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Home-sick and heart-sick that was all. \Vell what did it matter? Not much perhaps to 
anybody but herself. She stood at the window of a handsome and spacious stone 
dwelling, looking out in a pleasant and fashionable patt of the city. 

The lamp-lighter was hurrying with his ladder from one post to another, for the 
gloomy November twilight was fast merging into the darker shades of night, and chill 
and hollow sounding gusts of wind swept tlu·ough the street, whirling the dust into the 
eyes of passers-by who lmtTied on, eager to escape from the penetrating influence. The 
poor shivering beggar, as she moved aloaf, drawing her thin shawl more 
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closely around her, glanced in, at the fire-lighted room, and the 1i.chly-clad fotm that 
stood motionless gazing there, and sighing thought of the bitter contrast with her own 
miserable lot, and the little patient plodding seamstress, bearing weariedly to her owner, 
the garments on which she had stitched so diligently tlu-ougl1 the day, mused to herself as 
she caught a glimpse of the glow and comfott within, "Oh if I were but her, how happy I 
should be, " and down deep in her foolish heart, arose vain longings for blessings and 
comforts that had been denied her. 

And ce1tainly, if material good could satisfy the soul, Lucy Cameron had surely 
been a contented and happy woman. Her home was spacious, comf01table and elegant, 
her apparel rich and becoming, her 
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fare sumptuous and dainty. The nigl1t without was dark and cold, but within the heaped-
up coal burned cheerily in the brightly polished grate; --the flames playing grotesquely on 
carved ceiling and richly-papered walls, heightening the ruddy tints of crimson draperied 
windows, and luxurious couches, and ottomans, and casting their genial light on rare 
paintings, whose massive well-gilt frames bespoke the wealth of their possesor (sic). 
Yes, luxury and comfort had here evidently, gone hand in hand, in the arrangement and 
adornment of the dwelling, and all this costly garniture was her own, for had she not 
purchased it, aye but at what pti.ce? 

The trappings of wealth are very pleasant things doubtless to possess, but then, if 
we should buy them too dearly, I am afraid it would be libely to tarnish their value. \Vas 
it so with Lucy Cameron 
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I wonder? 

Drawing together the rich heavy folds of the damask curtains, she turned from the 
window, and listlessly sinking down in a low-cushioned seat by the :fire, gazed 
thoughtfully into its ruddy embers, as one who sees visions, and dreams dreams. 



"Dreaming," she mmmured with a gasp and shudder, "dreaming still? \Vhat have 
I more to do with dreams? iv1y life ' s reality has commenced!" 
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And then she strove to force her thoughts to dwell on the present, her every-day 
duties, cares, worldly pleasmes- some would have thought them such no doubt, they had 
turned to ashes on her lips forever- but her mind rebelled, it would not be controlled; the 
old habit asserted its sway, and she went back to the past as a miser returns again and 
again to his money-bags, drawing forth their shining treasure, gazing on it with a gloating 
admiration, and doting fondness that 
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long familiarity seems to heighten, rather than diminish. 

Thus absorbed in idle revel)', she had almost forgotten her present existence, 
when tlu·ough the closed folding-doors came the sound of the se1vant's steps in the 
dining-room, making preparations for the evening's meal, and with an effort rousing 
herself, she hastened to the Piano, striving, by the witchery of music, to drown the 
whispers of memory. Her skill was slight, but it se1ved to cheer many a sad hour, and her 
voice, though neither a1tistic or highly-cultivated, was sweet and plaintive, and now it 
filled the room, as an old song learned in childhood, came back to mind: 

"The past, oh, what shall we give the past? 
Oh give it tears, 

For the sonows that heavily shadows cast, 
Over our future years. 

For friends that are friends to us no more, 
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For the grief behind, and the gloom before, 
For pleasures in which we take no part, 
For meanness lying like frost on the heart, 
For a health worn-out, and a sky overcast, 
The past, oh, what shall we give the past? 
Oh give it tears!" 

And still the mournful refrain echoed tlu·ough the room, "Oh give it tears," "Oh 
give it tears," and the eyes of the singer grew dim and her voice faltered and then 
suddenly ceased, as the door opened and a tall, active, business-like man, entered and 
stood beside her. 

"\Vell this is melancholy music to be sure," he said in a jocular yet slightly 
annoyed tone. "I wonder Lucy what makes you so fond of sentimental trash. I thought 
you too sensible a woman to care for such." 

"I did not think you were listening," was the quiet reply, as ivfrs. Cameron ri,;,ing 
closed the piano. 

"Oh I could not help hearing it as I came up the stairs, some mournful ditty about 
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the past, though I should think the present should please you better," and her husband 
cast a significant glance around the elegantly furnished parlour. 
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A flush rose to the young wife's brow, but it faded quickly, some reply was on her 
lips but she checked the words, and a summons to the dining-room turned his thoughts in 
another channel. 

As Lucy took her seat as the head of the table, and presided with gentle grace, at 
the bountiful and well-served repast, :tvfr. Cameron's dull grey eyes rested upon her with a 
gleam of satisfaction, and a thrill of pride and pleasure swelled his heart, that he had 
secured, as the mistress of his home, one so well fitted to adorn it. A shrewd, hard, 
business man, he had, neve1theless, indulged what fancy he possesed (sic) in the selection 
of a wife, and he loved her as much as his cok~ worldly, ambitious 
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nature had room to spare. 

The b1i.lliant lights of the costly pendant gasholder shone on the dazzling a1rny of 
china and silver that adorned the table, and the pensive, refined, and expressive face of 
the mistress of the dwelling, clad in a rich robe of shining silk, the soft bands of her dark 
hair contrasting with a spray of the scarlet bell-like fuschia (sic), she had carelessly 
twined in her glossy locks. 

