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‘A day ago is but a spark sublime, 
Of all the circling East unfolds ; 

“Yet who that lives can measure time— 
Who span the worth a moment holds >—. 
‘Who tell how full of human tears— : 
How dark with weariness and woe’ 

‘An hourmay prove ? Some speak of years ; 
~ Ispeak but of a day ago! 

“A day !—a thing but few regard— 
A drop upon the stream of life— 
A flower upon the summer sward, 

* Where thousand other flowers are rife! 
Yet o'er the dial of our fate 
There is a finger moving slow ;— 

How long "twill move what tongue can state 
Whats death was life a-day ago? ~~ 

Al! solemn task, to teach the soul 
~The value of a moment's space ; 
‘Our thoughts and wishes to eontrol, 
. And look on Truth with fearless face !— 

"To strip from lope its rainbow drest, 
og faise, false glitter, and its show : 

All life—to Man—is littleness !—- 
“All 'time—to God—a day ago ! 

Use time—and use it wisely, then; 
Esteem it at its proper worth ; 

Nor say, were years to come again, 
- We would act differently on earth : 
Be grateful for the bounties sent, 
And patient when they cease to flow ; 

Soon—-soen—e learn how much is meant 
By those brief words—A day ago! 

SOMBTHING THAT WAS TO 
_ OUR ADVANTAGE. 

Beuinp the tall gentleman had come out 
another little bald man, who from the circum- 
stancé of his being without a hat, and having a 
pen in his hand, we judged, and rightly too, to 
be Mr Burrows. He knew who we were, for 
the clerk had taken in our card, and he ad- 
«dressed us at once very courteously indeed, and 
invited us to come into his own room, which 
we did. Had we a fortnight before had the 
gift of second sight to see what was likely ‘to 
happen, Tam sure neither of us would or could 
have believed we, would be in London, and 
sitting-in-a-soliciter's office, too, with such a 
weighty business to look into; and when this 
all passed through my mind, I felt, so strangely 
exeited, that it was very well for us both Sister 
Anne was so calm and so deliberate. This } 
thought for a moment, but the next Mr Bur- 
z0Ws was speaking, and I felt that even with 
Anne there it was my, duty to try and under 
stand what was said. So [ was very attentive 
while My Burrows explained that the gentleman 
from India was gone down to Coombe Haldon 
to collect information, and would not be back 
for two days more; but we might call on the 
third, and” we “should have all particulars. — 
"There might be, he said, about thirty thousand 
pounds, when all the expenses had been paid; 
* quite enough,” he laughed, rubbing his hands, 
* to come to London for, Miss Hooper. And 
then he asked about the Bible, if we had brought 
it up with: us, as, indeed we had, for Sister 
Anue had tied it carefully in brown paper, and 
brought it in her arms this very morning, for 
fear, she said, any robber might: break into the 
Golden Sheaf while we were out. All. this 
time I wondered she never spoke, never ans- 
wered Mr Burrows oie word. , I would greatly 
baye liked to ask some questions, but knew 
how improper it would be for me to open a 
conversation with any gentleman Before my 
sister led the way, ‘sod sat silent also. Per- 
haps Mr Burrows wondered: we did not say 
anything. 1'am ‘sure he must, for he tried a 
new subject, to bring about some: conversation, 
1 dare sey ; for he left, off speaking to Anne and’ 

“You kpow the gentleman who just now. 
weut ont, your cousin?’ : 

1 said ¢ Noy’ but Anne said, in a hoarse, 
strange voice, ¢ Yes, Ido, Ido; [ did" five-and 
twenty years ®ITon Mark Layton. O! 
how changed, but so changed that I would 
not, knpw him gmong a thousand—Cousin 
Mark!’ , 
When 1.loaked at her, she was shaking from 

head to foot. I suppose Mr Burtows thought 
it was her usual way of speaking, for he weat 
on quite unconcerned. ‘He too is a claim- 
ent). sacred gn 

¢ I thought him dead ; I thought him dead I 
said Anne, more strangely even than she had 
spoken before. * 

