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PARTING UNDER A CLOUD.
BY GRACE GREENWOOD.

' Ixlooking through a portfolio of ehoice
engravings, in the studio of my artist-
friend -, & short time since, I met
with a picture of ¢Byron at nineteen,’
which startled me by its singular resem-
blance to one I had known long and well in
days gone by. A nearrelative of ours, and
the favourite classmate of my brother,
Henry Elliot, though many years my se-
nior, was, perhaps, the most familiar
friend of my early girlhood ; and though
we have gince been widely separated, his
character and history have never lost their
interest to me—an interest which the
sight of that picture but quickens into
expression. 3

At the time when he left college, Henry
Elliot was surely one of the finest speci-
mens of manly beauty which it was possi-
ble for one to meet. “With a figure athlet-
ic and powerfully developed, yet unerring-
ly graceful in action and repose ; a face
not classic, indeed, but absolutely radiant
with enthusiasm, and the ardour and ener-
gy of a fine physical organisation ; an as-
sured and elegant manner, it was wonder-
ful that he was not quite spoiled by the
favours and flatteries of society, the invo
luntary deference of men, and the obyious
admiration « of women. His originally
strong and manly character, the favourit-
ism of which he was made the subject,
could not destroy, but in one respect it
was surely to him an incalculabls injury.
It J)revented him from acquiringa know-
ledge of and a power over himself. By
nature fiery, impetuous, and impatient,
and deprived at an early age of the wise
counsels and controlling influences of a
father, he never learned to curb his passi-
onate and excitable temper. Though never
sullen or vindictive, he could not, or he
would not, ¢ govern his own spirit,’ in mo-
ments of irritation or disappointment.
This was the one dark shade upon a
most honourable, and otherwise loveable
character.

Og leaving college, young Elliot made
choice of the legal profession, and pursued
Lisstudies with a filend of his family, a
lawyer of ewinence in one of the Leauti-
ful cities in the eastern part of the state of
New York. Soon after entering upon the
practice of his profession, he married the
object of his ‘first and passionate love,
the sole daughter of his legal preceptor, a

" beautiful girl of nineteen, fuir-haired, blue

eyed, sercne-browed, and sofe-voiced ; one
who fitly wore and sweetly graced the only
true poetical name, ‘lary 7 the only
name which universal usage and com-
mon associations have not robbed of its
bdauty and saeredness.

Mary Hamilton, an only child, had been
from her infuncy almost companionless.
Just as she cntered womanhcod, her mo-
ther died ; thus her choraster, originally
moulded in purity and softness, was deep-
ened and spirituriised by solitude and sor-
row, until 15 was ss ideal in itsserene love-
liness as it well might bein our every-day
life, ia our profoundly real age. Hers was
not & strong characier, however, except
is 0a in the strength of the affetions.
The single principle of love pervade? and
absorbed her entire being. Her devoticn
was unbeunded and untiring ; it eould not
be taxed too much, or too often, by the
one beloved. With the forbearing ‘meek-
ness of & saint, and the depending tender-
ness of & child, the young wife's inflocnce
was not such as was caleulated to correet
her husband's peeuliar fuults of charae-
ter. His toodespotic and ezecting will,
and his habit of gwing way to suddin out-
barsts of passion or petulence, were
strengthened by exorcise. 1t followed,
that toward his gentle wife. who never al-
lowed a word of comphaint or defence,
much loss of angry retort, to eseape her
lips, he soon uncousciously stood in the
light of & moster ; one who wouald have
been feared and dotested, bad he not been
Joved adoringly. As it was, his sovereign-
ty wos acknowledged, with sn chodient,
& patient, 2nd & willing spirit.

Mary bad a wonderful power of con-
eeeling  all feelings whose expression
might not be pleasarable to anotuer. She
resclutely shat in upon hev own heart ics
cares and griefs, and_subjocted the exqui-
site, gensitiveness of her most femirine
nature to aperpetual martyrdom. What
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ever her pain, she never irowanodon ber
husband, or assumed that most irrituti
of expressicug, an injured losk. Knowin.
in reality Little of himself, and £ Jess of
women, Henry Elliot had not the zeato

Eemep*-ion to remark, that the smilas of | coot
is wife, after a barsh and inconsiderate | rose-tres, A b, by t}

word from himfwere forced and unnat-

ral. He little knew, that often, while the
wan sunshine was playing about her qui-
vering lips and drooping eyelids, there was
storm in her heart, that her spirit was
groping in thick shadows.