She had vanished the past non-effectually, and with womanly bindness and 
womanly tact, strove to interest herself in what her companion's thoughts chiefly were 
occupied, the common topics of the day. 

And so, he talked of money markets, and business peqJlexities, and politics, 
flavored with a little of the floating gossip current in the city, and she listened and replied 
smilingly, and thus the meal passed off, and he arose replenished and satisfied, 
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but most of all with this clever, intelligent woman, who could so pleasantly and sensibly 
discuss the topics of the day. 

He compared her with the wives of his acquaintances and f1i.encl<,, and assuredly 
she lost nothing by the comparison. \Vb.at were they? Pretty dolls, not much more, only 
good for fashion, and flirtation and nonsense, drawling out a meagre "yes," or "no," if 
you tried them on any sensible subject; now his, could converse, and well, too; really he 
was proud of her, but prouder of himself for obtaining her. 

To be sure there were some moods in her which he could not understand; now and 
then she would touch on themes foreign to his thoughts, but then they were only a 
woman's ideas, pretty, but foolish and fanciful; she would outgrow them in time, when 
she had seen more of the world, and become more assimilated to himself. 

"And then she was so sweet-tempered, 
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not sullen, passionate, or capricious, that though she had been but a po1tionless girl, he 
had acted more wisely in his selection, than if he had chosen Susan Temple, the rich 
banker's daughter, whose snug fortune, burdened with herself, might have been his for 
the asking." 

You perceive that this man thought only of himself; he saw he had made a good 
bargain, and rejoiced in it, but in all his musings, he never troubled himself about his 
wife's view of the matter, or if, for a moment, he dwelt on it, it was to suppose how 



deeply grateful she must be for the affluent circumstances in which he had placed her, as 
contrasted with her earlier surroundings. 

He stood before the fire, putting on his fine broad-cloth overcoat, preparatory to 
an encountei· with the evening' s colcl. 

"I am son)' I have got to go out again Lucy, but it can't be helped, there ' s a 
committee 
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of the gokl mining company to meet tonight, we have glorious prospects before us, for a 
new and rich vein of the precious metal has been discovered, and I expect, by and bye, 
we shall become millionares (sic). Then, Lucy, you shall have a set of diamonds to make 
up for your lonely evenings." 

She smiled faintly, mmmuring, "It dicln 't matter much, she was used to quiet, and 
as to diamonds he was very kind, but she was no great lover of jewelry (sic)." 

Somehow the answer failed to please him; he had heard other wives chide their 
husbands for allowing business engagements to take them so often away from them, but 
Lucy, he could almost fancy, if he had been a man given to fancies, was rather glad of his 
absence. 

"Perhaps it is because she is too docile and sensible to blame me for what cannot 
be helpec~" he said to himself, and then aloud, "Business is business you know- my 
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dear, and must be attended to." 

"Yes, indeed," said Lucy, who, aware that she had spoken somewhat 
ungraciously, strove to make amends, by helping him to button his overcoat, and adjust 
his comforter, which a recent attack of Bronchitis had rendered necessary. 

"Pretty little fingers they were," he thought, as stretching herself on tip-toe, she 
strained at the refractory button-hole, and muffed more closely the woolen scatf over his 
lips. It was by no means a disagreeable sensation, that small white hand playing round 
his throat and face with so soft and caressing a touch, and he stooped to kiss her "good 
bye," with an affection that almost surprised himself. 

She suffered his embrace, but did not return it; he would have been better pleased 
had she clone so, but "it was not her way," he thought, and so he left hei· with a promise 
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of returning early, and directed his steps to the committee room, in a very pleasant frame 
of mind, in which an elegant house, a good dinner, a lady-like, clevei· wife, and the 
prospect of rapidly increasing wealth, were chief elements. 

Lucy closed the parlour door, and sat down on her comfortable cushioned 
rocking-chair with a sigh which, I am afraid, was pa1tly one of relief. I know it was 
,vrong in her, but she was no heroine, remember, only a woman full of faults and failings, 
I dare say. I know she took herself to task for the satisfaction she felt; she almost hated 
herself for it, but there was the feeling, and she could not expel it. 

Such a comf 01t to be alone, to sit, walk about, read, mu'Je, do anything she chose, 
and none to ask the why, or wherefore. 



"If he were only my brother, cousin, uncle, anything else but my husband," she 
broke 
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out passionately, "but to know that I belong to him, that I have forged, with my own 
hands, life-long fetters, to read in every look, in every action, that he considers me as his 
property; one whose sole aim should be to cheer, amuse, and minister to him, a 
'something clearer than his clog and nobler than his horse,' ah this was bitterness indeed." 

"He is kind too in his way, but his very kindnesses are to me as gall and 
wonnwood. He promises me diamonds, I wonder will they be a panacea for an aching 
heart, a heart void and desolate as mine? The captured-bird will pine, though a gilded 
cage be his prison, and I, like it, in the midst of luxuries, sigh and yearn for the freedom 
so recklessly sacrificed, so bitterly repented." 
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I told you she was home-sick and heart-sick, this poor Lucy. Home-sick, for what 
I wonder? Had she left a more palatial dwelling, enriched with greater adornments than 
those 
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that now surrounded her? Not at all. 

