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In "The Changed Brides," Emma Dorothy Eliza Nevitte Southworth crafts a compelling narrative that explores themes of love, identity, and societal expectations in mid-19th century America. Through her engaging prose and keen psychological insights, Southworth delves into the complexities of marriage and the transformation that follows personal choices, as characters navigate the intricate web of fidelity and emotional upheaval. The book stands as a remarkable example of sentimental fiction, reflecting the era's preoccupation with moral virtue while providing a poignant critique of gender roles and social constraints that shaped women's lives. Southworth, a prolific author and a pioneer of women'Äôs literature, wrote over 30 novels, often drawing upon her own experiences and societal observations. Growing up in a male-dominated world, Southworth's work often emphasizes female agency and the struggles women faced. Her background as a school teacher and her deep understanding of human emotions undoubtedly influenced her writing, making her a distinctive voice in American literature who sought to illuminate the plight of women in her time. This novel is highly recommended for readers interested in women's narratives, historical fiction, and the evolution of moral themes in literature. Southworth's adept storytelling invites readers into a richly detailed world, encouraging them to reflect on the transformative nature of love and the societal pressures that shape our identities.
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In "Tried for Her Life," Emma Dorothy Eliza Nevitte Southworth weaves an intricate narrative that explores themes of female resilience and societal constraints in 19th-century America. The novel masterfully combines elements of melodrama with suspense, reflecting the tumultuous emotions and moral dilemmas faced by its protagonist, who finds herself ensnared in legal and social peril. Southworth's prose is characterized by vivid descriptions and engaging dialogue, allowing readers to traverse the complex emotional landscape of her characters, while also critiquing the prevailing gender norms of her time. Emma Dorothy Eliza Nevitte Southworth, a prominent figure in American literature, was known for her pioneering female-centered stories, often inspired by her own experiences and the socio-political climate of the era. She wrote prolifically during a time when women were beginning to assert their voices in literature and society. Her personal challenges and keen insights into women's roles in a rapidly changing America imbue "Tried for Her Life" with authenticity and urgency, allowing readers to glimpse the transformative potential of female agency. This compelling work is highly recommended for those interested in feminist literature, historical narratives, and the evolution of American romantic fiction. Southworth'Äôs keen observations and emotional depth make this novel a significant addition to the canon, inviting readers to reflect on the enduring struggles for justice and identity.
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In "Cruel As The Grave," Emma Dorothy Eliza Nevitte Southworth weaves a gripping tale that explores themes of love, betrayal, and the complexities of human emotions against the backdrop of 19th-century America. The novel is characterized by Southworth's signature melodramatic style, where intricate plot twists and vivid character portrayals unfold within a richly constructed narrative. Through the lens of suspense and moral conflict, Southworth challenges the readers to navigate the darker aspects of humanity while offering a critique of societal norms and the often tumultuous nature of personal relationships during her time. Emma Dorothy Eliza Nevitte Southworth, a prominent author of the mid-19th century, was known for her prolific writing career, producing over 30 novels that resonated with the women of her day. Her own experiences as a mother and the challenges of post-Civil War society deeply influenced her literary voice. Southworth's empathic portrayal of women's trials and triumphs reflects her journey, shedding light on the pressing issues of gender and morality during an era marked by transformation and uncertainty. "Cruel As The Grave" is highly recommended for readers who appreciate poignant storytelling intertwined with moral dilemmas and social commentary. Southworth's captivating narrative not only entertains but invites reflection on the nature of cruelty and compassion. This novel remains a significant contribution to American literature, deserving a place on the bookshelf of any literary enthusiast.
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In "The Missing Bride," Emma Dorothy Eliza Nevitte Southworth weaves a compelling narrative that intertwines themes of love, loyalty, and the struggle for female agency in the 19th century. Set against the backdrop of evolving social norms, the novel is characterized by its rich descriptive style and emotional intensity. Southworth's melodramatic prose draws readers into a world where societal expectations clash with individual desires, painting a vivid picture of the complexities surrounding marriage and identity during this transformative period in American literature. Emma Dorothy Eliza Nevitte Southworth, one of the most prolific female authors of her time, wrote extensively on themes pertinent to women'Äôs experiences and societal roles. Her personal experiences may have grappling with the constraints of her society'Äîand her passion for advocating for women's rights'Äîare reflected in the struggles faced by her characters. Southworth's works gained immense popularity in the Victorian era, marking her as a pivotal figure in American literary history, particularly in the realm of domestic fiction. "The Missing Bride" is not just a tale of romantic intrigue; it offers profound insights into the 19th-century American psyche. Readers who appreciate emotional depth, social critique, and strong female protagonists will find this novel an engaging exploration of gender dynamics and personal freedom. This book is essential for anyone interested in the intersections of literature and the feminist movement.
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    A fearless young woman confronts a world that tests the limits of courage, justice, and self-determination. Capitola’s Peril by Emma Dorothy Eliza Nevitte Southworth, known to readers as E. D. E. N. Southworth, continues the exploits of one of nineteenth-century American fiction’s most audacious heroines. Without relying on spoilers, it is enough to say that the novel places its protagonist in moral and physical danger while inviting readers to consider how conviction, wit, and tenacity can alter outcomes in hostile environments. The result is a narrative that blends exhilaration with social observation, balancing suspenseful incident with an alertness to power and propriety.