Still I wondered, and still Apne looked as 
rigid. as if she had forgotten all we had come 
for jand 1 began to fear she was losing sight 
of ull the important points we had written down 
that morning before we left our hotel, that we 
wanted information upon ; but, as she had now 
spoken; there was no reason why I should not. 

| never liked it, so we knew nothir 

father, any family by his second marriage, #’ 

one.’ 

pectation, but until 

came to know Mr Eaglesthorpe had been twice 

toe children of John Eaglesthorpe and Rebecca 
his wife, in which case you are excluded. But 
do not be quite discouraged, for I am not cer- | business was urgent. It was Mr Burrows and 
: finetihe words cf the will. There is a Mr ; 

0. rnberry to appear on behalf of bis mother. 
You know them? . 3 

1 said, * Mr Thornberry’s father bad 
been a  cotton-spinner, and my father had 

g of them.— 
os that Mars Thornberry was of the first family; 

new. 3 
‘We had a good deal of talk after this, and 

still Sister Anne never spoke, but sat sometimes 
trembling from head to foot, and then relapsing 
into that rigid state. In all my life [had never 
felt so puzzled how to act, I was afraid to talk 
much to Mr Burrows, for I feared the repri- 
mand Anne would be sure to give me afterwards 

and still my sister’s strange behaviour seemed 
to throw the necessity on me. Had she been 
merely stiff, I would thought she was dig- 
nified, but that trembling bafed me complete- 
ly. When Mr Burrows made an apology, and 
said he-had anappointment at the Temple, and 
he hoped we would excuse him, I saw our visit 
wasat an end ; indeed I had waited a long time 
for Anne to move, To talk so much was quite 

| bad enough, breach enough—to make the first 
move was a liberty too great to be even dream- 
ed of; but Mr Burrows rose and took his hat, 
and somehow, though to this day I never knew 
how, we reached the street; ps in my con- 
fusion 1 rose up; I cannot say; but as Anne 
never mentioned the subject, 1 hope I did no- 
thing wrong. 

By the time we reached the Golden Sheaf, 
our dinner was ready, and we had no conversa- 
tion until the waiter {eft the room, and then 
Anne left her seat at the table, and took one at 
the fire. Half-an-hour passed, and then I said 
scmething about the child, little Fanchette whom 
we had seen that day. Something in what I 
said (I never could remember what it was) 
seemed to unlock the doors of Sister Anne's 
heart, for all at once she rose from her chair, 
sat down on the hearth-rug, and bowing her 
head on my knee, wept very bitterly, for what 
seemed to me a long time. ~ It was sucha new 
sight, and I was so grieved to see Anne suffer, 
and I knew so badly what to do orsay, that I 
cried too, not so bitterly, but very heartily,and 
now and then I stroked her thin, grey-streaked 
hair, and said, ¢ Dear Anne! as soothingly as [ 
could. : 

After a time her voice got clearer, and lifting 
her herd she said, * Dear Margery, it isso long 
ago, and yet when I saw him to-day, it’ seemed 
like yesterday.’ 4 

' 1 began to understand it a little mow. It 
was Cousin. Mark, the man we had seen come 
out of Mr Burrews’ room. And then by slow 
degrees, by little and little, she went on to tell 
me how long age, very long ago, when I was a 
child, she and Cousin Mark had loved each 
other. She used to go every summer while our 
grandfather lived to Coombe Haldon, and there 
one time she met Mark Layton, the orphan son 
of my mother's sister ; and there through suce 
cessive yearsthey met, though no one thought 
she was more interested in him than in any one 
else there. It was all very hapuy for a time, 
but at last people began to say how unworthy 
they had found Mark Fayton to boi 1 was 
when she flushed angry, and took his part so 
violently in his absence that our grandfather 
suspected how it was, and wrote for my father 
to come down. They laid before her every 