Home-sick for a little white cottage, some sixty miles away, a pretty picturesque 
place enough in summer, its sunoundings scarcely redeemed from the primeval forest 
that partly skirted it, but lonely and dreary enough, we might think, in Winter, standing, 
as it did, alone, a favorite rallying-place for the winds to go forth in their might. I think 
they, the winch~ I mean, all met there, and held sometimes high banquets, sometimes 
solemn conclave. I know- as they shook the lofty branches of pine and hemlock, and 
whirled with shriek and sob, and moan round the dwelling, they seemed in their own 
uncouth tongue, reciting to each other their deeds of valour, and predicting future 
triumphs, and many a noble vessel with its precious living fright, as it neared the rocky 
coast hard by, had bitter cause, tlu·ough dreary midnight hours, to me the fmy of those 
blasts, that gathering here, went forth "conquering and toconquer." 
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But pleasant music these winds made, as transfo1med into gentle zephyrs, tlu·ough 

the benign influence of smmner, they stole in open casement and wide-spread door, laden 
with a thousand sweets, rifled from woods, and orchards, and rich grassy meadows, 
where the strawbeny loved to hide, and the bees all the clay long, gathered honey from 
the white and crimson blossoms of the juicy cloves. 

Pleasant, too, was the song of birds jubilant to hail the mom, pouring out their 
hearts in an ecstasy of praise, in trilling delicious love-notes as they hovered about the 
mists of their young, and many a shady nook, and many a winding path in those dear old 
woocl'I, had beguiled in past days, Lucy' s feet, and had her a willing captive to their green 
recesses;--andjoyfully, how joyfully she alone could 
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tell, would she have exchanged all the comforts and elegancies by which she was now 
surrounded, for the unpretending rural cottage, once her home, but now passed into other 
hand'3. 

Dwelling amid the scenes of Nature life can scarcely be monotonous. It may be 
dull in its household aspect but rich and varied are the pleasures that she spreads before 
her delighted votary. Sameness, there is no sameness with Nature, for each season she 
invokes new fotms of beauty to delight the eye, and cheer the heart, that can rightly 
appreciate her cha1ms. 

It is the deadening influences of city life, the senseless routine of fashion and 
custom, that sicken and depress the soul, and make life, unless consecrated by high aims, 

"A peddler's pack that bows the bearer down." 
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Yes, life had become very dull, very real to Lucy Cameron. All its poetry had 

fled; cold, and bleak, and cheerless, was its aspect, as the landscape from which the sun 
withdraws. 

She had sacrificed herself, and wherefore? For fashion, for wealth, for a home? 
Not entirely, not chiefly, perhaps. There had been other motives that had lent their 
influence, in placing her in her present condition. 

Trne, near kindred she had none; the home of her early youth had fallen into other 
hands; she had none to whom she could look for help, and her accomplishments were too 
few, her education of too desultory a character, to enable her to compete successfully 
with the well-trained, routine teachers of the clay. Naturally sensitive she slu·ank from 
pushing her way in the world, from encountering the cold looks and colder words of 
strangers, lonely, needy, one might pity, but could 
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severely blame her, for accepting the luxurious home, offered to her, long and 
persistently. 

She had known .tvfr. Cameron from childhood, he had been a friend of her friends, 
a man upright in all his charities; a man whom the world had to bow down to and honour, 
and this same world, when it caught the rnmour of the maniage of the rich merchant, 
muttered and murmured to itself, "What a fortunate girl, what a match she has made to be 
sure, who would have thought if?"; and congratulations, some mixed with envy, a few of 
pure good wili were lavished upon Lucy, for "Jv1en will praise thee when thou drest well 
to thyself." 

Scarcely a twelvemonth had elapsed since Lucy Cameron' s marriage, but what a 
change had passed over her. The impulsive, social, warm-hearted, imaginative girl, who 
"round her made an atmosphere of life," had vanished, 
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and in her place there stood the calm, collected, dignified woman, somewhat reserved, 
though agreeable still, ready for deeds of kindness and charity, but in all that she said and 
did, duty seemed the sole prompter, for all sweet affections that had once moved her, had 
apparently become frozen or stifled in her heart. 
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I think Ralph "tvfaynard would scarcely have recognised her now- Ralph who had 
some time since set sail for the shores of the Old ·world, in a hasty fit of passion, wrought 
by some foolish misunderstanding, which pride and pique, on both sides, had widened 
and deepened into an almost impassible (sic) gulf. 

"For to be w01th with one in love, 
Doth work like madness in the bairn." 
No betrothal vows had passed between them,--and hurt at some want of 

confidence which she seemed to have manifested, hot words were 
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spoken, and they parted in anger, but when the wide waste of waters rose up between 
them, and the resistless steam-ship, like some unconquerable fate, bore him fa1ther and 
fa1ther away, shut up in his naffow stale-room, Thought, "tvlemo1y, Affection all awoke, 
he felt how foolish had been his conduct, in allowing "Trifles light as air" to destroy their 
mutual life-long happiness, and resolved, with that revulsion of generous feeling, that 
characterized his ardent impulsive nature, to acknowledge his hastiness, and seek her 
forgiveness. 

But explanation came too late, for ere circumstances pennitted him to seek and 
win her pardon, she had spoken the vows that must for ever part them. 

Once again he saw her, to upbraid her for her pride and feebleness, and then he 
disappeared from herb .... , and she heard his name no more. 

Unknown in the circle in which she now 
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mingled, no chance word revealed to her his present histo1y. 

Whither he went, and how life sped to him, were to her unknown, as though he 
had become an inhabitant of the unseen world- "F ar better this," she would say in some 
of her solita1y musings, "he is nothing to me now." 