Situated within the mid-nineteenth-century American sensation tradition, Capitola’s Peril draws on the era’s appetite for fast-paced, emotionally charged storytelling. It follows the events introduced in The Hidden Hand, extending the arc of Capitola Black’s story into new arenas of conflict. The settings reflect the period’s contrasts—urban bustle and rural seclusion, public scrutiny and private intrigue—offering a vivid backdrop for questions of identity, status, and law. Published in an age when serial fiction shaped popular reading habits, the book exemplifies the episodic energy and theatrical flair that made Southworth a household name and a durable presence in American literary culture.

The premise is straightforward yet fertile: Capitola’s independence and unconventional spirit draw her into entanglements where personal safety, reputation, and justice intersect. The novel moves swiftly through confrontations, close calls, and strategic negotiations, foregrounding a heroine who refuses easy submission to social norms. Readers can expect a brisk, melodramatic cadence, with scenes designed for momentum and impact, and a tone that shifts deftly between exuberant humor and moral urgency. Southworth’s prose favors vivid turns of action, sharp character sketches, and a stage-like sense of surprise—an approach that privileges experience and spectacle while keeping ethical questions in constant view.

Capitola Black stands at the novel’s center as a figure of resourcefulness and defiance. Her voice is candid, her instincts bold, and her imagination quick, making her both an agent of her fate and a catalyst in others’ lives. Southworth frames Capitola’s choices against the expectations of gender and class, allowing readers to track how a young woman’s audacity can unsettle conventions and expose hypocrisy. Yet Capitola is not rendered as a mere emblem of rebellion; she is sociable, loyal, and attentive to consequences. This blend of daring and deliberation gives the book its distinctive pulse, inviting admiration without romanticizing danger.

Themes of agency, social constraint, and justice anchor the narrative. Southworth probes the pressures exerted by law, custom, and reputation, asking how institutions shape, protect, or imperil the vulnerable. The novel also interrogates the interplay of sentiment and strategy: compassion motivates action, but calculation often secures survival. Questions of class mobility, moral responsibility, and communal obligation surface throughout, giving depth to the thrills. The story addresses violence and coercion without reveling in them, turning peril into a lens on ethical choice. In doing so, it sketches a map of power that remains legible to contemporary readers attentive to structural inequities.

Formally, Capitola’s Peril bears the hallmarks of its serial milieu: episodic construction, recurring tensions, and scenes engineered for climactic release. Southworth uses reversals, revelations, and embedded mysteries not merely to entertain but to test her characters’ commitments. Dialogue sparkles with wit and plainspoken energy, while descriptive passages provide atmospheric contrast—light and shadow, bustle and quiet—mirroring the heroine’s oscillation between exposure and refuge. The sensation framework permits heightened emotion and coincidence, yet the narrative’s moral compass remains steady, guiding readers through a landscape where appearances mislead and steadfast principles prove decisive.

Today, Capitola’s Peril matters as both a lively reading experience and a touchstone in American literary history. It models a heroine whose persistence challenges restrictive norms, offering a portrait of ingenuity that resonates with ongoing conversations about autonomy and social justice. For readers interested in the evolution of popular fiction, the book illuminates how mid-century narratives harnessed entertainment to scrutinize culture. For those drawn to character-driven adventure, it promises suspense tempered by ethical clarity. Above all, it invites engagement with a world where danger sharpens discernment and courage turns vulnerability into possibility—an enduring appeal across time and taste.





