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CHAPTER III,

That same evening there was a clear
light gleaming from the window in Andrew
Gordon’s mansion, usually oceupied by him-
self.” He—its owner—sat there alone, with
his folded hands lying upon the table, and
his head resting upon them. At length he
arose, and an observer might have seen’ that
there was a bright, red spot upon either cheek,
while his'brow was krit, and there was an
unusual,almost an angry gleam in_hiseye.
Stepping to the window, and shading his
ayes with his hands, he looked out for a mos
ment, and then raising the sash, he called to
a man who stood in the yard :

* John, tell iy son to come hither!

¢ Yes, sir,'replied the man, and Mr Gor-
don returned to his seat by the table. !

A few moments had elapsed when Frede-

rick entered. His father did not appear to no--

tice his entrance, and, after pausing. awhile,
the young man asked— .

* Did you send for me, sir?

* Yes,’ ‘'was his father's answer, as he push-
ed a_chair toward him with his foot, and
motioned him to be seated. ‘1l have a few
things 1o say to you, sir: 1 happened to be
an eye-witness of the love scene lba_t took
place in the woods, down yonder, this eve-
ning.  No, L was no spy or eaves-dropper,’
he continued, as the color flashed to Frede-
rick’s facs, and he half rose fom his ehair.
‘ Yon may as well keep cool, young man:
1 was passing near there just as the girl was
coming to her senses, and I could not well
avoid seeing and hearing what passed. Yon
were so0 taken up with her thal you had no
ea1s for any one besides, else you must have
heard me, Perant me to congratulate you,’
he added, with a mocking smile, * upon
enacting the lover most admirably. —
May I be allowed to enGuire who was the

fair dumsel who ‘played Juliet to your Ro- |*

meo

* Lily Grey sir,) was the laconic reply.

* Lily Grey.!. And who, pray, is.she V" .

* She is a young lady (rom Massachusetts,
I believe, who has been spending the last
taree months with Mr and Mes, Mason. 1
presume she is a niece of theirs, as she calls
them uncle and aunt.’

' Poorasa church mouse then, of course,’
said Mr Gordou, quickly. ¢ Frederick, do
you love this girl ¥ ;

* Yes sir.

* And have been [oolish enough to tell her
so, I conelude, as I had the pleasure of hear-
ing the declaration a little while ago.

‘ Yes, sir’

¢ Well, sir, let me tell you, once for all, that
this. foolery must have an end. ' I can
never receive Miss Lily Grey as my daugh-
ter-tnslaw.’

¢ I have inherited so much of my father’s
meek and docile disposition,’ said the young
man proudly. with an ivonical smile cutling
his lip, * that 1 shall doubtless be lead as a
lamb 1n this matter.  Allow me to say, that
in matiimonial affairs 1 intead to do as I
choose.’ )

Mr Gordon must change his tactics. Frede-
ric said rightly—he is too much like his father
1o bedriven.

There was silence’ between the two for
many minntes, but they sat looking in each
others eyes as il reading the soul there. Then
Andrew Gordon rose, drew his chatr nearer
to his son’s, und taking his hand kindly in his
own, said—

¢ [ wish you todo as you choose, Fredericks
all T hope is that I may induce you to choose
wisely.” Listen to me for awnile, and see if 1
do not present this matler before you in a
different aspect. 1 came here as you know,
my son, when this vailey was an unbioken
wiilderness, a poor man, poor through the
fraud and injustice of others ; and | at once
resolved, more for your sake than my ewn, to
be rich.” I'toiled early and late; X stinggledl,
in the early part of my career, with hardships
and difficalties. Botat length I was success.
iul. My resources are dample ; yours I should

have said, but I cannot consent that the wealth, |

1o the acecumulation of which I have devoted
all the best years of my life; should go ts en-
rich a beggar. ~ With your talents, your fine
person, “your fgraceful and winning address.
together with the fortune which 1 had intend-
ed (o place in your hands upon your next
bitth-day., (to say nothing of your expecta-
tions at my decease,) with all these advanta-
ges, I say, you might select a wife from the
highest and wealthiest family in the land.
Tuere is a voung gitl, the orphan daughter ol
one whom I koew in my boyhood, whom I
selected years ago as my future davghter-in-
law, Her fortune must be immense, and

