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LIFE ON THE MOUNTAINE -

A TAL® OF TEHE WAEB—BY ESSEX

{REGINALD HALE'S STORY CONCLUDED |

It was long on that ever-memorable might
before I even d to sleep. My mind
was in such a tumult ot emotion, that repose
was impossible. To have discovered that the
lovely companion of my solitary lifé was a wo-
man, and that woman young and beautiful;
and to be alone with her in this inaccestible

[« I am better,”’ she said. < The wound is
less painful than it was, though it burns terri-

. bly still, but I think by-and-by I shall be able
to go near the moutk of the cave with your
aid.”

. I'wasto bappy that she was better, that I
could not help expressing my joy in fervid

words, that brought & color to her cheek for a |

' brief moment. Then [ went away to the fire

I had bnilt in the cavern we hed used for a |

kitchen since Ben fitted it up; thence I
brought the cup of tea ] bad prepared, think-
ing this an occasion when it was justifiable to

cayg, far away from aby possible intrusion,  break into our small stock, and some crackers |

placed me in a situation romantically novel, to
be sure, but at once pleasant and painfol.
That I loved her I did not attempt to conceal
£rom myself, and thie love made her cons'ant
society, her near vicinity, & delight and an in- |

toxication ; but how did she feel towards me 7

I dared not hope that my affection was ‘recip-

_ rocated ; and even if it were, I knew that the |

strange embarrassments of Ler position must
be very trying to & girl of the shrinking mo-
.desty that I saw so plainly was one of her
most#icharming attributes. So I paced
up and down the narrow limite of the front |
chamber of the cave, ‘pausing occasionally to |
listen, and trasting, from the quiet of the next
room, that Josephine was sleeping peacefully,
while all the while my heart aud brain were in
a wild tumult, in which, despite every draw-
back, 2n intense happiness that 1 had never
known before predominated, giving a rosy
«color that I would not destroy to all my dreams
. ofithe future. It was only from the very ex.
' haustion of emotion that I slept at last.
. e morning broke and shed as much
7er came into our dim cavern, I
th a Dew feoling of joy aud of inter-
ife. Need I say that my first thought
was of my poor. Wounded companion? All
was still guiet in room, and I feared at
first to disturb t having made my own
toilette as well as circumstauces permitted,

and began to prepare ast, I at last
wentured to call, s, v i
© eJoe,” L sid—a Joe .,

% What, Reginuld 1> was the instant ro-

e y [ ]

sponse # v
“ You are awake, then; and may I comein?

% ‘m” & B85 L

‘once more 1o her bedside, bring -

s vﬂ“hwd candle,

or than the night before,

|

which 1 had toasted; they were very hard, I
fear, but Josephine eat them wih some com-
pliments to please me.

As all was quiet outside, I ventured, after a
while, to open the door of the cave, letting in
fresh air and the beautifal light; and no one
can tell how precious light is till they have
been shut up, as we were, many days in a cave,
where the darkuness:seems tangible. Then
Josephine let me carry her out and place her
as comfortably as I ceunld in one of our chairs,
propped vp and supported by all the shawls
and cushions we had. There she reclined,
looking very lovcly, while I < cleared away

% the breakfast things,” as she called it. Al-

most since her first coming to the cave she
had been wont to assist me impthis, and I had
found great help iu her neat, light fingers.
Now, however, that I did it for the first time
alone, 1 was glad to see her amused by my
awkwardness, on which she made one or two
pleasant sarcasms. All this delighted me, as
I saw the returning color in her cheeks and
the light in her eyes, till, sitting down by her
after s while, and taking her band, I was hor-
rified to find she had fever.

“« I am 80 warm, Reginald,” she said, plain-
tively, <«.and the wound burns so !”

“ You have fever, dear Joe,” T replied ;
“and you mnst be very careful.”

« How frightened you look!”’ she went on,
¢ but you meed not be; I feel much stronger,
and you know we are to go to-day.””

¢« Ob, no, dear Joe, you must not think of
that.””

¢ Yes, Reginald,” she persisted, < we must
go to-dsy. You know I camnot stay here
now,”

1 knew what ske mesnnt, altbough she did

ith a sweet smile,

ot tluce I had discovered her
! i'&., 1o her to remain there alone
with me, d to s You remember,
Joo, fd a& much you

|

mast try to regard me; you are safe here as
with a brother.”’