Synopsis




Table of Contents




    Capitola’s Peril resumes the adventures of Capitola Black, an audacious young woman whose earlier trials brought her from city streets to Hurricane Hall, the Virginia estate of Major Warfield. Now established in a more settled life, she remains keenly alert to danger and injustice. Old rumors of outlaws and unsettled scores linger in the countryside, and community unease grows with stray reports of masked riders and nocturnal spies. The narrative reintroduces key relationships, including Capitola’s marriage and her loyalty to her guardian’s household, and sets a tone of vigilance. Calm domestic scenes frame the opening, but small disquieting incidents foreshadow the larger conflicts to come.

A series of mysterious disruptions disturbs the district: suspicious fires in distant fields, odd messages left at crossroads, and a veiled figure glimpsed near abandoned buildings. Authorities suspect remnants of a notorious band still active in the region. With Herbert Greyson called away on public duties, Capitola assumes added responsibility for the safety of family and tenants. She refuses to be intimidated, organizing watchful routines, consulting with trusted servants, and quietly gathering information. Early chapters balance her resourcefulness with mounting tension, as anonymous threats escalate into targeted pranks and near-violent encounters. The book’s measured pace tightens, indicating a deliberate scheme taking shape around Hurricane Hall.

Strangers drift into the story: a traveling peddler with too many questions, a stern magistrate probing old crimes, and a repentant wanderer hinting at a buried scandal. Capitola’s quick wit and intuition guide her toward patterns others overlook. She experiments with disguises, maps footpaths, and tests alibis. A nighttime intrusion at the estate leads to a foiled attempt on the stables and a chase through woods, revealing that the attackers know the grounds well. Though shaken, the household rallies, and clues emerge in scraps of correspondence and an unusual cipher. The incidents suggest a vendetta reaching beyond petty mischief into organized retaliation against the Warfield circle.

Stories circulate about a haunted structure in a nearby hollow, where lights appear and vanish. Capitola investigates the so-called specter with a practical eye, tracing hidden approaches and false signals. Inside the ruin, she discovers evidence of recent occupation, pointing to a covert rendezvous spot rather than a supernatural presence. A close call forces her to flee, but she escapes with a token that links the hideout to earlier crimes. The episode shifts the narrative from rumor to proof, sharpening the stakes. The countryside’s folklore becomes a strategic cover for criminal operations, and Capitola’s rational courage rather than bravado becomes central to the unfolding pursuit.

A concurrent legal dispute deepens the plot: contested property, questionable guardianship, and forged documents threaten the security of friends allied with Hurricane Hall. The case touches on inheritances mishandled years before and on a chain of custody obscured by disappearances. Capitola serves as an informal investigator, carrying affidavits, comparing signatures, and quietly seeking a reputable advocate. The threads converge when financial motives surface behind the recent unrest, aligning the attacks with efforts to unsettle titles and intimidate witnesses. Without disclosing decisive outcomes, the narrative shows how personal grievances, long-kept secrets, and land claims intersect, raising the conflict from private alarm to a public matter of law and order.

As pressure mounts, the antagonists adapt, spreading damaging rumors and maneuvering to isolate key witnesses. A failed abduction underscores the danger, and a staged accident reveals the use of decoys and misdirection. Capitola responds with calculated risks, adopting new disguises and turning would-be traps into opportunities to test loyalties. Allies prove their worth, while a suspected informant complicates plans. The plot widens to include coded exchanges, hidden caches, and a shadowy figure orchestrating operations at a distance. Each move forward tightens the net yet also heightens peril, preserving uncertainty over who controls the final play and how far the conspirators will go to succeed.

The scene shifts to formal arenas of accountability, including a county hearing and consultations in the capital. Depositions tease out past connections among defendants, victims, and officials, while testimony hints at long-concealed identities and substitutions. Capitola’s earlier discoveries provide crucial context but not definitive answers, keeping outcomes unresolved. With reputations at stake, witnesses hedge, and the record remains incomplete. Legal procedures reveal the era’s mechanisms for testing evidence, and the story emphasizes method over spectacle, without revealing verdicts. Meanwhile, word arrives suggesting the elusive ringleader may be closer than anyone expected, linking the courtroom’s slow progress to impending confrontations beyond its walls.