But in spite of herself, her hea1t ached with an intense aching to behold his face, 
to hear his deep voice pronounce her forgiveness, for Lucy Cameron knew well, and had 
confessed it to herself, alas, too late, that she had been the chief offender, her impetuous, 
sensitive spirit that had wrought their life-long woe. 

Too late, too late, saddest words that were ever penned, they were the burden of 
her thoughts, and ever haunted by the pale spectre of the past, was it wonderful she 
should become the apparently cold, unimpassioned woman, whom many admired, but 
few were peimitted to love. 

One sang once, 
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"I almost think my hemt is dead. 
It lies so heavy in my breast, 
It throttled so fast, it wailed so long, 
It surely now has sunk to rest, " 

and sometimes she pei·suaded hei·self into a similar belief, but a strangei·'s tone would 
sound like an echo of that voice, -- from some passing child, eyes would glance at her, 
whose radiant depths reminded of his, and now and then she would chance to light on 



some book they had read together, some poem, "made music by his tongue, " and again 
the heart, bursting from the very sepulchre in which she would fain have entombed it, 
would rouse to fresh life, and sting her with renewed agony. 

And this lost lover of hers, he had been wo11hy of the deepest, the purest 
affection. True as stee~ ardent, generous, self-denying, 
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an accomplished scholar, endowed with a mind of rare mental calibre, Reason and 
hnagination in him were haimoniously united, and the deep underlying tenderness of his 
nature relieved the sterner and more manly traits of character, rendering him to his 
associates, not only an object of esteem, but of affectionate regard. 

Bitter was the contrast between him and the companion of her life, a contrast that 
seemec~ in prop011ion to her becoming more thoroughly acquainted with him, more 
painfully striking. 

The prosaic, common-place, selfish, ambitious man, possesing no literary taste, 
for the most pat1 absorbed in money-making speculations who regarded his wife chiefly 
as an appendage necessary to his own comfort and dignity, was far different from the 
ideal of her youth, whose affection, for herself, had ahnost amounted to idolatry. 
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She to him had been 

"His life, 
The ocean to the river of his thoughts, 
Which teiminated all,"-

and careless, half-heatted regard, could never supply his place. 
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Lucy had not deceived 1\1.r. Cameron, when she promised to be his wife. "He 
would be contented," so he said, "with her esteem and friendship ; as to love, he was not 
much of a believer in that; foolish boys and girls might rave about it, but sensible persons 
knew better, than to place much faith in the wild rhapsody of passion, as shott-lived as 
fiery. " 

But Lucy' s lips had uttered at the altar vows, which, ever and anon, stung her with 
blindest remorse. Had she not promised to love, honor, and obey, and dare she . .. .. .... . . 
to her word? Thus conscience spoke, 
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and would be silenced, and so, day after day passed, and she strove to pet-f otm aright her 
round of duties, uncomplainingly and with untiring diligence to promote her husband' s 
comfort, perhaps all the more exact in out\vard performance, because the spirit, the life, 
were wanting. 

The social circle in which they moved, was large and influentia~ and costly 
ente1tainment succeeded each other throughout the \Vinter, to most of which Mr. 
Cameron, fond of society, and proud of his wife, insisted on her accompanying him. 
Often she longed to be excused, but his will was law, --and as these senred in some 
measure as opiates to lull thought, she seldom objected, and the brilliant and sparkling 
lvfrs. Cameron, whose gay and witty reppattees (sic) were the admiration of one sex and 
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envy of the other, soon became the cynosure of many eyes, and the centre of attraction to 
whose who, wearied with 
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the frivolity and dreary routine of fashionable life, felt a new sensation of delight in 
meeting with this brilliant and gifted woman, charming and unique as they pronounced 
her. 

"Did you hear that l\,1rs. Cameron is very ill?" inquired a lady one morning of her 
neighbor, l\ifrs. Durham, who had just stepped in to have a sociable chat. 

"No; it was but a fo1tnight ago I met her at the house of a fo.encl. She was looking 
very poorly then I thought, and seemed somewhat out of spirits. What is the matter with 
her?" 

"Typhus, or Typhoid fever, I am not sure which, and her physicians give but little 
hope of her recovery." 

"Poor thing, poor thing," said the old lady sadly, "I am very sony for her. 
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I must go at once and see her." 

"But don't you think it is tunning a great risk to do so? Wl.1y you may catch the 
disease," observed her friend. 

"I do not feel in the least afraid, my dear," was the smiling reply. "\Vere I a 
young mother like you, sunoundecl by a host of little ones, perhaps it would be right for 
me to hesitate, but a lone old lady like myself, who has buried most of her clear ones, and 
who is fast going down to the grave, should surely seek to spend and to be spent for 
others, seeing that her opportunities for doing good must so soon draw to a close." 

Trne to her resolution 1'frs. Durham proceeded to l\!frs. Cameron's dwelling, and 
though from the sick chamber, by the Physician' s orders, visitors were rigidly excluded, 
yet an exception was gladly made in her favor, for many a sick bed had she stood by, 
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And often her skill and tenderness had been instrnmental in restoring the sufferer to 
health and strength again. 

Poor Lucy, in the delirium and torture of fever, tossed from side to side on her 
restless couch, unconscious of the kindly face that bent above her, and of the tender 
motherly care th.at so gently smoothed her pillow, and bathed her burning brow- and 
when, at length, the fever subsiding, reason resumed her sway, so excessive was her 
debility, that the Doctor regarded her restoration as almost hopeless. He avened that the 
ne1vous system had been so long prostrated before the fever had sieged her, by grief, or 
an.xiety of some kind, that it seemed next to impossible to re-kindle the flame of life, that 
flickered and faded as though to expire. 