+{ proof of his wickedness, every species of sin, 
and every breach of the law ; they told her how 
for his dead mother's sake they had borne so 
long, and tried him so often, but that it must 
be no longer; to Coombe Haldon he must 
never come again. Still she was unmoved, and 
believed in him opough it all, She would ever 
trust him, so she told them, and go she told 
him, and he promised to deserve her if he lived 
for a few years more, and he would come back 
to win her before all the world. And she had 
believed him, in all the boundiessness of a wo- 
man’s faith ; and when he came not back again, 
she believed him dead ; and until to-day had 
tasught him so; and now, after twenty-five 
years, he had come to life again, to crush dead 
forever the life of love she had nurtured for 
him in that strong warm heart al] these years. 
Since the death of our grandfather she had 
never gh ae Haldon, for Ths = 
son, the Baglesthorpe propert. toa dis- 
tant relative who had taken the fhmfly name.— 
How all through this time she had never breath- 
ed these things to me, T marvelled; but I 

So took the parcel containing the Bible from 
bef arms, and as.she did not resist, or so much, 
as lobklatme to forbear, 1 took courage and 

thought, if she had let me share her love all 
these years, as I did her grief now, it would not 

ot | be so bard to soothe ber. But was thankful 
went cn. I untied the string, and tock sut’ that she at last saw for herself how false he had 

sf 8 a 10 DHEak various family documents that we had slipped] been, His dark’ ‘vindictive countenance and 
Tilerature &r ©" |inat the fly-leaf; in case they would be of any | heavy hanging brows rose before me, and made 

peed EHR od AR “NW © 0 use, and Mr Burrows and I looked them over. ! me speculate as to the truth of plysiognomy.: 
ALAS ~~ ~~ | After some close examination he then said, 

“ Had the late Mr Eaglesthorpe, your grand- | tired of London, and longing for the home-feel 

‘He had, 1 answered ; ‘our mother was|ment we. could follow there, which .I hoped 

He looked very. grave, and said, ‘I fear I{ing, than the inert 
have brought you ¥ London ona false ex~|couldin this dreary hotel.! It was the even 

r Demfall returns cannot | ing of the third day, pretty late in it too, ‘and 
precisely say ; it is only" since he left town 1|we had'been wondering when, and wishing to 

married, and I fear the will says something of | the waiter brought up to usa gentleman's card 

Two days passed slowly by; we were both 

our own house gave, and the routine of employ- 

would be better help towards my sister's heal: 
hie we filled as we best. 

each other that, this visit would be over, when 

who he said was waiting below. He hoped we 
| would excuse the lateness of the hour, but kis 

he wasshown up, He reiterated the apology: 
{ the waiter had brought, and then, after a mo- 
ment’s hesitation, said, * Iam come ladies to 
ask your sympathies, and, indeed, assistance,’ 

fized on the wreck that lay before us. The 
wind whistled in the chimney, and the rain beat 
against the window panes, without, a. dren 1 
accompaniment to the heavy breathing of the 

eper within, The man (1 cannot. bring my- 
self to call him ¢ cousin,’ as Anne did, for such 
he never was to me, though it looks unkind to 
my dear sister to disown him thus) was sleep- 
ing: so soundly, 1 began to ponder: whether I 
could not induce Sister Anne to go to bed, and 
wishing more than ever the child would sleep, 
whet we were all aroused by the figure in the 
bed springing up suddenly and screaming for 
help. Anpe and 1 shrunk back out of his 
sight ; the nurse, startled from her doze, flew 
over to the bed, He tried to say something 
for some minutes, but could not; at last ke 
screamed, ‘1 am dying~I am dying! and 
when no answer came, ‘and you "kaow it.’ 
With glaring eyes, he stroveand struggled for 
speech, again ; it seemed a long time, but it 

for being forward in talking with gentlemen ; |, 

was coming, sat silent. oy 

ther moved nor spoke. 
¢ What of him ?' I asked. 

very ill, in this house.’ ; pei 
“In this house P I cried; ‘how came he 

here P| * Wodnidd o. 
¢ As you did, waiting the decision of this pro- 
rt 3 

2 We did not know he was under the same 
roof with us” I murmured scarcely ‘knowing 
what tosay. 

¢ Is he dead P’spoke Anne, so abruptly that 
1 started. a Sli ot 

¢ No, ma'am, but he soon will be, or the doc- 
tors, as well as I, are mistaken.’ ; 

