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THE TUTOR'S DAUGHTER, 
BY MBS. M. A. FORD. 

‘On a calm, bot very clouded summer even- 
ing, I entered a beautiful valley, bordering 
on the Juniata river, from which I had been 
absent nearly three years. Many of my hap-. 
piest days had been spent amidst its rural 
shades and warm-hearted people. One, whom 
sll the neighbourhood held in veneration, had 
béen my tutor during several years of my 
youth, and in the family circle under his 
oof, my heart had found much to-contiibute 
to its enjoyments. His two sons filled the 
placee: of brothers, to one who had none, and 
their young sister, lovely ard modest as the 
violet of the valley, had won a yet dearer ti- 
tle to my affection. Nearly three years seem- 
ed along time to pass far from these associ- 
ates, but 1 had spent it in acquiring a profes- 
sion on which would depend my future ad- 
vancement in life, and was now hastening to 
vevisit the valley, and receive from her vene- 
Toby father the hand #f my gentle Lin. 
a: 
How often during the bright and beautiial 

days which had hitherto favored my jouruey, 
the joyful anticipation of the warm welcome 
which would greet my return, came with 
gushing fullness over my heart. 

After leaving the stage on the public” road, 
I had hired a horse, and entered a lane, lead- 
ing through embowering woods, to that por- 
tian of the valley which contained the en- 
deared home of other days. « in the lightness 
of my heart 1 sang catches of songs as my 

. horge gayly bore me along. the well-remem- 
bered road. But night same on while 1 was 
vet in the thick forest; with a mantle carker 
than usual, Heavy clouds veiled the scene 
around, and as the gloom increased, my me- 
ditations assumed a more serious nature. I 
might lose the way, and my horse was a 
stranger to it. The few stars visible gave sn 
little light through the foliage of the woods, 
thatthe track soon became undefined. The 
silence of this darkness was not broken by 
the night-wind which seemed to have died on 
its winged way. Thus circumstanced, it was 
more pradent to proceed slowly. 
Was that a footstep ? Did not the under- 

wood rustle as if parted by something pass- 
ing through it? 1 looked around, but saw 
nothieg amidst the deep gloom, when sudden- 
ly the reins were snatched from my hand, and 
anattept made by some one to drag me 
from the horse. I had just time to draw and 
fire a pistol, a groan followed the discharge, 
and the strong arm that grasped me loosed 
its hold, while a person fell heavily to the 
ground. Giving my horse the spur, I was 
svon borne out of the wood. 
On reaching the open country and looking 

hack, 1 saw no one, but hastily resumed my 
journey. 

It was the hour ofretiring to rest, when the 
welcome light from the window of the 
Grange, the home of my friend, Mr Milton, 
met my ‘view. How eagerly 1 dismounted 
and harried across the lawn in front of the 
mansion. My hand was on the latch of the 
door, the next moment it was opened, aud | 
feltimyself pressed to the heart of my kind 
old tutor, to whom a letter had announced my 
coming. As we entered the parlor another 
form approached, a little hand was clasped in 
mine, and Linda, covered with blushes and 
looking more lovely than ever, faltered my 
welcome. Late as was the hour, they had yet 
waited supper for me, and we sat down with 
hearts too fill'ofjoyful emotions to do jus- 
tice to the bountiful supply of the table. 
Although my cup f happiness was so full of 

the stiange and unpleasant adventure in the 
forest shared my thoughts, and the uncertain. 
ty of the fate of my assailant pressed rather 
heavily on one whose habits had always been 
peaceful. The scerie of the enconnler was 
wot more than four miles from the Grange. 
And yet'1 delayed informing those so inter- 

ested in my welfare of the occurrence, partly 
because their earnest inquiries 1elaled to the 
period of my absence, and 1 would not inter- 
rupt the first gushings of joy aud tenderness 
by any thing unpleasant. ro 

* And where are my friends James and Ear- 
nest # Tasked for their vacant chairs wee 
placed at the table. . 
Same one entering the door behind ‘me, co- 

vered my. eyes playfully with his hands ; 1 
caught those hands, and turned to embrace 
my early fellow student and warm hearted 
friend ames, wio had waited until my meet - 
ing with his sister was over, and now poured 
out the frank greeting of his kind and generous 
nature. J $ : 

* But where is Earnest to share our happi- ness he inquired;  * What can detain him to this late hour? He rode out this evening 
1o meet you Charles and I expected to see 
him with you.” ae] fi 

raat, § did. not: meet him. There js 
another road to meet the stage route, per! 
he took that, " pre 

¢ Ohno, he went by the same which you travelled. It is strange you did not see him, 
_ As Jumes spoke, he directed a look of anx- 
jous inquiry toward his father, who sighed, 
and turning to roe, said * Errest has caused me much pain lately.” He is sadly altered.’ 