With a sweet and touching smile, 
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Lucy recognised I\1rs. Durham, as she stood by her bed-side, assiduously ministering to 
her comfort, and gratefully appreciated her motherly care and tenderness, so different 
from that of the hired attendants who waited on her sick couch. 

Her hm;bancl, who, roused in a measure from selfish apathy, by an apprehension 
of his loss, had been most anxious in his care, was rewarded by more tender words than 
her lips had ever uttered before, for as the shadows of death seemed to be gathering 
around Lucy, her reserve and coldness gave place to something of the wannth and 
sweetness, which had characterized her in earlier clays. 
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At length she rallied a little, and one lovely spring morning, appearing somewhat 
stronger, Mrs. Durham prevailed upon her to exchange her bed for an easy chair, which 
was drawn up near the window, that the 
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poor invalid might inhale the balmy air, that stole refreshingly into the open casement. 

The sunshine flooded the room with light; the choice plants, an-anged in the 
balcony, filled the air with fragrance; a pair of goldfinches, hanging in a pretty cage, 
outside the window, sang men-ily, as though forgetful of their imprisonment; sounds of 
laughter and gay voices from the street below, came wafted upwards; all were redolent of 
hope and happiness, and Nfrs. Durham turned a glance towards the sick woman, ttusting 
to mark in her countenance, a faint reflection, at least, of the cheerfulness that seemed 
spread around. 

But she was sadly disappointed, for Lucy lay with closed eyes, and a face so wan 
and white as to sta11le her frienc~ not merely from its 
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look of extreme debility, but from the melancholy and dejection which marked every line 
of that expressive countenance. 

"I ttust you feel no worse, my dear," she said, affectionately pressing the thin, 
blue-veined hand, that rested so listlessly on her lap. 

"No, thank you, my kind friend. I think I feel a little better today, though it does 
not matter much. I hardly fancy I shall ever recover, and indeed scarcely feel a wish to 
do so." 

She paused, and then munnured, in an under-tone, yet sufficiently loud for i\-1rs. 
Durham to catch the words, 

"There is a calm for whose who weep, 
A rest for weary pilgrims found; 
They softly lie and sweetly sleep, 
Low in the ground." 

"My clear child, pardon me, if I say it is wrong for you to give way to such 
feelings. 
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Life is a great, a precious boon, a seed-time for a more glorious existence. It never 
should become valueless in our eyes, so long as we are able to accomplish the "will of the 
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Great Master," by serving our generation. You have much to endear it to you; a kind 
husband, nmnerous friends, abundant means, time and other talents, by a judicious [use] 
of which you might largely benefit those around you, and lay up for yourself enduring 
treasures where neither moth nor mist doth cometh. Surely then dear, you should desire 
to live, if it be the will of Heaven, even though life may have lost some of its earliest 
channs. 

Whatever sorrow may lie deep in the heart, and He who framed us, alone knows 
how much of silent grief these hearts may contain, still, by seeking to satisfy our souLc;; 
from a purer source than earth's 
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broken cisterns, and by cheering and assisting others, we shall find "a sweet reward, a 
peace that the world can neither give nor take away." 

And thus, with wise, and tender, and Christian counsel, did this loving old lady, 
herself the child of many sorrows, strive to cheer the dejected sufferer, and amply 
rewarded for all her care did she feel, when Lucy at last fully restored again, resumed her 
household duties, and received with winning sweetness, the wa1m congratulations of 
friends on her recovery. 

That a change had passed over her, was evident to the most casual obsenrer. In 
those hours of pain and weakness, she had reviewed her fotmer life, and, humbled for the 
past, had sought that pardon and peace which 
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those only who obtain can realise. 

Swayed by higher and nobler motives, she moved calmly on in her appointed 
sphere, fulfilling cheerfully each duty, and the blessing of others that were ready to 
perish, succored by her beneficence, became her happy portion. 

Her husband too felt, to a large extent, the influence of the benign change wrought 
in Lucy, for no longer she seemed to shun him, but rather strove, by all loving and tender 
persuasion, to win him from his dreams of worldly ambition, and though not altogether 
successful, still her entreaties and example were not without their effect, in leading his 
mind to higher and nobler themes, and as he marked the gentle devotedness of his lovely 
wife, his admiration and regard for her increased tenfold. 

Five years have elapsed. In a 

PAGE36 
neatly-furnished room, of a quiet boarding house, situated in the suburbs of a busy, 
populous, American city, is seated a young man, striving by the waning light to continue 
his study of a book, which has engaged his attention during the sho1t autumn afternoon, 
but as the light grows dimmer, he closes the volume, and turning from the window, 
throws himself into an arm-chair by the fire, and in twilight musings, finds a relief from 
intense and studious thought. 

It was Ralph Maynard, who for the past few years had become a resident of the 
city, where in the faithful perfo1mance of the arduous duties of his profession, he sought, 



if possible, to bani'-lh unavailing regrets, and to secure the approbation of Heaven, by 
employing all his faculties in ministering to the welfare of others. 
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The book he had just laid aside was a Getman grammar, which he had been diligently 
studying, for a friend f his, one of similar tastes and pursuits, had been urging his 
accompanying him on a tour to Europe, and a thorough knowledge of the German 
language seemed almost indispensable to travelling on the Continent with any pleasure or 
profit, and Ralph had promised in the coming Spring, to yield to his friend ' s entreaties 
and take the desired journey. 