every advantage that wealth can give will be’

lavished upon her. She is—let me see—she
is about fitteen now, and is said to be very
beautiful. ‘There is a clause in her father’s
will. Tam told, that will prevent her marry-
ing betore she is twentv-one. Yon have been
long wishing to make the tour of Europe, and
I'was thinking, just previous to my untortu-
nate discovery this alternoon, that it would be
well for you to start immediately, spend the
next four years in travelling, and still have a
yrar or twoat your disposal, after yonr re-
turn, 10 secure your success with her. But

“made,

of course it is useless to say avy thing about
it now, as you have made your own choice.

Mr Gordon ceased, and for a long time
Frederick sat silently revolving his father’s
words in his mind. He was not naturally
the callous, cold-hearted being which the
reader might judge him to be from the solilo-
quy we overheard in the woods. His noble
and generous impulses had for many years
given his father a deal of trouble;, and ‘even
yet,as we have seen from his conduct this
day, he occasionally acted without any re-
gard to the ‘almighty dollar.® But these in-
stances had, of late, been rare, Andrew Gor-
don was natarally meulding him to his will,
and even before receiving the summons to his
presence this evening, the effect of the les-
sons that he had been taking through his
whole life, was resuming its sway, and Am-
bition or Avarice—call it by which ever
name best pleases you, was beginaning to
stiuggle with Love. 5

‘. What is the name ot the young lady o
whom. you were speaking, sir? he finally
asked. :

" Elizabeth . Munro,’ was ithe reply, and'

‘again there was a long pause.

‘ Let me retire now, if you please,’ said
Frederick, rising ; ¢ I would fain think over
this matter in my own room.

"« Thank you—thank you, Frederick. That.

is spoken like my own son, was Mr Gor-
don’s answer, 2s he cordially shook his hand,
‘ I have ne fears that you will no: gratify me,
if you will but yield to to the suggestions of
your own goad sense. :

Frederick Gordon slept not that night. We
will not attempt to follow the workings of
his mind. Suffice it to say, that the next
morning, with a pale cheek, but with.a voice
that did not falter, he signified to his father
his readiness toadopt the plan proposed by
him the previous evening.

¢ Then you must go at once, this very day,’
said Mr Gordon ; “there must no time fer
foolish regreis and  sentimental nonsense.
The Virginia sails for Europe upon the 20th
of next month,and this—yes, this is the 17th.
You have no'time to lose—you must start
for New York this evening,” and you will
then hardly have fime 1o make the necessary
prepaiations there.” And he hurried away to
expedite his son’s departure.

CHAPTER IV.

We must now return to sweet Lily Grey,
whom we lelt so unceremoniously at Mr Ma-
son’s gate, alter- her adventure in the woods
with Frederick Gordon. When she entered
ihe house, she did not as usual repair imme-
diately to, tbe common parlor or stiting room
as it was called, but ascending the stairs she
sought her own chamber. - Hastily throwing
off her bonnet, she approached the small
mirrory and slowly removing the handker-
chiet which was fasten ed around her tem:
ples, endeavored 1o ascertain the extent of
the injury she had received. She found that
it was nothing but a tolerably - deep incision,
apparently, by a very sharp stone.
The bleeding had ceased, and she soon suc-
ceeded in closing the wound by the help of
some narrow stnps of plaster.

She then seated herself by the low window,
and . tried 1o jecall the events of the day.
Dear Lily Grey! what a fount of deep, pure,
exquisite yet strange happiness had welled up
iu her young heart since she went forth that
summer afternoon upon her errant of mercy
to old Mrs Foster’s cottage ! Yet bright tear-
dreps were continually sparkling in her beau-
tiful eyes, and her hands trembled so that she
could scarcely smecoth the shining curls
that fell without restjaint upon her should-
ers.

