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Waey I first knew the Huntingdons, their
family consisted of Mrs Huntingdon, a lady
nearly or quite seventy years of age, her
danghter. Mrs Debray, who was a matronly
woman of forty-five, and two grandchildren,
a boy, who was theson of her eldest son, and
then about seventeen, and a girl, the daugh-
ter of Brs Debray, who was about sixteen
They resided a few miles from the city of
New York, in & fine old place near the wa-
ter, surrounded with every evidence of taste ]
laxury, and weaith. Nothing that the eye|
could delight in was wanting, nothing that
imagination could suggest or that experience
in habits of ease and idleness could dictate.—
Theve were gardens and ‘graperies, and cos-
servatories, fruits and flowers, statues and
paintings, a fine park sloped toward the wa-
ter, and stretched away toward the road —
Stately tress shaded the green turf, making
the place appear sombre and gloemy from a
distance, but cool, still, and quiet when you
were on the lawn.

My first introduction was in an ordinary
iprofessional way. Mr ——, an eminent law-
yer of a former generation, who had outlasted
his contemporaries, had been the advizer of
Mrs Huutingdon, and, on hisdecease, she had
been forced o select some one of more modern
times, and accordingly sent me a note, re-
questing ms to drive out and see her at a
certuin time, if convenient. Accordingly as
the day appointed proved pleasant, I rede out
to Huntingdon Place, as it was sometimes
called. Sending up my card, I was requested
to wait a few minutes in the library, and was
shown into an old fashioned room, darkened
almost to gloom, around which were arran-
ged oak cases of books, bound in rave old style,
while hereand there a statue peered ghostlike
out of & recess or a corner. It was a room
for ghosts. It had an atmosphere of supernat-
uralism in it. [t was just such a place as youn
would sit in, abeve all others, to read Faust or
the ghost scene in Macbeth. You eould not

- possibly read an ordinary novel ora common-
place story in sueh a place.

I had not advanced far in the room when1
hecame aware of the presence of another per-
son, seated in a chair with a low cushioned
baek, over which [saw his head and shoulders.
But he was absorded in reading, and I had
opportunity, as my eyes became aecustomed
to the gloom, to observe his appearance. It
was that of & man of thirty-fve or forty years
with a finely-developed head. His profile,
which was all of his face that 1 could see.
was classical and elegant—rather too much
of the forehead, perhaps; but the corner of|
his lip, that expressive feature of the face, |
was bad. There was a look of the Deril, |
which 1 did not like at all. 1

My approach arroused him, and. as he |

started up, I was surprised to find him but a |
youth of seventeen. with that swangely old |
look of face. Hisform was grearly dispro-|
portioned to his head, and the effecs of dis-|
ease was manifest io the nerveas quickness |
of his movement-. It was difficals to teil|
precisely in what tone to addrers him, whe-|
ther as boy or man ; but he spared me the|
trouble of deciding by opening the conversa- |
tion. |
¢ [ directed the servant te show you into!
the library before you should see my grand-
mother. She dislikes to be troubled with
detnils of business, and wished me to state to |
you the particulars of her present wishes. |
You will tind her a remarkable woman. i
‘[ presumed as mach from what I have!
beard of her., . Mrs Huatingdon has the ap-|
pearance of a person of charaeter.’ |
‘ Very deeided, dir. She has some pecu-|
liar notions, and needs an adviser in very few |
of her aifairs.
give to my cousin, who i8 & mere caild, & suf-!

ficient fortune to place her beyond the dan-|
ger of want, and »he does not wish this to:
be 80 given a8 to plage the child in possession |
of the property, tut to leave it in other|
hands. !
¢ She wisbhes to create a trust for the bene- |
fit of the child.” ‘
‘1 suppose thatitis. I know little about |
law.’ . |
I smiled involuntarily at the boy : and yet |
there was something about his face thas com- |
manded respect. He proceeded to give me, |
in detail, his grandmother’s wishes, of which |

| made ample notes, and having completed
them, | was presented to Mrs Huntingdon. |
She was a nonle Jooking woeman of the old

- time, and just the person from whom it would |
be pleasunt to hewr stories of revolutionary |
days. [ 'was deeply impressed with ber ap-|
pearance, and having stated briefly tha sub-|
since of what her grandmother had told me, |
she assented to it. and thanked him for re-|

relieving her fram the labor of the state- not hava known hitherto.

Wenb,

; seemed satisfied with the disposition of the

She wishes. at present, toj

s —

‘He isa great blessing, and I love him for
the love of his father. He was my first-born,
and thelast 1 lost. This boy is like him in
tace, but, alas, he has not the stout body of
my brave Stephen.”