"You know, Maynard," said Leland Wilson, the friend to whom we have referred, 
as one day he was plying him with urgent arguments to accompany him, "you have no 
patticular ties to bind you here; you have a good income 
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independent of your profession, no wife or family to endear this city to you, and really, it 
would be a deed of charity to go with me, for I shall become desperately melancholy, 
travelling alone. " 

Ralph Maynard smiled, as he partly yielded consent. 
"I did not know that my presence was so indispensable to your comfort, yet you 

have set your heatt so on it, that it would be a pity to disappoint you, so, unless 
something very special occurs, and my life be spared, you may consider me, as soon as 
the Spring returns, at your senice." 

"A thousand thanks, but you might have omitted that clause, "Unless something 
special occurs," It sounds rather alarming in my ears. I don't know, 
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but it savors of matrimony, and then a long farewell to all my hopes." 

"l'Vlat1imony, it was not in my thoughts, I assure you. I only made provision for 
any possible contingency that might arise. I do not think you need have any fear in that 
score," and a sigh, quietly suppressed, concluded the sentence. 

"And yet, "tvlaynard," continued Leland in a half-sober, half-battering tone, "I 
have often wondered that such a domestic, retiring an as you, did not long ago get tired of 
single-blessedness, and take to yourself a wife; now a harum scarum fellow like me, with 
a small modicum of brains, who loves to go hither and thither, like a wandering star, 
flattering simile that, it would 
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be a marvel if I were found submitting to the dull routine of married life,--but you, with 
your refined, literary tastes, your desire for sympathy in your pursuits, your love of all 
quiet home enjoyments, how you have eluded the bincL'-l of wedlock as yet, is sut1_)11sing to 
1ne." 

An expression of pain passed over Ralph Maynard' s face, for 
"A stranger's hand may wake the chord 
That hath been stilled for years," 



and bis friend's gay words had recalled bitter memories, but with a reticence, natural in 
sensitive natures, he parried with some careless speech his remarks, and turned his 
thoughts into another channel. 

But as Ralph Maynard rested now--besicle his cheerful fire, the conversation 
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held a few days previous, recurred again to mind. He felt unusually dejected and 
depressed. The still room was full of wa1mth and comfott but it seemed strangely lonely 
to him then; no bti.ght eye beamed kindly on him, no sweet voice cheered the solitary 
hour. 

Feverish and restless he rose from his seat, and began pacing with slow and 
measured tread the caqJeted floor. Why did the image of Lucy Cameron itTesistibly 
present itself then? He imagined he had almost forgotten her; he had striven to do so at 
best, but tonight in the mingled light and shadow that filled the room, her fair face 
seemed floating before hitn, her large dark eyes, bearing the same 
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mournful and beseeching look, which they did at their last unhappy meeting when 
speechless, wan, and tearless, she listened to his passionate upbraidings. 

Since that time, thougl1 he had travelled and seen much; though he had been a 
welcome guest in many a pleasant home, and many a fait- woman had smiled kindly on 
him, he had met with none like Lucy, and though years had elapsed since they parted; 
though professional studies and laborious duties had absorbed his attention; though he 
had fotmecl many a pleasant acquaintance and friendship; in spite of ali Lucy Cameron 
was the image that his heatt held most clear. No other had supplanted her, his anger at her 
hasty and ill-timed marriage had soon died out, for Love can 
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find a thousand excuses to palliate the offences of the beloved, and though he deemed her 
lost to him forever, her memory was sweet and precious, cherished as one cherishes their 
attachment to the beloved sainted dead. 

But tonight her image haunted him with an almost to11uring pettinacity. No 
desert-parched travellei· evei· thit·stecl more for cooling spti.ng, than he to see her once 
again; to listen to the sweet voice whose slightest accent was wont to thrill his soul. 

Never since they patted had he felt more utterly lonely, more dejected in spirits, 
as though heait and hope had died out together; he felt as thougl1 motive for exe1tion he 
had none. Life spread 
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before him a ban-en, dreary waste, with no star of hope to brighten the darkness that 
seemed gathering around him. 

The flames leaped up, flickered and then subsided into a mass of ruddy fiery 
embers, that gave little light, but a warm glow through the room, but heedless of the 
increasing gloom, Ralph :tvlaynard, still restless and disquieted, paced up and clown, 
striving to crush rebellious thoughts, and to say to the sto1m of passion that raged within, 
"Peace, be still." 



\\Tearied with his day's duties, he at length tlu·ew himself in a sofa, and strove to 
divert his thoughts by dwelling on the proposed journey, but all in vain. 

"I can bear this no longer," he said, 

PAGE 45 

14 

half-aloud springing up, "I will resmne my Gennan again, that, perhaps, will serve as an 
opiate to memory." Having lit his gas, he sat down and took up his Grammar, but the 
words seemed to have no meaning; they passed before his eyes, but found no lodgement 
(sic) in his mind. 

"I have studied enough today," he said, almost fiercely, as he closed the book. "I 
will see if a brisk walk this cold autumn evening, will not be more effectual in banishing 
the vapours." 

At this moment there was a sound ofhun-ied footsteps in the hall below, a 
mingling of voices, not at all unusual for a boarding-house, where continually persons 
were coming and going. 

Up the long winding stairs that led to his apartment, servants were canying 
luggage; 

PAGE46 
lighter footsteps succeeded, evidently a lady's, and pau~ed at the room adjoining his own. 

The chee1ful kindly tones of his old landlady's voice, mingled with another more 
subdued but strangely familiar. His heart well-nigh ceased to beat, as he listened ahnost 
unconsciously, every faculty absorbed in hearing, so intently did he strive to catch again 
those mutmured tones. For the first time he blest the loquacity of his hostess, who 
seemed intent on beguiling the stranger into conversation. 