¢Isit so bad ? ‘What is it ? IT asked. 
¢ His habits were, 1 fear not good ; I fear he 

was given to rig meee ; but inflamation has 
Seon his brain ; be cannot survive the night.’ 
No ene spoke. * Can you guess what I come 
to you for? TI know no other relatives he 
has in London ; indeed, until a week or so ago, 
I know nothing of him. He is dying, that is 
plain ; but then there is the child; she is lying 
on the bed beside him : I cannot move her, and 
she must be taken away. Will you do this for 
to-night, until I can see further ? Though they, 
are no concern ot mine, personally, 1 cannot 
see the child suffer as she 1s doing.’ 

1 rose from my chair. ¢ Mr Burrows, 1 am 
ready.’ ’ 
# No,’ said Sister Anne, ¢ I will go for her my: 

I followed her, as led by Mr Burrows; we 
traversed long es, anc went several 
flights of stairs. At the door of a bedroom we 
stopped. Sister Anne shrunk back ; until that 
moment it had not occurred to her how Cousin 
Mark would look at her intrusion. As we 
stood, we could hear his voice, screaming, 
shouting, cursing, swearing, each expression 
being more blasphemous than the preceding 
one. ‘ 
Mz Burrows understood her hesitation. ¢ He 

iy quite delirious,’ he said, and knows no one; 
do notbe afraid of him either. I will stand with 
you until the child comes. 
As we stood, silence suddénly fell within the 

room. Mr Burrows stepped forward and went | 
into the room, leaving us standing’ there. ~Sis- 
ter Anne leaned against the door-post ; I watch- 
ed her with such an. anxious ‘heart. * Presently 
Mr Burrows came out. ‘He isin a heavysleep; 
it is a good time.’ 

We went in, and fora minute Anne looked 
at the sleeping man, and I also. To see that 
dark, coarse face, with its wicked, fierce ex- 
pression, heightened by the matted, tangled hair 
that hung about it, made my blood stand still 
and a sorrowful heart for my poor sister's delu- 
sion, that had worshipped such an image all 
those years, made me tear that I, her only sis= 
ter, might grow to hate one she had loved so 
well.. Fanchette lay on the outside of the 
clothes, with her head upon the pillow, beside 
her father, her bright eyes passing from one to 
the other, as if she knew what our object was in 
coming there. All our efforts failed to move 
her ; she resisted them all, and "at last we had 
reluctantly to abandon the attempt. We went 
outside the door to consult with Mr Burrows, 
what was best to be done. He was obliged to 
leave, and he feared the sick-nurse would not be 
‘care-taker enough 0 quiet my sister's fear ; for 
we agreed (to wait until the child fell asleep, 
and then remove her carefully and tenderly. 1 
was not prepared, after Anne’s nervousness du- 
ring the past three days, to see her so calmand 
strong, but she told "Mr Burrows she would 
wait with thenurse, and he need not have any 
fears for her ; she had none for herself. So Mr 
Burrows thanked us, said « Goodnight.” and 
we turned back into the room. 
(At the end of balf-an-hour we were all there 

still. The fire had burned low, down to a heap 
of glowing cinders without any blaze ; the nurse 
dozed in an arm. chair, and the little child still 
lay with waking eyes, watching us ail, but gra 
dually seeming more and more drowsy. 1 laid 
a plaid overher tokeep her warm, and then 
sat down ona low stool by the bed, whers 1 
could see the sick man’s face, and my poor sis 
ter's too, who sat in the same rioid way 1 had 
so often lately seen her do, with her eyes also 

~* Do you not know "he said. ¢ He is very ill, | nurse 

He paused ; and we, not not knowing what | might have been a few seconds; at last he gas- 
ped out, * A small carpet-bag—bring it, I say, 

“Your cousin, Mr Layton——he wort woman,’ She searched the room, it seemed - 
fruitless, for still he screamed. At last I recol-? on. on : 