Yet might the Eliiots have been what
they seemed to the world, eminently hap-
Ey in the marriage relation, had there not

een wanting the one element of equality.
from which come mutual confidences and
perfect understandings. From the first,
they occupied false positions towards one
another, from which it was impossible
that true and harmonious relations should
resuls. :

Butsoon a new fount of happiness, real
and unfailing, was opened in the hearts of
both, by the birth ofa daughter. This
infant grew to be very lovely, and very
like her mother. She had the same tran-
gparent complexion, the same golden-hued
hair, and the same soft eyes, from whose
depths looked forth a soul, ¢ steeped in the
blue of its remembered home.’

“And so, Mary,” seid Elliot, one mor-
ning when he had worn the dignity pa-
ternal for about three months, * you are
not disposed to humour me in bestowing
your name upon our little lady bird,
here ¥ '

¢ Pray, do just as you please, dear Hen-
ry: but you know that oneis not often
partial to one’s own name.’
¢ Well, then,’ replied Henry, ‘as we
have neither of usrich maiden aunts, with
long ugly names, what say you to a sweet
little fancy name—Blanche, for in-
stance?
¢ Oh, yes, that is beautiful.
¢ Well, then, Blanchelet it be at the
christening. I hope we will not grow tired
of it. Many of these fanciful names only
sound well in romanzes, as some costumes
only look well on the staze. Why, Mary,

ou are looking rather pale this morning,’
Ke added ; ¢ I should insist on your taking
along drive, but that, as I have asked
Judge Howard and the Allens todine with
us, [ suppose you will choose to superin-
tend the getting-up of dinner in suitable
siyle ; but this afternoon, if you are not
too weary, perhaps I will drive you cut
myself.’

‘* Thenk you, Henry, but I think I
had better not lrave the baby ; she is a
little fretful to-day.’
¢ Don’t call her the baby ! I'm tired of
that mursery term ; call her Blanche.
Well, good morning ; now sce that dinner
isready precisely at three.

The spring thatlittle Blanche wasthree
years old, Mary Elliot became sericusly
alarmed for herself, by a pain in rer side,
sometimes accempanied by a palpitation
of the heart, to which she had been sub-
ject at intervals for a number of years, but
of which she had never complained. Of
this che finally spoke to her hushand ;
touched lightiy on the pain she had endu-
red, but calmly expreszed a convietion that
she was sviliring from %a organie discase
of the heart, a malady wo which seme of
her fumily bad been subject. Agomsed
with epprehension, fiiot Jost not'a mo-
ment in summoning the family physician,
a man of soms science and great celebrity.
It happened t6 be ncer the dinner hour of
the itinstrious preciitioner. Sohe asked &
few hurried questions of Mary, listened to
the actiou of her hesrtihrongh his sietho-
seope fur & moment, then smiling upos his
embarrassed patient ihe- bland, patroni-
sing smile of scientific complacency, brief-
ly informed her, thatshe hind deceived hor-
self as to the ‘ symptoms ; that she waa
merely troubled with ‘ nervousness,’ which
wonld pass away presen'ly, if she did nos
nurse it prescribed raore exercise ; com-
plimented her on the beauty of her child,
aud bowed kimself out, bearing with him
the comforiable consciousness of having
earned a ten-dollar fee ; a tolerable good
mental sauce for a cold dinner.

Mrs Elliot, who had great faith in her
physician, as the desr closed after him, Lf-
ted Ler suffused eyes, whilsa fervent
“Thenk Heaven " rese to her-lips. -But
& sudden peng shotthrongh her heart, she
sscd her hand to her side, and was si-
Her husband. not remarking her,
threw hims2lf back in his chair, with a
long sigh of relief and exclaimed, ina
slightly impatient tone, ¢ There, Mary,
you see how iris, | all 2 woman’s fancy of
vour awn ! What would women do with-
outnerves ¥ What a tright you have giv-
en e, ail for nothing.’
| Wby, Harry, cnewoald think you re-
i gretied 38 waz ot fur something.’

* What nor talk, Mary !

s
Pl

You
iced.  I'thought of all
s {rem the time yom made
announcement, till I heard

she doctor’a deaision.  Why, Mary, dear,
I thought of you as—ag—"
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Dead, Henry.

Te you are ogain, bringing out
d'in connection with yourself, as
though you were speaking of that
«& way, hary, i3 thas
ybke plang from which comes the hali-cpen-

taatw

ed rose which has been your daily offering
tome of late

‘ Yes, Henry ; it bears the prettiest ear-
Iy roses we have ; T am sorry they are so
nearly gone.’