Again he heard the voice, low, distinct, and sweet, impossible to mistake, 
impossible to forget, it must be Lucy Cameron's. He knew he was not deceived, for the 
ear is often more tenacious than the eye; time and disease may 
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so change the face and form, that the nearest friend may fail to recognise them, but let the 
lips utter but a word, and "all the past comes back again." 

And thus it was with Ralph. He was fnmly persuaded that his early love was near 
him, and that his desire to see her again might soon be gratified, for she had evidently 
become an inmate of the same dwelling, but now a host of wondering inquiries rose to his 
mind. How came she there? Doubtless on some tour of pleasure, accompanied by her 
husband, and then came the thought, "Could he bear to see them together? Could Lucy 
and he meet as common acquaintances, exchanging the courtesies of society, cold, 
unimpassioned, in-
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different? He felt he could not, and ahnost resolved that early on the mon-ow, he would 
depart to pay a long-promised visit to a friend who resided at some distance in the 
countty, but at least he would see her once again, tonight. 



The bell rang for tea, and most of the boarders had taken their seats at the table 
before he entered. He glanced up and down the board, and saw naught of the stranger, 
but observed that one seat, at the right hand of his landlady, was vacant. 
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"Is lvf.rs. Cameron coming down to tea?" she enquired of the servant who waited 
on the table. 

"Yes, Ivfadam," was the reply, and scarcely had the words been uttered when the 
door opened, and a lady, 
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attired in deep mourning, entered, and was conducted by the servant, to the chair placed 
in readiness for her. "1,fr. Maynard, Mrs. Cameron," said 1,frs . \Veldon the landlady, as 
she introduced the stranger to the friendly faces gathered round the board. 

Lucy sta11ed as the name met her ear, and looking up, for the first time, observed 
her old lover, Ralph. 

A crimson flush mounted to her very forehead, but rallying from her momentary 
confusion, she bowed, mu1muring at the same time, something about having the pleasure 
of a fo1mer acquaintance. Mrs. V,leklon, on "hospitable thoughts intent," did not notice 
their mutual embarrassment, and conversation becoming general, on some topic that then 
engrossed 
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public attention, the meal passed pleasantly and swiftly by, too swiftly to Ralph, who, in 
spite of the novel circmnstances in which he was placed, felt as though he could have 
lingered there for hours. 

It was bliss for him to be near her, to catch, now and then, the low tones of her 
voice, as she replied to some politely addressed remark, or inquiry; to steal a glance at 
that face, so faithfully daguerrotyped by memory, and to feel, in his inmost heart, that he 
loved her, more deeply, more passionately, more madly than ever. 

"\\Thy was she travelling alone? Where was her husband? Could it be, as her 
deep mourning dress seemed to indicate, that she had become a widow?" 
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These thougl1ts went surging tlu·ougl1 his brain, as he glanced again at her, and 

marked the change that had passed over her since last they met. 
Paler than in days of yore, her face wore a pensive and sweet expression, 

exceedingly attractive; a look that told of a soul that, resigning its dreams of ea1thly 
happiness, had found, from a purer source, abiding peace. 

"Changed, but more lovely than ever, my Lucy still, my Lucy," he mentally 
ejaculated, almost fiercely, and as the words rose to his very lips, his eyes encountered 
hers, and his longing, earnest, tender, glance, told all that he dared not utter. 

With a flushed cheek and tlu·obbing heart, Lucy hastily turned away, and soon 
after withdrew from the room, leaving 
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Ralph in a state of blissful bewikle1ment, from which he was only roused by the mention 
ofhername. 



"Really, :Mrs. \\1eklon," said one of the boarders gaily, "I always thought you a 
lady of admirable sense and prudence, but I am sorry to say, tonight my opinion has 
undergone a change." 

"\\Thy so, :Mr. Haiver? What have I done to forfeit your high regard?" 
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"\Vhy, brought among half-a-dozen forlorn bachelors, a chaiming young widow, 
to captivate and break our hearts. You will see what a pleasant time you will have of it 
now, in your generally quiet, friendly, family; we will be at dagger' s points with each 
other before a week has passec~ I venture to predict, and, remember, you will have 
nobody to 
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blame but yourself, for a piou'J, church-going woman like you should have been careful 
how you led us into temptation." 

"I am sure, l\1r. Harper, I am very sorry for you," said l\1rs. Weldon laughing, 
"but really I had no idea you were so susceptible to female channs. Having mingled so 
much in society, and having escaped thus far, I never dreamed you would yield so 
suddenly." 

"\Vell, humiliating as the confession may be, I acknowledge myself conquered, 
for one glance of those lovely eyes have put my best resolutions to flight. As to my 
friend, Jvfr. Jvlaynard, I believe her presence has smitten him with dumbness, for he has 
scarcely spoken since." 

Thus appealed to, Ralph murmured something, half-unintelligibly, of previous 
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acquaintance with the lady, and soon after escaped to his room, that had become almost a 
Paradise to him now, for was it not near her, and to be near her, was bliss that none but a 
lover, fond and true as he, could adequately conceive. 

1',1rs. Cameron had been for two years a widow. "l\1aking haste to be rich," her 
husband embarked largely in mining speculations, which proving disastrous, his wealth 
soon "took itself wings and fled away." 

Soured by his losses, anxiety and care helped to break clown a constitution not 
naturally very robust, and a severe and neglected cold, ending in that fatal disease, 
consumption, terminated, after a somewhat lengthy illness, his mortal existence. 