For a long time she sat there by the win-
dow ; darkness came on, but she heeded it
not ; there was no darkness of the spirit there,
and her heart was illumined in its innermost
recesses by light from within, light that de-
pended not upon outward objects—light clear-
er than that of the sun at noonday.

* Why, Lily dea1 I' exclaimed the cheerful
voice of Mis Mason, ‘are you here? We
thought you had not come in'yet; and fearing
you were lost or in some trouble or other,
George started in pursuit of you' some time
ago. And now, while he is tramping through
the woods in searen of yon, here you are, en-
sconced in yourown little room safe asa saint
in the niche. But bless me, child ! why, what
a wound upon your ferehead’ and dropping
the bantering tone ' she had before used, and
approaching quickly to Lily’s side, the goed
lady asked seriously, ‘ What is the matter,
Lily ? What has happened ?’

‘¢ There is nothing of consequence the mat-
ter now,’ replied Lily; and she rapidly sketch-
ed the occurrences of the afternoon. = She did
not think it necessary to tell the whiole story,
and was thankful that the biush she felt ri
sing to her very forehead, as she mentioned
the name ol Frederic Gordon, was concealed
by the increasing darkness.

‘ Really, quite a romantic "adventure yon
have had,’said her aunt, as Lily concluded
her little story. *I'suppose that, as in duty
bound; you intend falling in love with Mr
Gordon forthwith. I fancy your bright eyes
had done some mischief in that quarter al-
ready ; and now wouldn’t it be funny if we
should have a wedding here, eh Lily? And
thus she rattled on while they were descend-
ing the stairs, and proceeding to the parlor
where tea was waiting never once dreaming
that there was anylniag like truth in her
playful jest. Had she done so she would
have been very serious, for she well knew it
was no light thing for a maiden to place that
priceless tieasure. her young heart’s pure love,
in another’s Keeping.

Lily eccaped from the family circle soon

after fea that evening, under plea of fatigue;
and, in tiuth, she felt the need of rest. She

longed to be alone with her newly born hap-
piness; to recali the looks and words that
bad so thrilled her heart. = She was young—
very young, almosta child in years ; and she
had not learned that the treasure she had
found that day was one to be received with
fear and trembling. She took the angel guest
to ber bosom, tearfully, it its true, but oh!
most joyfully ; and she lay wpon her couch
that night to dream only of long, long days of
bliss. 'She knew, indeed, that something of
sotrow must fall to the lot of mortals ; but
would not evea that be sweet it shated with
him # = With such thoughts as these she knelt
to offer up her evening prayer, and to bless
her Father in Heaven for the new well-spring
of joy that had sprung up in her pathway.
How bright and beautiful was every thing
in the 'outer world when Lily awoke next

moining I There had been a’shower during |

the night, and a thousand gems were spark-
ling upen every tree‘and shrub and fower.
The mist was rolling up from the mountains,
but it yetday heavily above the bed ol the
river, making its windings es far as the eye

‘could reach. It seemed to Lily that earth
- was never so beauiitu! before; and there was |
-melody in her young heart as she stood by

the open window, listening to the trilling of
the birds, the low murmur of the ‘water-fall,
and all the sweet' sounds with which Na-
ture welcomes the approach of the May god.
When, her simple toilet completed, she de-
scended to breakfast: that morning, old Mr
and Mis. Mason noted with surprise her un-
wonted loveliness, She was, indeed, as Fre-
derick Gordon had said, very lovely at all
times ; but now her face was radiant with
happiness—that most efficacious of all cos-
metics—and her eyes beamed with added lus-
tre. Perhaps, 100, she might have aranged
her dvess with rather more care than usuval;
for in those primitive days it was not consi-
dered necessary to attend to the duties of the
toilet half-a-dozen times a day, and Lily had
wispered to herself, ‘ Frederick will surely
be here to-day.’ ;