‘ Yes, and there is 2 sentiment in your
simple gift, arosebud, which I may al-
ways find beside my breakfast plate ;
whose sweet breath mingles with the aro-
ma of my coffee, and which | may twirl in
my teeth while I glance over the Ga-
zette, and wear in my button-hole half
the morning.’

One evening, soon after the above con-
versation took place, Elliot announced to
his wife that business called him to New
York for a short time, and that he should
be obliged to leave home the next mor-
ning, in the seven o'clock train of cars.
At her husband’s request, Mary, who was
an early riser, promised to awake him in
time, and see that an early breakfast was
provided, as, frem the depot being distant,
he would have to leave home by half-past
six. :

Poor Mary was troubled and restless
that night ; she did not close her eyes un-
til near morning, and as a natural conse-
quence overslept herself. She was awa-
kened by her husband calling her name, in
a sharp, impatient voice. Sbe dressed hur-
riedly, and descended to the breakfast
room, to find there no sign of breakfast,
although it was already half-past six. Her
cook was a new one, and, as it proved, dil-

atory and ,untrustworthy. IHenry soon
came’ dom,“n?th{hfs, handsome face distor-
ted with illhumour, and his tones petu-

lent as a sechoolboy’s. He did not seem to
hear Mary’s apologies, or to notice her
mortification and distress. He could not
reach the depot'in timeif hestayed for
his breakfast, which he would not go
without ; so declared his intention of
waiting for the nine o'clock train, though
the delay might eause him serious incon-
venience. When breakfast was at length
served, Elliot jerked his chair up to the
table with violent impatience, and sat a
moment gilently, but with his brows hea-
vily charged with domestic thunder. 1ic
then found the steak undone ; pronounced
the coffee execrable, and pushing it from
him, ordered tea. While Mary was ma-
king this, he palied to pieces her daily love
token, her good-morning flower, which lay
by his plate. When %xis unsatisfactory
meal was coneluded, be in vain sought con-
solation in the morning paper. He pro-
nounced it * trashy,” ¢ stupid,’ *dishonest,’
flang it from him in disgust, and Legan
welking the room vigorously hackward
and {orward.

¢ At length his wife, looking up timidly
as he passed her, said, ¢ Tell me, Henry,
just how soon you will return home.’

¢ Return home ! I don’t see that I am
ever to leave home at thisrate ! I cannot
tell preciscly; wlhy'are you so extremely
anxioud to know ¥

¢ Because, dear, it secms that I eannot
pert with you for a long time now. I have
such strange, sad, forebodings,; I feel that
allis not right here, that my heart is re.
ally diseased, and ——

¢ Say rather your imaginaticnis diseas-
od P said Henry, interrupting her. ¢ Do
7oupub more faith in your own foolich
iuncies than in the skillof such a physi-
cian #8 Dr Arnold ? Why, Mary it would
seem that you infroduced this subject
egain at this time, to render me anxious
and uncomfortable while I am absent.’

To this bersh charge Mary only re-
plied, ‘Oh, Henry, how unjust!’ and sat
tearfully watching her husband as he wal-
ked the room more rapidly and pertinaci-
cusly than ever.

‘ There is aperson waiting to see you
in your office, sir,’ said a servant, appear-
ing &b the deor. As Henry took up his
hus to go, Mary laid her hand on his arm.,
aud said gently, < May I look for you by
Saturday afternoon, next week 2

With greater impatience than he had
yeb shown, Elliot replied. ¢ When my bu-
siness will allow me to return, expect me,
not hefore.?

At that moment, none might tell whieh
of these two was most profoundly wretched :
the husband, who closed the door hestily,
and went forth with 8 proud, stern look,
but a remorseless heart, or the wife, who
gazed mournfully after him, then sank
nto a seat, covering her faco with her
hands, and wept bitterly.

Elliot, who had been detained in his of-
fice until somewhat after the time fixed
upon for leaving, atlength came hurriedly
into the house, and bounded up stairs to
the nursery, to take leave of his little
daughter. She was in her mother’s arms,
and Mary looked up with & faint, sad
siaile.  Henry spoke not, but folded them
in 4 long, close embrace. As he kissed
his wile for tho last time, her tears fell
upon his cheek, Ah, they burned into
his heart like lava! He yearned to aay,
¢ Forgive me I’ but the term was a stran-
ger to his lips, and he was silent. As he

turned away, Mary rose, and, takiog Llan.