Anne fixed her eyes on the carpet, and nei- | lected having seen a small bag hanging at the 
back of the door. 1 looked; it was there still ; 
and keeping out of sight, I handed it to the 

¢ Open it,” he yelled ; * empty it out.’ 
She did so, and a number of letters and loose 

erg feel on the floor. ¢ Put them in the 
, all of them,” She hesitated. “ Burn 

them I 
- He was growing hoarse with the effort he 
was making. There was nothing else for it; 
the nurse heaped them on the ved coals, they 
caught quickly and blazed instantaneously ; the 
draught of the chimney sucked them up, and 
ove by one each black and red glowing mass, 
floating up and out into the night air, passed 
away. [| longed to save them, even a few ; as 
regarded the child they might be of value ; but 
it could remain but a wish under such circum- 
stances, While they burned, their owner sat . 
up in bed, watching with frightful eagerness 
their consumption, and when the fierce flame, 
had caught them all, he gave one t iumphant yell 
and fell back insensible. 

* His loud voice had startled the child from - 
the sleep she had half fallen into, and sitting up, - 
she cried in a frightened voice, +O papa! © 
papa !' almos: blinded by her pretty hair falling 
over her face and by her tears. : 

1 saw how soon nowall would be over, and T 
longed to get Sister Aune away, but how I 
knew not, and move the child seemed utterly 
hopeless. The nurse appeared to understand 
what I wanted, and made signs the little girl 
was s0 frightened she would be glad to come, — 
So I,stole up to Anne and said, softly, ¢ Sister, 
you and ] must take away the child now.'—- 
She looked at me, as if she hardiy understood 
me, but when I lifted the little one she rose 
also and followed me. We sat down in our 
own room, the little one clinging to me, still 
sobbing in a low voice. Sister Anne neither 
moved nor spoke. - Presently my little charge 
fell asleep, and I carried her softly in my own 
room, and put herin bed, and when I came 
back Anne was quietly crying by our own fire. 
I sat down too, and waited, and after a time of 
her own accord she spoke: * Cousin Mark— 
Cousin Mark, is this the end I" It was said so 
bitterly, and I tried to say something soothing, 
but words would not come, se we had another 
dong silence. And ther we talked a little now 
and then till daybreak, when I got Anne to go 
‘to bed, and she feil asleep. 

After breakfast came Mr Burrows. I saw 
him and we talked about the funeral. It was 
no use to think about sending for relatives ; he 
had no near ones. Mr ‘Thornberry and our- 
selves were equally near, Together Mr Bur- 
rows and I looked over Mark’s trunks; hut, 
whether it was that all trace had been destroyed 
by the burning of the papers, or what, I know 
not, we could diseover-no trace of where he had 
lived, or how, those twenty-five years; but 
from what he had himself told Mr Burrows, we 
feared nothing good or creditable could be made 
known. » 

In his coat-pocket we found two or three 
bank-notes, enough to defray all the expenses 
incurred ; and in a pocket-bock, in which they 
were, we found the copy of his marriage regis 
ter,at New Orleans, to a Frances de Saielle ; 
also of little I'anchette’s baptism at Paris, and 
some bills dated about three weeks back, of the 
funeral of his wife at Boulogne Silt 
Now it was come to his own funeral, and Mg 

Burrows promised to communicate with Mr # 
Thornberry, in case he would choose to give di- 
rections about the interment of his deceased re- 
lative. But that day it had been discovered 
that Mr Thornberry, in right of his mother, * 
and no other, was entitled to the thirty thou- | 
sand pounds ! and he seemed to think it very 
odd Mr Burrows should annoy him at such w 
time with such communications, Certainly, 
unfortunate Mark could not have desersed 
worse epithets than his cousin bestowed upon 
him. He should bave dealt gently with the 
dead, although he had loag known, and had 
experienced often, Mark’s want of probity. 
There was nothing else for it, so sister Anne - 
ond I bought mourning, and followed. lit:le 
Fanchette's father to the grave. Poor litte 
soul, she was an orphan, snd a most friendless 
one : and, when Anne and [ talked the matter 
over, we wished very much to take her back te 