But the morning passed and no Frederick
appeared. Hour after hour of'the afternoon
rolled away, and still no Frederick came,
She listened, with a beating heart to every
approaching, feolstep, and ‘wondered what
could keep him from her side, At length
she heard in the distance the sound of ap-
proaching wheels. She looked from the
window and saw Mr Goidon’s carriage slow-
ly toiling up the hill, and, shrinking behind
the curtain, she waiched it as it drew nearer
and nearer. ' There was a figuie upon the
back seat, closely. muffled ina cloak, which
did mot seem ‘1o be particularly needed
at that season of the year ; and ber heart
told her that it was the figure ot him for whom
she bad watched and waited through the
day. But the noble steed halted not; the
carriage rolled slowly by, aud the mufiled
figure drew the folds ol the mantle still
more closely about it, and shrank back still
farther into its dark corner. «

The young girl gazed upon the vehicle un-
til it faded from ther sight; then sinking
back upon her seat she covered her face witn
her hands. When she removed them, al.
though her cheek was pale as marble there
was no other sign of suffering. She could
not, even yet, doubt that the mystery would
be yet explained—perhaps after all it was
not Frederick and with that thought her spi-
rits returned. '

Just at dusk Mr Mason came in from the
village, and turning to Lily, said—'Lily, wny
did you not tel! us that Fred Gordon was to
leave us to-day ? Of course you knew, as you
saw him yesterday ¢’

Lily was spared the necessity of replying,
for her aunt immediately exclaimed—
‘ Fred Gordon left us! where is he goiug
pray ¥

¢ Why, he goes to-night,’ was the reply, *in
theirown cairiage as far as P——, and irom
that place takes the slage to-morrow for
New York. His father tells me that he is to
sail for Enrope in the *Virginia’ next
month, and will probably remain lour or five
years.’'

Amid the hum of voices, the exclamations
of surprise, and inquiries and sarmises to
which this ntelligencés gave rise—for be it
remembered, a voyage to Europe was a much
more formidable undertaking then than in
these days of steamships—no one noticed
Lily. It was as we have said just at dusk,
and with a dread foreboding of she knew not
what evil, she had glided to the farthest corner
of the room, and remained there effectually
concealed by the gathering shadows, When
the words that to her seemed the death-knell
ol every hope were pronounced, she did not
even sigh, but standing motionless for a mo-
ment, with her eyes fixed wildly upon the
speaker, she threw up her white arms once,
twice convulsively, and then sank slowly to
tbe floor- -breathless and, inanimate. Poor,
poor Lily Giey,

CHAPTER Y.

It had been a gala day in New York—a day
of f+asting and rejoicing—a day of tiiumphal
procéssions and martis) pageantry—one o
America's most honored sons, one whose days
had been spent in the service of his country,
and whose blood had flown more than once
upon the battle-field, was the guest of the
city, and itsinhabitants laying aside for awhile
their accustomed avocations, had assembled
en masse to welcome him. The old Park
theatre had been converted, for that one night
into a splendid ball-room, and as darkness
eame on, in hundreds of dressing-rooms, the
young and the lovely, ay, and many who were
neither, were decking themselves for the fes-
tive scene.  Ata later hour inRumerable car-
Tiages were rolling throngh the streets, bear-
ing their precious [reight to the wppointed

place ; and hosts of tiny satin-slippered feet
tripped lightly up the broad stone steps and
were lost in the crowd within, It was a
splendid pageant. There weredancing plumes
and sparkling gems— flashing eyes and flow er~
wreathed curJs—the waving of banners—and
over all and surrounding all, a daazling radi-
ance, shed from the massive chandelie:s that
were suspended, at no distant intervals, from
the lofty ceiling. Two young men—one of
them, from his foreign dress and ignorance
of those around him, evidently a stranger—
were leaning against one of the large pillars,
engaged in earnest conversation. They used
their opra.glasses quite [reely, and were appa
apparently commenting on the beauties around
them. At length their attention was drawn
toward the doorby the hum of voices angd
murmurs of admiration that greeted the en-
trance of a young lady, who appeared lean-
ing on the arm of a fine looking old gentle-
mati, old enough to be her father. She was,
indeed, surpassingly beautiful, but it was the
swan-like grace and elegance of her move-
ments, the soul that breathed from her fea-

! tures, the depth of feeling in her violet eyes,

thet involuntarily fixed the attention of the
observer, andawoke in his breast an interest
for which he eould scarcely account. She
was magnificently attired inatnnic dress of
light blue satin, with a rich embroidery of
silver—aud costly pearls were clasped about
her throat, her younded arms, and gleamed
;n?nd the heavy masses of her braided
air.