* I know that, Begioald; ] am sure of it;
only we must go.>’

The fever was evidently increasing svery
moment; she was not herself. Wi llﬁ;: sat
there holding ber hand, she fcll into a doze,
and an hour later, when she awoke, her cyes
were strange and glassy, and I saw only too
plainly that her brain was aflected. ?

¢« Father! Father!” she said, ¢ why does
not my fatber come 77’

« Dear Joe,” I said, teuderly, my beart
breaking wi h disircse, <« do not exeite your-
self, try to be quiet.” But she did not know
me.

¢« Let go my hand,”” she e¢xclaimed, snafch-
ing it away, ¢“ you are a rebel ! Ha! bha' ha! I
know you have sworn to ruin us ! And is it not
enough have killed my father? my “ather!
my father! my dear, dear, father! see how he
lays there all pale and gory ! Look at him! Is
not that enough ? Oh you cruel, cruel wretch!

Does rebellion change a man’s whole wature, |
| 50 long, I thiok I should have rushed out dis-
tbat you, who once boasted of your chivalry, |

and make him cowardly and cold and cruel;

can now kill as old man and insult a young
girl ! So she went on, now looking at me,
and then again afar off, as at some imagivary
enemy.

¢ Yes, cold and cruel, cold and cruel.
have killed my father, and now you would kill
me ; no, not me, it is Reginald.”” J{ow my
heart beat as I heard my name thus uttered !

« My Reginald—he who was so kind, and ten- |
der, and trae—you would kill-him begsuse 1 |

love mm—I love him !”’

How beautiful she was as she uttorlfd these
words, that thrilled me with mingled ji; and
sadness! Her eyes were bright and sj)ling ;
her cheeks glowed with the scarlet flush of

You |

fire ; her parted lips displayed her pearly |

toeth, and her tossed hair tell-away in flowing
masses from her white brow. She loyed me
then. Fever had wrung from her that which

health would have msde her conceal. . My own |

dear Josephine !
Full of the most yearning tenderness, 1
tried to persuade her to let me carry her to
the bed.
“No! no! no!” she shrieked.

now 1?2

She started to her feet and took three stops
iorward ; Then she steggered, and would have
fallen bad I not caunght her apd cgrried her
away to my bed. .Bhe was exbawsted with

\

| aud I succeeded, with suares such as I used to

1 must
go away; I cannot stay alone in the cave

|

. passed away, and, intoxicated with the Jjoy ot

that last effort, and lay quiet, in a half stupor, ' no word had teen said of the secret dear to neck, and 1 looked into the face of

while I went out and gathered some of the
leaves lik : those with which Ben had bound
my wouud.
shoulder, wtich, indeed, looked somewhat
angry and inflamed, and’ then, when all was
done which I cotild do, I sat down to wa'ch
the sick-bed of my darling.

I loved her with a strong, true love, that
was alrcady part of my life, and she loved me,
hor own sweet lips had said it, yet there she
lay, far from howe and fricuds and kiodred. |
with no female havd to soo'he her sick bea,
with no comforts to alleviate her sun ™ PR
no physician to prescribe, no medicines to
heal. Again and aguin, during those long
hours, when she either raved in delirium or |
lay still in beavy sleep, I was almost on the '
point of going away to scek aid, even if I must
ask it from rebels ; surely they would respect
a sick, perhaps, dying girl, and I would wil- |
lingly go to captivity, or even death, to save |
her.

It it had pot been that I durst not leave her

tractedly to the nearest help, she was so
alarmingly ill all that weary day and night.
But youth and a good constitution work
wonders. When I next dressed her wound [
it was better, and when she awoke in the |
second morning the light of reason had re-
turned to ber lovely eyes.

¢ I have been very ill, Reginald, have I
not.””

« Yes, dear Joe, but don’t talk now, be
quiet and yon will soon be better I hope.”’

She was very docile, lying in a still, dreamy
state, and taking what I prepared for her with-
out much question. It was now that I felt the
waat of thoseé comforts that when we were well
we had not cared for; the little food that was
left was of the simplest and plaiuest descrip-
tion, and I would have given a year of my life
for the milk, and eggs, and bread tbat once
had been so plentiful for both of us. A for-
gotten art did, indeed, come to my aid now,

set in boyhood, in catching some small birds ;
these, with tea aed crackers, were what I
pursed Josephine back to life with,

For slowly, but ‘surely, she rocovered ; the
wound healed wonderfully when the pain had

hope, I saw ber every day grow stronger, until
once more she could walk about the cave
without my aid. Duriog all this time we had

With these I swathed the poor |

| wearily :

chatted together happily and pleasantly, but

both of us; and yet I think this atfection was
plain in every action and word of mine.