The climax gathers in a sequence of night operations: a storm-swept ride, a trapped messenger, and a pursuit through concealed passages of an apparently abandoned dwelling. Confessions are demanded, alliances fracture, and the balance of power shifts abruptly. Capitola’s resolve and presence of mind shape crucial decisions, yet the narrative withholds final reversals. The action underscores themes of moral accountability, the reach of the law, and the limits of intimidation. The violence remains purposeful, not gratuitous, serving to expose the architecture of the plot. With pivotal revelations imminent, the book sustains suspense by positioning its characters on the brink of decisive change.

In its closing movement, the novel gathers its strands toward restoration of peace, emphasizing lawful redress, community solidarity, and personal integrity. Without detailing final judgments, it frames resolutions as earned rather than accidental, arising from persistence, evidence, and mutual trust. Capitola’s unconventional courage is affirmed within a social order that recognizes both her independence and her loyalty. The message emphasizes resilience, justice tempered by mercy, and the transformative power of truth brought to light. The estate, the courts, and the countryside regain equilibrium, suggesting continuity after upheaval. Capitola’s Peril thus delivers a focused tale of danger met with clarity, resource, and unwavering commitment.
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    Set principally in antebellum Virginia, the narrative unfolds across plantation districts, county courtrooms, and sparsely policed roads that connect estates to nearby market towns and to Washington City. The time frame aligns with the 1840s–1850s, when stagecoaches, turnpikes, and ferries structured regional mobility and when the Chesapeake and Potomac corridors linked Tidewater plantations to the federal capital. The backstory of Capitola Black’s youth in New York City, along with episodes in and around Washington, widens the canvas to an Atlantic-facing, urban–rural world. This geography underscores the friction between genteel authority and frontier-like lawlessness that animates both the plot and its social commentary.

The Mexican–American War (1846–1848) provides crucial background to characters shaped by martial experience and national expansion. Initiated after the 1845 annexation of Texas and clashes on the contested Rio Grande–Nueces strip, the conflict featured campaigns under Zachary Taylor at Palo Alto and Buena Vista and under Winfield Scott from Veracruz to Mexico City (captured in September 1847). The Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo (February 2, 1848) secured the Rio Grande boundary and ceded roughly 525,000 square miles—Alta California and New Mexico—to the United States for $15 million. Southworth draws on this moment’s ethos of risk, honor, and displacement; veterans’ scars and ambitions reverberate through the book’s duels, disguises, and moral tests.

Washington City in the 1840s–1850s was a compact, contentious capital of boardinghouses, departments, and patronage. The Smithsonian Institution was established in 1846; construction of the Washington Monument began in 1848 and stalled amid political strife in the 1850s, emblematic of a fracturing nation. The Compromise of 1850 ended the slave trade in the District (though slavery itself persisted until April 16, 1862). Proximity between planters, legislators, and speculators fostered intrigue and porous boundaries between public office and private power. The book’s scenes set in or near the capital mirror this milieu, where nominal lawfulness coexists with corruption, secret bargains, and contested jurisdiction over bodies and property.

The novel’s New York backstory evokes the urban poverty crisis of the 1830s–1850s, centered in districts like Five Points. Immigration surges, especially of Irish fleeing the Great Famine (1845–1852), swelled tenements; the New York City Police Department formed in 1845 to curb gang violence and vice. Reformers responded with institutions such as the Children’s Aid Society (1853), which soon organized “orphan trains” (from 1854) to resettle destitute youths. Capitola’s survival by cross-dressing and street cunning resonates with these conditions, critiquing inadequate charities and predatory economies that endangered girls. Southworth harnesses recognizable urban topography—alleys, garrets, concert saloons—to stage the perils of dependency and the improvisations of self-defense.

Virginia’s slave society structured daily life and law. In 1860 the state held approximately 490,000 enslaved people, with Richmond’s Shockoe Bottom a hub of the domestic trade. After Nat Turner’s 1831 uprising, Virginia tightened slave codes and surveillance, while patrols and county courts reinforced planter authority. The Fugitive Slave Act of 1850 deepened federal involvement in human capture, and the ideology of paternalism masked routine coercion. Although Southworth, writing for a broad readership, often softened direct confrontation, the plantation setting—masters, overseers, and bound labor—exposes a world built on property claims in persons. The novel’s plots of abduction, confinement, and violent discipline mirror, and implicitly indict, the broader regime of mastery and its carceral logic.