At this moment the child for whose benefit
[ was to prepare the trust feed, entered the
room. She wasa fairy girl of touching beau-
ty. Her soft eyes had a speaking-look out ot
their unfathomable depths, which demanded
love and gentle treatment. She was a child
that none but a mosster conld harm. 1t ap-
peared to me that I had never seen a more ex-
quisitely beautiful creature. She entered the
room with graceful haste, ran to her grand-
mother, and, falling down on her knees at her
side, Ix up a basket of rare flowers thut she
had arranged with perfect taste. !

At the same moment, Stephen approached
and spoke. : ]

* Will you give me that rose, Elien?’

¢ Stephen, it is the eentre of all ; it will
sp'?ﬂ the entire baskes. Would you take
iw?

She held the basket without withdrawing
it ; but there was an aver-ion, a sort ef
shrinking from him, which, though involun-
tary, was sufficiently marked to be vbserved by
a stranger. He advanced without hesitation.
and took the rose, heedless that he destroyed
the whole arrangement  She said noshing,
but, quietly placing the basket, with its now
eonfused heap; on a stand mear her grand-
mother, she walked to a deep window, and [
could see tears in her eyes. Stephen follow-
ed her with a gaze that 1 did not like, and 1
took my leave, reflecting somewhat more
deeply on the incident than perhaps: such a
trifle would warrant.

The conveyance which [ was to prepare
was a deed to the mother of Kllen Debray, as
trustee for her daugbter, of certain valuable
property, lving in the outskirts of the ciry.
now of considerable value, and likely to be
much more so.  The tract was deseribed ap-
parently with great care, in an old deed
which Stephen had furnished me, and from
which [ was to copy the description. This
deed purported te be to the father of his
grandfather. that is, to the father of the de-
ceased husband of Mrs Huntingdon. [ obey-!
ed my structions, drafting what was neces-\
sary in the trustdeed, and handing my draft
to a clerk to copy, with directions to fill the
blank I had left for the «property with the
description in the deed. The clerk was care-
ful to obey, and, some years afterward, he re-
membered that he had” remarked to a fellow
clerk that the ink on the deed had singularly
eaten the paper, but that this was not un-|
common in & deed sixty or eighty years old.
The trust deed was prepared and executed,
and [ had afterwards no occasion to visit the
family for several years, though Mvs Hunt-
ingdon not infrequently drove to my office to
consult me. She continued in fine condition
for socld & persen, until nearly four years
a‘ter the execution of the deed, when she cal-
led at myoffice, saying that she was not well,
and that she had made up her mind to change
the provisions of her will, which she had
brought with her. Having szcured Ellen
against want. and, in fact, given to ber a for-
tune. 8 esired to make but two provisions
in her will. She wished to leave the bulk of
her estate to her grandson, Stephen, and a
legacy of some thousands to her daughter.
Mrs Debray, Her wishes were so clear, and
distinet, and brief. that | prepared a will for!
her to sign while she was sitting in my office,
and she executed it there, | being one of the
witnésses,

I never saw Mrs duntingdon alive after
that. A week later I receivea a message cal-
linz on me to attend her tuneral, aud. after
seeing her placed in the vault of the old Dutch
church at ——, wi.ere her husband was buri-
ed, I returned, at the request of the family, to
upen her will at the old place. Every one

property except Ellen, who bad now grown
1uto a woman of extraordimary beauty. [ had
not seen her for five years, and | was surprised
at the splendor of her appearance, even in
deep mourning. Stephen was unchanged.—
He did not lgok an hour older or youngerthan
when I first saw him. DBut the death of his
grandmother, having left him master of the |
place, had opened a new phase in hisebarac- |
ter. He grew suddenly baughty, res(—'r\'ﬂd.|
and distant in his treatment of wyeelf; and |
I hud searcely finished reading the will, when |
he intimated, in the broadest manner, that
my presence would be no longer necessary, and
[ retired without exchanging sny words on |
the sulject. : {
| had oot reached the outer door when Miss l
Debray overtook me, and begged me to step |

into a small reception-room, with her. *

*1 beg your pardon, Sir, raid she, ‘for
stopping you, but my mother and myself need |
advice at this time. !