These were clays of great trial and 
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suffering to Lucy, --days in which the Christian graces of faith and patience were 
severely tested, for her husband's iITitability increased more and more until within a few 
weeks of his death. Then, his spirit changed within him; he spoke with affection of the 
ceaseless care of his devoted wife, whom he could scarcely bear from his sight; arranged 
his worldly affairs with composure, especially directing his attention to her future 
comf01t and welfare, though successive losses had left but sufficient to insure her a small 
yearly income; and then, wa1mly thanking her for all her unmerited tenderness, he bade 
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her a loving farewell, not without a well-grounded hope of meeting her again in the "land 
of the pure and the leal." 
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For months after his death Lucy, worn out with ceaseless anxiety and watching, 

was postrated on a couch of illness, and when she became convalescent, the Physician 
strongly urged change of air and scene, as necessary to restore her fully to health . 

. Mrs. Durham, her kind old friend, who had been her almost constant companion 
in this period of trial, was about paying a visit to a married son, who resided in the 
Southern States, and urged Lucy to accompany her, feeling assured that the genial 
climate, would prove efficacious in her complete restoration. Mrs. Cameron gladly 
consented, for as she became stronger, she more fully realized her utter loneliness, a 
widow, with no near kindred to whom she could look 
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for protection and solace, and so together they departed, and after a most delightful visit, 
extending to a far longer period than they had at first anticipated, were about travelling 
homeward, when suddenly, unexpectedly, in the .. . ... of the night, came the summons to 
l'vfrs. Durham, '"the l'vfaster is come and he calleth for thee. " 

Very keenly did Lucy feel the loss of her wise counsellor, and loving, faithful 
friend, and inexpressibly sad and lonely was the journey homeward, which the settlement 
of some pecuniary affairs prevented her from longer defening. 

Having become previously slightly acquainted with 1'v1rs. Weldon, she had 
resolved, having to pass through the city where she resided, to remain with her 
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for a few days, and recover her exhausted strength before proceeding fu1ther, little 
dreaming, however, of the happiness in store for her; and thus, they, who had been so 
long and so sadly severed, led by ways that they knew not, met again, free to plight their 
troth, and to adore the graciouc, Hand that had so gently guided them. 

April, capricious, yet beautiful April, had returned once more, when one sunny 
morning, Ralph l\ifaynard, seated in his room, busily engaged in writing, was intenupted 
by a loud rap at the door. 

"Come in," he responded, scarcely looking up, so engrossed was he in his 
occupation, when the door opened, and Leland Wilson, 
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more gay and smiling than ever, entered the apartment. 

"Why, Leland," exclaimed Ralph, springing up quickly, and warmly shaking the 
outstretched hand. "How glad I am to see you back again. '''hen did you return?" 

"Only last night, and you see I am with you bright and early this morning." 
"Yes, you are prompt indeed; and how did you leave your friends?" 



"Oh quite welL thank you, and most anxious for me to remain a little longer. 
Indeed, there was a little witch, visiting at my cousins, who has almost stolen my heart, 
and I do not know but I might have become a Benedict ere this, had I not fortunately 
:remembered our promised tour and so escaped. 
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Had it not been for that, my friends would not have allowed me to leave them so soon, 
but I told them our journey had long been a1Tanged, and it would disappoint you, as well 
as myself, if I allowed anything to inte1f ere with our plans. So you see, my dear fellow, 
you have me back again, all ready to start tomo1Tow, if you say the word." 

Leland paused, waiting for a reply, but the calm, self-possesed i\,1aynard, became 
unusually emba1Tassecl. He stammered, colo:rec~ seemed indeed as though he had 
suddenly lost the power of speech. 

"Why, what is the matter now?" asked Leland, looking at him with astonishment. 
"Has anything happened to alter 
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your anangements. I have not forgotten your proviso, 'unless something very special 
occurs,' and I am quite sure something has occu1Ted, indeed, judging by your manner, did 
I not know you were so inco1Tigible a Bachelor, I should almost imagine you intended 
perpetrating :tvlat:rimony. Come, you may as well out with it now," continued Leland, 
laughing at his friend 's hesitation. "Even if it be so, I must abide the consequence, for it 
is partly my fault in leaving you alone so long. I might have known you would get into 
mischief." 

And then, being at heatt, in spite of his jocular tone and manner, a trne and 
devoted friend, he listened with an interest that deepened as he proceeded, to Ralph's 
story of his love, lost 
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and found so wonderfully again, and at its close warmly congratulated him on his future 
happy prospects. 

"I am sure you well deserve your happiness," he said, "for your life has been 
spent in benefiting others, but how little I thought, that day last autumn, when I bantered 
you about having chosen celibacy, what romance lay buried beneath your calm exterior. 
On the whole I think my wisest plan will be to follow your example, and as you are so 
soon to become a Benedict, somebody just of consenting, I will endeavour speedily to 
tread in your steps. And now, what say you? If I prove successful in my suit, why not 
postpone our journey only for a few months, and then, linked in Hymen's golden hands, 
start on a 
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wedding tour to Europe, visiting the Paris Exposition by the way." 

Ralph gladly consented, provided of course, his intended Bride made no 
objection; and Leland, having wooed and wedded the maiden of his choice, about the 
same time that Ralph and Lucy pledgec~ at the altar, their life-long allegiance, "till death 
do us part," the two happy pairs embarked on their pleasant journey; and if, amid the 



crowds of the bare and fair, who flocked to Paris to visit that magnificent emporium of 
art, there were those who more thoroughly appreciated, and more truly enjoyed, its 
triumphant displays of genius, skill and energy, we have not as yet, had the pleasure of 
their acquaintance. 
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