I looked surprised, but he did 
and the silence of the next few 
me to-ponder on his words, 
Ernest altered |—the studious, mild, spiri- 
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minules left 

| 

{ burst from my breast, 

THE GLEANER. _ 
tual Ernest? How altered 2—in what way? 
It could not bejavorably, for he had already | 
‘been my standard of excellence, and in my 
enthusiastic admiration he could 1ise no bigh- 
er. Wasit for the werse ? 
Yet some years had passed since we parted, 
and, alas ! for changeful man, even Ernest 
‘might have fallen into error. A 

In his continued absence the time seemed 
slowly and anxiously to pass away. Linda 
rose to retire, and as Tipressed her hand in 
saying ‘ good-night,’ observed a look ef sad- 
ness, and a starting tear had changed the ex- 
pression of hei sweet face. As had always 
been her custom from childhood, she knelt 
for her father’s blessing, and when his vene- | 
rable hand, pressed on the rich clusters of her 
dark brown hair, and * God ‘bless you, my 
child,” came from his lif s. she earnestly ad- 
«ded, * And woay he protect my brother fromall 
danger.’ dot 

I could not help sharing the general anxie- 
ty, and felt more unwilling to impart to them 
the Jate encounter in the wood, lest it should 
Mncrease their fears for the safety of Ernest. 
Yet whatenemy had he ? and the road leading 
to his home would be plain to him on the 
darkest nignt. But I might with the same 
reason ask, What enemy had J? And who 
was my assailant? If a highwayman, he 
would have demanded my purse. 8 
As I'turned on my pillow after retiring to 
the chamber allotted to me, 1 vainly sought 
repose. The journey of the Jay had been a 
long and weary one, although supported by 
the joyous anticipatiors ofa buoyant spirit : 
tired [ felt, but not sleepy, for a strange feel- 
ing of uncertainty and anxiely was now upon 
me, which was not relieved by the murmur. 
of voices in the next apartment. My cham- 
ber, which was the same 1 had occupied in 
boyhood, was only separated from the next by 
a wooden partition, So common in country 
houses, and what was spoken there, even ina 
low voice, could be heard with a little atten. 
tion by me. Shall I conless this attention 
was not wanting on my pat? For the tust 
time in my life | hstened willingly to the com- 
munications of others not intended for my 
ear. My conscientious scruples were quieted 
by the reflection that long-exisiing ties bound 
me to the interests of the family, and besides, 
was [ not abeut to unite myself 10 its dearest 
member, and had, I not something like a bro- 
ther’s right to learn what were the seriowsor 
troubles of Ernest, whose name was more 
than once spoken in the subdued but agitated 
voice of my venerated old fiiend, his father, 
whose chamber 1 knew adjoined mine. My 
name was also mentioned, and regret expres- 

sed by James that he had not confided in me 
and entered inte an explanation. This cer. 
tainly exonerated me from all blame in eaves- 
cropping, and 1 listened without dreading the 
admonitions of my inwanl monitor. 

¢ 1 will share your pillow to-night, my dear 
father, said James, ‘for I fear you cannot 
sleep. 

*As yon please, my dear son,’ he replied, 
‘and surely we have cause foralarm Oh! 
Eruest, Ernest, you whom 1 thought by in- 
tellectual culture and literary acquirements 
to place above the trials and tiounbles ot 
this world, that after all you should act so 
rashly.’ : : 