‘I assure you, my dear young lady, that no
one can be more happy to give 1t, or with more J
sincere wishes for your welfare. :

‘[ am certain of it, Sir. My grandmother!
bad ‘always great confidence in you. She|
bade me apply$to you at all times. 1*must be
frank with you, and, tell you what yuu may
Frou my earliess |

‘childhcod {'have Leen deperdent on my grand-

.

mother, and have lived in her house, with my
mother and my cousin Stephen. Stephen is
not what you take him to be.’

[ interrupted her by a smile.
and continued :

You smile; perhaps I am wrong. You
lawyers have great opportunities to study {nces
and characters. Bu, Sir, if you have shought
Stephen Huntingdon any other than an ac-
complished deceiver, you have erred.’

‘1 never thought him other than that.

‘Whyso? How did you learn that ¥

¢ Five years ago, when I first saw you, and
he took a rose from the basket you had
gathered for your grandmother. I think |
saw through him then.’

‘ Youdid ; you did. It is just that [ want
now to speak of ; and | am unable to tell to-
day whether Stephen hates or loves me most.
His love is. more to be abhorred than his hate,
for his love is selfish—wholly so. But my
mother ne has hated with intense hate from
his childhood. She wnifpped him once. He
never forgave it. She fears him now, poor
mother !~ But 1 do not fear him for myself ;
it is only for my mother. He will wrong
her out of every farthing of her property, if
he can. He would murder her 1if he dared.
You bhave no idea of his fiendish nature.—
Now \séwill you take care that mother re-

She paused.

ceives the legacy from grandma, and then
she will be comfortahle, even if my property
prove worthless.’

* Yours, Miss Debray? Your property is
large and. valuable; you can mnever know
want.’ y -

¢ I don’t know. Sir ; I am poorly versed in
these matters. My life for some years has
been made wp of fear of Stephen and love for
mother, and - and—' *

¢ Bo frank, Miss Debray. There is another
party 1n interest. Never mind his namo.’

“You are kind, Sir—there is;but Stephen
has often hmnted that, unless [ marry him,
1 will find myself poor. 1 wish I knew his
reasons.’

¢ [t was mearly to frighten yon. T drew
the deed of trust myself, and I think the pro-
perty, as pornted out to me by your grand-
mother. must be worth at least a quarter ofa
a million. The city is growing all around
i

*So I have heard often. But fear—’

¢ Kllen, Ellen !’ a voice called in the entry.
[ rose and passed out. Mrs Debray, and
Stephen were coming in. The former said,
‘1 am glad to have met you Sir. Stay a
moment. Miss Debray, this gentleman, your
cousin, has selected this day to make cetainly
ill-timed propesals for your hand. 1 would
have preferred to leave such matters until my
mother’s grave were somewhat grown eilent
after our retiring footsteps. But he leavs no
alternative, having informed me that the on-
ly terms on which we can remain in his
house are our aczeptance of his propesals,’

¢ Nay, Madam, you speak harshly ; I said
not that,

¢ You said 2s much, Sir. Let us not dis-
pute about shades of meaning. Your answer,
my child.

* Steph
Has he yours ¥’

* Yours is mine !’

¢ thank you. Then he needs not to hear
it repeated.’

The young man’s brow was growing black

has my answer already; mother.

ja8 8 thunder-cloud.

* Have you reflected sufficiently, my fair

cousin? You give but brief consideration to
a question of much importance.’

I have considered it monthly for four
years.”

‘ But think. T am rich, and you choose
poverty, want, misery, in place of this old
home. .

* My danghter is not poor. She is rich.
Is not this so, Sir ¥ eaid Mrs Debray, turn-
ing to me.

¢« T pelieve it is, Madam,’ said 1, for the
first time speaking. ‘[ certamnly drew a
deed of valuable property for her benefit some
years ago.’

¢ Ab, indeed. I remember a deed of that
kind, some four years since. But I think
[ heard that it was destroyed before delivery,
or there was an error in it, or something of
the sort. My solicitor assured me of it,—
But Lawyers differ.

¢ That is not to the present point at all,
Sir. I think the will of my mother gives
me her carriage and horses. If you will or-
der them. | will leave with my daughter.’

* Madum, [ beseech you—’

Ellen was passing out, when he laid his
hand somewhat rudely on her ghoulder, as
he spoke to her mother, Miss Debray shrank
from his touch with 2 shudder. ‘Ha! you
shrink. pretty child. By I will make
you one day long for my arm to be around
you. Lookin my face, girl!’ And be seiz-
ed her mow by the arm so roughly, that
she eried out with pain. 1 sprang forward,
and caught him by the throat. He mude an
ineffectual blow at me with his fist, and |
sent him flying into a corner, where he luy
bruised and, I feared, badly hurt, but he
sprang to Lis feet, und screnmed, rather than
spuke :

‘Coward, to strike a deformed man !’

