 5G 

For nearly an hour he remained sitting 
upon the stump. of a large oak, that had—to-. 
gether with many otaers—fallen a victim to 
the progress of civilization, with his head rest- 
ing upon his hand, and his eyes fixed on a 
vacancy. 

Suddenly, he was startled by the report of 
a gun—a moment, and a faint scream fell 
upon his ear ; there was the guick tread of 
bounding feet, the crashing of branches, and 
a large deer rushed frantically through the 
thicket, and paused a moment, panting and 
breathless, almost at his side. He bad boty 
time to perceive that it was (erribly wound- 
ed, when the antlered head wes raised for an 
instant, the quick enr caught the distant bay- 
ing of the hounds, and the poor creature 
again dashed onward, with all the energy of 
despair, 

Frederic Gordon immediately sprung to- 
ward the thicket from which the deer had 
emerged ; and with much difficulty succeed 
ed in making his way throvgh the tangled 
underbrush and reaching the cleared space 
beyond. But what a sight there greeted his 
vision! A sight that blanched his cheek, 
and made fhim cling involuntarily for sup. 
port to a wild vine, that drooped over him, 
and nearly impeded his progress. Lily Grey 
—the subject of his recent reverie, the being: 
who had awakened the first thrill of love 
that he had ever known, for he did love her, 
in spite of himself—lay before him, with not 
the faintest shade of color: upon cheek or lip, 
and the blood slowly oozing from a weund 
upon her temple. ’ 

- For a moment, Frederic gazed upon her 
as if spell bound ; then stealing softly for- 
ward, as if she were sleeping, and he feared: 
that he might awaken her, he knelt upon the 
green sward by her side. At first he had ne 
thought but the dread one of death. She lay 
there so still so pale, so like death, thatthe 
idea of attempting to revive her did not sven 
occur to him ; and, in truth, it weuld lave 
been hard to have told whose cheek was the 
palest—his, or that of sweet Lily Grex. 

But, presently he fancied that her lips qui- 
vered a little, a very little : and that there 
was the slightest perceptible temor of the 
deeply-fringed eyelids. Perhaps it was no- 
thing but the dancing shadow of the lewves 
that were frolicking in the sunlight sbove 
him; but it gave him hope, and with sha: 
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