‘ Nay, my dear father, Itrust nothing wrong 
bas happened. ~My brother received a note 
just belore his departure; but 1 do not knaw 
that it wag from Bertha, It is true his love 
for her is ‘most fervent, and another insult 
from Durell would arouse nim almost to fren- 
zy.’ 
Tied they spoke =o low I conld not connect 
the words, but ‘encounter—revenge—insult 
— Bertha — attack — 1ide — chastise’ — and 
others as strange met my ear. 
And who was Bertha? | now recall a love- 

ly girl of some fourteen summers. that bore 
that name, and at the'time 1 leit the valley, 
resided with her widowed motherin a neat 
cottage about three miles: from the Grange. 
The name was no unusual one, unlike the’ 
simple appellations of her neighbors, and it is’ 
one of the pleasing «fects of the settlement of 
onr country by colonists from so many dif 
ferent nations, that some of the wildly beauti- 
ful names brought from other lands may still 
be heaid in the deep shadows of our valleys, 
on the rugged brow of the mountain, by the 
ush of the waterfall, or in the flower-studded 
raries of the West. To this also, may be at- 

tiibuted the varied style of beauty in our land 
which travellers have remarked. 
There is no true standard ot American love. 

lines; the blonde, the brunette; the eye soft 
as the gazelle or bright as the glancing mete- 
or; features so differently moulded, some 
full of commanding dignity others replete with 
forms rounded into the freshness of a Hebe,or 
delicate and graceful as the tendrils of the 
vine. Figures, tall and majestic in their 
proportions, or small and fairy-like in their 
beauty. Fach have their peculiar charm: 
but I have digressed too far, and must return 
10 the scenes of that distressing night. 

Bertha was ro longer a child, but a beauti- 
ful woman, and had taken pessession of the 
heart of my friend Ernest, in defiance of the 
nine Muses, and all the brilliant arnay of 
classic dames and ancient heroines with which 
study had stored his memory. How relieved 1 
felt to know that this was the change which 
had come over him; how unjust it was 10 his 
merits to suspect for a moment thal he could 
act unworthily. 

But ke had a rival and might be,in danger, 
and again 1 listened; when what was my 
dismay and horror to hear the father and bro- 
ther express their fears that he had attacked 

not explain, | his insolent rival, und been injured in the 
contest. My heart beatas if it would have 

: What if my friend 
bad in the darkness misteken me for this 

i 
i 
i 

| i 

Heaven forbid !! 

‘your father, and like 

Dureil. What if my unknown assailant was 
Ernest, and alas { what if=but I could think 

i and listen no longer, and sank back on my pil- 
low, with an intense feeling of agony it is im- 
possible to describe, 

Recovefing myself by a strong effort, I 
sprang from the bed avd hastily thiew on my 
clothes I believe my intention was to tush 
out ofthe house, and seek in the forest the 
1eliet or confirmation of my fear. 
The noise 1 made drew the attention of 

James, who soon entered the chamber. He 
was not undressed, yel seemed surprised to 
find me up, 

¢ Why are you rising Charles? It is yet 
two hours before day.’ 

I could not answer for some moments. At 
last 1 faltered on, 

* I have overheard your conversation wilh 
yourselves, must feel un- 

happy.’ ! 

¢ My dear friend,’ he cried,‘ | wish we had 
‘explained all to you before. My anxiety 
about Frnest will not allow me to sleep. | 
will arouse the gardener to go with me in 
search of him, and would have done so before, 
but knowing my brother's sensitive and deli- 
cate feelings, I teared as if he was safe he 
might be displeased.’ 

* Iwill accompany you," I replied, ¢ do not 
awaken Richaid! 

0, no, you are not well Charles. How 
you shake. “ Why, you are as pale as ashes. 
Richard can go, for my father will not let 
me venture alone,’ 

Still I persisted in following him down 
stairs, and with cautious footsteps we passed 
Linda’s ‘door; but our care was useless, it 
was ajar, and a light was burning on the ta- 
bie. Her brother looked in, Linda was not 
there; but on re-entering the passage we 
caught a glimpse of her form leaning from a 
window at the extreme end, ané gazing out 
on the road. : 

She started as we approached, and an ex- 
clamation rather of distress than alarm broke 
from her—* My brother ' my Ernest 

¢ Be calm, dear sister,’ said Jemes; ‘Jam 
goimg to seek him. He may have gone to 
the next town, and the night being dark, his 
friends have detained him until morning.’ 
‘Alas! I cannot, hope this," ssid Linda; 

for Ernest would not willingly give pain and 
anxiety toour father, I fear some evil has 
befallen him.” And she burst into tears. 

1 could not'approach to soothe her anguish, 
for her words wee torture 10 my heart, as | 
accused mysell of being the cause of al! this 
distress. 