I retorted londer thanm be, threatening that

{
i

if he uttered another word I would kill him
then ard there; and I took him again by the
throat by way of convineing him of my sin-
cerity. The two ladies escaped, and in five
minutes were in the carriage, where 1 joined
them. All the servants came out weeping .
and as we drove away we saw the face of
Stephen Huntingdon ‘at an upper window,
pale but devilish ;: and when we had passed
out of the gark, and were a half mile from
the house, I could still fancy that demon's
countenance following us wish his curses.

For some men's eyes are curses ; some
men’s very looks are curses. The world is
such a miserable world, after all, that one who
has lived in it a few years, learns to value: a
look, a glance, a kind regard, as priceless :
and to fgel that harsh looks, and above all
angry looks, are curses in themselves, dark-
ening God’s clear sunshine.

We felt them s0 in this instance; and we
had driven a wile hefore any one spoke. I
then demanded instructions where to drive’,
and Mrs Debray named the house of a friend,
to which she propesed to proceed before ar-
ranging & permanent place of residence.

Tho next day, at her request, 1 sent a
young man eut, in eompany with her servant
to procure her trunks and papers ; but whi e
the former were delivered, the latter were
withheld by Stephen Huntingdon, under pre-
tence that they formed part of the estate of
his grandmother. s

For the vext six months, 1 was from time to
time employed in arranging Mrs Debray’s
plans. A replevin suit had brought her va-
rions articles of private property, as well as
those of her danghter : the latter. however,
gave evidence of having been thoroughly
examined, and all her letters und papers had
been opened.-

War was declared between Stephen Hunt-
ington and his relatives, and bis advisers

who lent thermselves to his designs with ail
willingness.

I had been considerably surprised at'the
coolness with which ke had proncunced the
trust deed worthless, but euch examination
as | was able to give it, eonvinced me that he
was attempting to frighten his cousin ;
though I confess to an uneasiness on the sub-
ject, which, for a long time, I could not
overcome.
~ Infthe spring, immediately after the death
of Mrs Huntingdon, Stephen  served notices
on the tenants of Mrs Debray, forbidding
them to pay rent to he» as trustee, and 6
the same time, his attorneys served a nutice
on Mrs Debray, forbidding ber to collect the
rents.

their reasons. They replied that the trust
deed was utterly worthless, for reason that
there was no property dewcribed in it ; that
the deed faileéJ to convey any property what-
ever, and they were instructed to demand and
receive the rents for their elient.

Astonished, as might well be imagined, |
caused an examination to be made. An ac-
curate surveyor was employed, and dirécted
to find the premises conveyed by that deed.
He returned with the astonirhing intelligence
that the premises were mowhere. 1 hat the
description wasarambling affair without end,
enclosed no property. That in point of, fact,
the words, which ended the last course given,
¢ the point the place of beginning,’ were a
simple falsehood ; for en following the course
given in the deed, be had gons a half mile
from the place of beginning, and did not re-
turn to it an ineh.

This was a tevrible blow ; nor could there
be a remedy. The cenveyance was a giit.
No word signifying where she property lny
had been uttered by any person. The sole
evidence of Mrs Huntingdon's intention was
contained in a conversation I once had with
her, in which she had pointed out certain
houses as on the land she had given to
Ellen.

it was true that we have colle:ted the
rents, because we have always wnderstood
the ¢ Upland Farm,” as it was called, to be
the property conveyed. Such, no doubt.
has been Mrs Huntingdon's intention and
understanding.

But these very rents are now demanded by
Stephen, avd, until they were repaid, he ut-
terly refused to pay over the legacy to Mrs
Debray.

A balance of mopey accounts showed a
trifle of a few hundred doliars in her favor,
and she and Ellen were otherwise desti-
tute,

The overwhelming pature of this discovary

was at Jength compelled to be the ‘Learer of
it to the mother and daughter, o & iddenly
plunged from a position of ufiuence into ac-
tual poverty.

I found them prepared for it, and Ellen
herself remarked that she had never donlred
that it would prove so. * dtephen bad une
characteresnic,” said she, *He was al-
ways certain of bis ohject befors he diselosed
it.?

¢ Exoept in one instance,’ said | looking at
her with & smije.

but he does uot think so. He is, without

were unscrupulous men in the profession,

| called immediately on them, and inquired |

may be better imsgined than deseribed. T:

8

‘You are right, He was mistaken therq, =
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