Those were blissfal days, but they could not
last forever. Our provisions were all gone,
and for one day we lived wholly en the birds
I had ciught. Josephine knew this, aud as
we sat together at the entrance of the cave,
towards evening, she said :

¢ Reginald, to-morrow we must go.”

* Yes, Joe, if you are able.”

¢« Iam . ble, I think,”’ she sighed.

“Y @ g \'_.eq‘lghd, are you not, dear 7’

Anviuer i ng-Grawn sigh, and she answercd
¢« suppose I should be,
know I have no home.”’

but you

ferred to the bospital,
mortal, though very dangerous.
comparatively trifling.
enough, I laid a glin of escaps which =« werg
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arv ~ister

Mary !

1 was 50 overcome with the resuision of
feeling, the delight of discovering that those
dearest were alive and wet!, whom I }al

) sup-
posed iong ago to be sleeping in b ir cold
graves, that [ very nearly faioted Bat joy

does pot kill, and in a few winates [ »a- hug-
giog and Kissing Mary, hali wild wi ight.

* We were carried of! to prison,”’ replied
Mr. Weston, to give me time to recover my
senses a lit le.

“ But we wero at once rans-
Mary’s wound was not
My own was
Aws soon as I was well

¢ Then you will bs really sorry to leave the only able to executs to-night, as Mas vy was

cave "’

“Yes,” she answered softly; ¢ for after
this you know I shall go to my fricuds, and
you will go away.””

that distress you. It is for you to say that we

sister as ¢ Mary.”
used that familiarity.

“And does that thoughtjpain you, Joe I*’ ' for the first timo calmly. She was
She did not reply, and I could not lobger re- tbin, but she lo  ed very bappy,
strain myself. ¢« Ob, my own darling, not le; . Jook with & brigat smile.

never before strcng enough.”

1 noticed even then that ne Spike ol my
He had never before
I looked at her now
pale and
and met my

« We came here hoping to find some iraces

sball never part. I love you, Joe—I love you ©f you, and inteading to rest here for purt of
with all my heart! Then promise to be my  'he night. Regioald, we were married by the

wife.””

hospital chaplain when i thought [

was

She looked at me quickly, with joy gleaming = dying.”

through the blushes that suffused her beautiful

face. ¢« Do you indeed love me, Reginald ? = their hands fervently,
be happy together !””

I thought it was only as a brother.””

I caught herin my arms, and, in broken‘

words, told all the long-pent up affection of | 4rawn back in the shade that she was

my heart, listening to her “answering confes-
sion with the rapture which only those can feel \
who love purely, aud for the first time. |

We were so absorbed in our new-found hap- |
piness that we sat there so unconscious of the
outward world that we never heard a coming
footstep, and were unaware of the approach of
any one till a dark shadow fell across the en-
trance of the cave, and in the dim twilight I
saw the form of a wan advancing.

I started up, and drew the pistol I always
carried. Josepbine uttered a faint cry. 1
raised the weapon, but my arm was arrested
by & well-known voice—

“Reginald ! you here yet 1

The pistol fell from my amazed grasp, as 1
recoguized Mr. Weston, my beloyed p"lw,
whom I hud supposed long ago dead.

In another second I was clasped in his
manly embrace.

“You are surprised, Reginald; but I bave

yot another delight for yoa ; and at the same

moment two warm arms stole around my |

«Oh, ’'m so glad!” | sad, sbaking both
** May you live long to

All this time Josephine had stood so far

invisible, and Mr. Weston now said - e

‘* But what has kept you here so long, and
who is the young man [ saw with you ?*?

This led to the explanation ef my swrange
experience since we parted, sad in & few
words I told it all, whisperiog to my sister to
be very kind and tesder with my intended
bride.

Then we all went iuto the cave, and Mr,
Weston and Mary were so kind in thelr greet-
ings, that I believe Josephine felt at once that
she bsd found new family ties to, in & mea-
sure, replace those that bad beea so rudely
broken.

lr:!Vu&ol bad brought with him a
stock of provisions, and as those
were, a8 I bave said, :m
it advisable te start at once. He brought the
pied by the Union army, and, ag that was but
& short j urney distant, 'wo Nelioved foat w
might with safety atiempt ig.

(03N UED on monvs race.
N