‘ Are you going, too, Charles 2 she inqui- 
red, raising her tearful eyes to mine. Before 
I could answer, the voice of Mr Milton called 
me, and | hastened to his chamber. 
sitting up.in bed. and the painful anxiety of 
the Inst few hours had visibly affected his 
usually healthy appearance. His had been a 
green old age, so beautiful in its gradual e- 
cline, but now his features appeared sharp, 
and his face very pale. . 

‘ Charles,” said he, ‘I can scarcely tell you 
how wretched T feel. You cannot compre- 
hend the reality of our alarm, as you know so 
little of the circumstances that cause it. In 
a few words, then, T will inform you, Kr- 
nest loves and is beloved. A stranger, with- 
out character, came lateiy into the neighbou;- 
hood, and struck with the beauty of Bertha 
(whose sweet childhood you must remember) 
has rudely pressed his attendance on her when 
walking, and intruded frequently into hermo- 
ther’s dwelling. Finding his suit rejected, 
and hearing of Bertha's engagement 10 my 
son, he has epoken of him in the most insult- 
ing manner. aml Ernest, learning his inexcuse- | 
able conduct. has forbidden him ever to enter 
the cottage again, "fo this lie has only 1e- 
turned insolent langnage, and perseveres in 
his annoyance when my son is absent. Fr. 
nest, naturally so mild, is now quite chan- 
ged, and nas threatened him with chastise 
ment. The note received by my son I fear 
conveyed the knowledge of some fresh intru- 
sion on our sweet Bertha, and we dread his 
meeting this insolent stranger again. In ri- 
ding through the forest he may bave erossed 
nis path. and been provoked to chastise him, 
and in the struggle may have received some 
fatal injury from one so devoid of prineipleand 
Lonor. © And now, do you not think we have 
great canse for alarm at the continued ab- 
sence of Ernest? 

I was too agitated to answer, and be con- 
tinued ; 
‘My kind Charles, T knew how deeply you 

would spmpathize in our feelings. Ernest 
ought to bave met you at the stage, and re- 
turned with you. This would nave pervert. 
ed any collision with his foe. Oh! why did 
he not do so? My dear, my nnhappy sou 
and tears course his veneiable checks, 

Linda and James had followed me to the 
chamber, and now hastened to soothe and con- 
sole him with hopes that cheered not their 
own hearts. Suddenly he addressed me again 
with startled energy : . 

* Why do you not speak, Charles? €an 
you suggest nothing to comfort me? Was 
all silent in the forest as you passed through, 
or did you hear a noise ? I adjure you by 
your hopes of heaven to answer me! Do 
not fear my weakness. The great being who 
sustains my age will not forsake me now.” 

I had advanced to the bedside, and sinking 
down, buried my face in the covering, The 
truth was on my lips, struggling for ntterance 
— but could T thus destroy all their hopes, 
brand myse!f as the murdererof Ernest, and 
be separated from Linda for ever? I sprang, 
inthe energy of despair, to my feet. 

¢ "I'is madness to remain longer. I exclaim. 
ed, clasping my hands in agony, * we are lo- 
sing time ; come, come. Oh, wietched me!’ 

v 

He was 
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‘ He is beside himself; cried Linda, in = 
voice of terror ; ‘speak to him, James.’ 
Iwas rushing from the room, when he in- 

tercepted me. od 
¢ Slay one moment, dear Charles, I will go 

immediately. Linda, support our father. 
- Alas ! 1 tear my friend has heard or seen 
something in that forest that makes his alarm 
even greater than ours. Heaven grant we 
may be in time to save my bother. 
I broke frow him and ran along the passage, 

he followed, and swill as lightning we des- 
cended the staircase. By thistime the house- 
maid and gardener were ajoused, and running 
from opposite directions, incieased the con- 
fusion. James gave the nccessary orders, anid 
assisted Richard to saddle the horses, when 
we hastily mounted, and attended by him 
galloped toward the woods I had so lately en- 
tered with such different feelings. 
As we moved sitently and swiftly along, 

the gray dawn began to appear in the east, 
but the increasing light cheered not my op- 
pressed heart, for I dreaded its revealings. 
How often in my happy youth, belore I 

left the vailey, had 1 watched with delight 
the gradual wnfolding of the landscape, us the 
magic glances of the dawn lighted the rock, 
the hill, the wood, or when it mounted high- 
er, heralding the glorious sun, and reflecting 
its rosy hues on the waters of the Juniata. 
Young life, with its dewy freshness, joyed in 
that which was congenial to its feelings, but 
how little suited 10 tha darkness within me 
now ; lalmost shrank from the playful breeze 
that fanned my cheeks. 
As we entered the deeply shadowed wood, 