The young men did not speak until she
had crossed the room and was hidden frem
their sight by the intesvening crowd; then
drawing a long breath, the stranger asked his
companion—* Frank, in the name of all that’s
beautitul, who is that beautiful creature ¥

* That, said Fiank Stanley, ¢ that is Miss -
Munro, our belle and heiress.’

* Miss Munro ! exclaimed the cther, while
his color was considerably heightened, * is
that Miss Munro 2

¢ Why yes. Whatis there so surprising
about it? Do you know her 2

* No,” was thereply, ‘but I have often
heard of her” Then aitera pause, he added,
¢+ Can you present me ¥

¢ Certainly, if you wish it rejoined his
friend, and they crossed the apartment,

* Miss Munro, permit me 1o present
to you my friend, Mr Gordon. There
was a low bow on the part of the gen-
tleman, a courteous salutation on that of the
lady, and after a few eommonplace remarks,
Ehzabeth Munro was led to the dance by
Frederick Gordon.

‘ The handsomest couple in the room by
all odds, said Frank Stanley. 1 skould not
wonder if that shouid be a match yet. Gor-
don is halfin love already, and if he under-
takes 1o win her and does not succeed, I
don’t know who can’ And wilh these
words he turned away to join a group of
friends who were chatting merrily at a little
distance.

Arvthur Talmadgs, the young artist address-
ed, gazed upon the dancers sadly and ear-
nestly for a few moments, and then mus-
murieg—* Staniey is 1ight—if he cannot win
her who can *’ he hurried fiom the ball room.
Nobly gifted, but poor and proud, he felt that
he had nothing in common with that gay
throng, and he bent his steps toward his own'
cheerless room.

And Frank Starley and Arthur Talmadge
were not the only ones who arrived at the
same conclusion. One by one the admirers
of Miss Munro—and their name was legion—
cropped off until the field was lett to Freder.
ick Gordon.

As may be supposed, he was not negligent
in improving the advantage thus given him.
Yet at the end of six menths he felt no more
secuye of her fovor than at the time of their
first acquaintance. Her demeanor toward him
was always courteous, and such as became »
lady ; she received his attentions frankly, but
yet so calmly and quietly, that it was evident
she felt none of the timidity of dawning love.
Her cheek never brightened at his approach;
hervoice never faltered as she addressed him;
her eye never wandered in search of him, nei-
ther did she repulse him, and so he hovered
tound her hoping that success would yet be
his. She listened with a pleased ear to his
glowing descriptions of other lands ; her fine
eyes were lit up with enthusiasm, as he spoke
ol Ttaly, with her sunny skies, her gems of art,
and her oppressed and degraded children; of
Greece, with her temples, beautifu! even in
their decay ; of Egypt, that land of favle and
mystery, and of the Kast, throngirg as it does
with memories and associations that stir the
heart to itsinnermost depths. He was a fine
reader, his voice was deep and thiilling, and
when he read orrecited,the finest passages from
Shakspeare, Milton or Wordsworth,

‘ Lending the thyme of the poet

The beauty ot his voice,’
Her cheek would glow, and her heart beat
quickly. B tall this might be without one
thrab ot love tor him, and he felt it. He could
but observe, t0o, that she carefully avoided
every thing like intimacy, and there was no
heart communion between them—she never
spoke of themselves; there was interchange
of thought, but none of feeling, and strive
as he might, he could not liit the veil that
seemed Jmperviously diawn between their
souls.

And when Frederic Gordon beeame aware
of this, a shadow-deeper and dorker than any
that he had ever before known, 1ested upon
his pathway. He had returned from Euiope
fully determined to woo and win her for the
sake of her wealth. Love, or any eongeniality
ol feeling that might exist between them was
buta secondary oonsideration. When he saw
her that night ia the ball-room, meie beauti-