.

che by the band, followed him down tL®
stairs, and through the long hall, and they
stood in the pertico to watch his going.

The last look that Elliot caught of them
through the carriage window, showed him
Blanche, with her little hand shading her
eyes from the sunlight ; but he remarked
that the hand of Mary was pressed close
against her heart.

At midnight, just & week from the time
of his leaving for New York, Henry Ellios
reached his home. He had written once
during hisabsence, though but a hasty
note, and had received an affectionate re-
ply from Mary. Yet his mind had been
ill at ease, and he had hurried home soon-
er than was expected. There was no one
up to receive him, and letting himself in
with his pass-key, he stole softly up stairs,
careful not to waken the houschold. He
first sought the nursery, to see if it was
¢ well with the child’ The fair creature
lay in all the exquisite gracefulness of
infantile repose ; with one hand againss
her rosy cheek, and her soft, golden hair
floating over the pillow. The father's
heart yeared over her in unspeakable ten-
derness, and he raised his eyes in mute
thankfulness to heaven. Suddenly the
child turned, and moaned in her sleep ;
then slowly opened her eyes, raised herself
in the bed, and began weeping silently, a
touching peculiarity of the little girl®§ al-
ways. When she saw her father, she
sprang to his embrace, and nestled against
his breast. When he questioned her why
she wept, she said, ¢ Nurse put me to bed
without letting me go to mamma, for her
good-night kiss.’ :

After a little soothing, Elliot left his
daughter, fast faliing into another sleep,
and enteréd the chamber of his wife, The
roow was dimly lighted, and had a strange
stillness to him. e listened in vain for
the sound of the decp-drawn breath of
slumber. He walked softly to the bed, and
drew Wside the snowy curtains, saying,
‘ Mary !

She was lying there before him, but she

did not start up at the sound of the belo-
ved voice; she was very pale ; her hands
were folded on her bosom. Alas ! she was
dead.
With one long wild ery of unutterable
anguish, Henry Elliot threw himself be-
side his lifeless Mary ; caught her cold
form to hisbreast ; called her fond names,
and kissed her cold lips and closed eyes,
as with a terrible iransport, in the passion
ol his agony !

Bat one tock him almost by foree from
her, and Jed him from tie room. This was
Mr Hamilton, the desolate father of Mary,
who, unperceived by Yiliot, had been sit-
ting on the oppocite side of the bed, the
sole watcher by his dead cbild.

Poor Mary bad died very suddenly, on
tihe mornirg of the day of her husband's
return.  She had been reading, as was
her usual custom, a portion of the sacred
Baok, to her dear father. 1t happened
that she come to that most beantiful and
divine pas:age of the Psalmist, ¢ He giveth
hig beloved sleep,’ and ehe pansed and
gaid, ‘I mever so felt the blessedness of
this passsge as now.!

‘And why, ;my child ¥ said her father.

‘Because for a long time L bhave not
slept weil ;. not kriown real repose. This
troublesome nervous affsction,'—suddenly
she started, dropped the volume she had
been reagding, pressed her hand to her
side, and with & guccession of sharp, quick
cries, feil forward ina swoon. From this
she pardy revired, but, though medical
aid wes promptly summoned, she éid not
regain ber full conmsciousness till just at
the last, when she spoke ones, these words
very faiatly, ‘My dear ones! bring them
also home, O, Curist my Redeemer !’

In litele more than an hour from the
time when she sat reading by her father's
side, supported on his breast, she breath-
ed out tier pure life, and her meek spirig
reiurned to the sheltering bosom of the
divine Father, who, ‘giveth the beloved
sleep.’ ‘

The flowery May-turf was brokenin the
beautiful cernetery of , furone mere
orave beneath the cool shadows and be-
side the olear walers, apd Mary Eiliot was
laid to her rest, with all the loveliness of
nature in her loveliest season gathered
about bter. But though the light and
warmth of sunshine, ang the warbling of
isnumerable birds were abroad in the air
above ber, down low, where she was lyin
there were hut cold, and darkness, an
silenoe, Ths place of the dead may be
& paradige to the outward sight, bus tothe
spirit that bhas loved and mourned it is
ever sadder, and srilder, and more fearfully
desolate than a desertland.

The day succeeded that on which Henry
Eiliot had seen the grave close over the
chosen of his Leart, the bride of his youth
lie was sitting in his favourite room, with
his ¢hild upon his knee, gazing fixedly
upon o portrait of the lost one, which hung
cpposite to him. Blanche had fallea

ssleep, leaning agsinst her_poor father's