I dreaded to look forwaid. Would I see tha 
pale form of Ernest, fallen by rashness, for 
worse than rashness it now appeared to ms 9 
kid did 1 fire so suddenly * If J had grap- 
pled with the person who attempted to ding 
me from the hoise, I might have overcome 
without fatally injuring him. Had I spoken 
one" word, the sound ot my voice would have 
convinced Ernest of his mistake. But te 
reason thus was now useless, and only ad- 
ded to my anguish. ~~ = 

¢ Charles,” said James, in a low agitated 
voice, ‘what is that beneath yonder oak © 
One plunge ol-my horse brought me to the 

opject ; a white handkerchiel, stained with 
bivod, lay on the spot which I thought must 
be that of last night's assault. 

1 raised it quickly, exclaiming—*Thank 
| God ! he is not here !” 

James could not understand my feelings, 
and replied—"' True, but whose is that blood 3 
Oh il'it is my brother's he may have been 
dragged away? 

Alas! 1 knew to well I had left him there 
| but hope dawned in my breast. ‘I'he wound 
had not been immediately fatal—he might be 
alive—might yet live long to bless his fami- 
ly. and to forgive me. Hepe made me strong, 
again. We searched every thicket around, 
and then hastened toward the main road. A 
lane ‘on the right led to the little village; near 
which Bertha resided. We turned into it, and 
ina short time the cottage was in view ; its 
lowly rool aimost hic by overhanging branches 
from the trees around it, 
The distressed James hurried me on, in the 

hope of hearing something 10 relieve our 
anxiety. We soon reached the gate, and 
springing from onr horses, entered the little 
flower-garden in front.” Although the sun 
had not yet risen, the sound of footsteps pass- 
ing rapidly through the housg was distinctly 
heard. Presently two persuils, who appeared 
to be neighbors, came hastily out of the door 
to meet us, 

“Is the doctor with you ? inquired one of 
them. 

* What doctor? Who is injured 1’ ex- 
claimed James, rushing past them into the 
house. 

«1 followed him, trembling in every limb. 
Several persons were in the room we enter- 
ed, but I saw but one—and what a sight was 
that? 

Stretched on a bed, lay a tall form motion- 
less, The face was tuned toward the wall, 
but the pale hands were white as the coun- 
terpane. With a ery of agony and grief, 
James threw himself on _his knees by 
its side. | saw no more, lor nature gave 
way, ard 1 sunk on the floor in a state of iu- 
sensibility. 

hp MOS * * * 
When restored to perfect consciousness, 1 

found myself lying on a sofa in a small parlor. 
The window shutters were half closed 10 ex-~ 
clude the light. 
Wheie am 1? I exclaimed, attempting 

to rise, but a gentle band prevented me, aad 
turning T saw a lady, advanced in life, but 
witha most benignant countenance, who had 
veen walching by my couch. It was the 
mother of Bertha, the widow of an Amelican 
officer, 
‘Be composed, sir,’ she said, ‘we have 

ail suffered much anxiety on your ae- 
count, ard your friend Ernest would net 
leave the house until assured you were in no 
danger.” : 
‘Ernest? 1 exclaimed, ‘is he alive? Oh, 

Heaven be praised I’ 
‘He is alive and well she replied, with 

some surprise ; ‘but now | recollect that yon 
and his brother were both shocked by suppos- 
ing the wounded person was Einest. It wus 
the stranger who has so constantly annoyed 
us, aud yet we regret he is burt. He hadonly 
fainted from loss of blood when you entered 
the room, but has been shot in the leg, and 
promably will be lame thiough life.’ 

It is impossible to describe the sudden and 
joyful change in my feelings. Ithought not 
of the stranger, but of Esnest my friend, tha 
Lrother of my Linds, restored to us safe and: 
well. How the happiness ol my overcharged: 
neart struggled for utterance at my lips, bus # 