The era’s legal doctrine of coverture subsumed a married woman’s civil identity under her husband’s, limiting contract, custody, and property rights. Reform advanced unevenly: New York’s Married Women’s Property Acts (1848, 1860) protected separate estates; Maryland enacted limited reforms in 1849; the District of Columbia followed only after the war (notably 1869), while Virginia’s sweeping change arrived in 1877, long after the novel’s setting. Equity courts sometimes safeguarded heiresses, but guardianship, entail, and primogeniture-like customs could coerce marriages and dispossess women. Southworth dramatizes these structures through threatened forced unions, contested wills, and the heroine’s tactical use of disguise and publicity, underscoring the necessity—and fragility—of female legal independence.

The sectional crisis crescendoed across the 1850s: the Kansas–Nebraska Act (1854) repealed the Missouri Compromise, igniting “Bleeding Kansas” (1856); the Supreme Court’s Dred Scott decision (1857) denied Black citizenship; John Brown’s raid on the federal armory at Harpers Ferry, Virginia, in October 1859 intensified fears of insurrection. Abraham Lincoln’s 1860 election precipitated secession and war in 1861; Congress emancipated enslaved people in D.C. on April 16, 1862. Though its plot precedes open conflict, the book’s Virginia–Potomac setting, masked conspiracies, and vigilantism reflect the era’s breakdown of trust in institutions. Southworth writes with wartime hindsight, channeling sectional paranoia into melodramatic exposures of private tyranny and public cowardice.

The book functions as a social critique by exposing how patriarchal power, class privilege, and weak legal protections conspire to endanger women, the poor, and the unfree. It indicts coverture’s inequities through struggles over guardianship and inheritance, and it portrays plantation paternalism as a veneer for coercion echoed in kidnappings and extralegal violence. Urban episodes censure exploitative labor and inadequate relief, while the shadow of expansionist war and sectional crisis questions martial and political honor. By arming its heroine with wit, cross-class alliances, and strategic publicity, the narrative demands accountable law and broader civil rights in a society structured to deny them.
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THE ORPHAN'S TRIAL.



"We met ere yet the world had come

To wither up the springs of youth,

Amid the holy joys of home,

And in the first warm blush of youth.

We parted as they never part,

Whose tears are doomed to be forgot;

Oh, by what agony of heart

Forget me not!—forget me not!"




—Anonymous.





At nine o'clock the next morning Traverse went to the library to keep his tryst with Colonel Le Noir[1].

Seated in the doctor's leathern chair, with his head thrown back, his nose erect and his white and jeweled hand caressing his mustached chin, the colonel awaited the young man's communication.

With a slight bow Traverse took a chair and drew it up to the table, seated himself and, after a little hesitation, commenced, and in a modest and self-respectful manner announced that he was charged with the last verbal instructions from the doctor to the executor of his will.

Colonel Le Noir left off caressing his chin for an instant, and, with a wave of his dainty hand, silently intimated that the young man should proceed.

Traverse then began and delivered the dying directions of the late doctor, to the effect that his daughter Clara Day should not be removed from the paternal mansion, but that she should be suffered to remain there, retaining as a matronly companion her old friend Mrs. Marah Rocke.

"Umm! umm! very ingenious, upon my word!" commented the colonel, still caressing his chin.

"I have now delivered my whole message, sir, and have only to add that I hope, for Miss Day's sake, there will be no difficulty thrown in the way of the execution of her father's last wishes, which are also, sir, very decidedly her own," said Traverse.

"Umm! doubtless they are—and also yours and your worthy mother's."

"Sir, Miss Day's will in this matter is certainly mine. Apart from the consideration of her pleasure, my wishes need not be consulted. As soon as I have seen Miss Day made comfortable I leave for the far West," said Traverse, with much dignity.

"Umm! and leave mama here to guard the golden prize until your return, eh?" sneered the colonel.

"Sir, I do not—wish to understand you," said Traverse with a flushed brow.

"Possibly not, my excellent young friend," said the colonel, ironically; then, rising from his chair and elevating his voice, he cried, "but I, sir, understand you and your mother and your pretty scheme perfectly! Very ingenious invention, these 'last verbal instructions.' Very pretty plan to entrap an heiress[2]; but it shall not avail you, adventurers that you are! This afternoon Sauter, the confidential attorney of my late brother-in-law, will be here with the will, which shall be read in the presence of the assembled household. If these last verbal directions are also to be found duplicated in the will, very good, they shall be obeyed; if not, they shall be discredited."

During this speech Traverse stood with kindling eyes and blazing cheeks, scarcely able to master his indignation; yet, to his credit be it spoken, he did "rule his own spirit" and replied with dignity and calmness:

"Colonel Le Noir, my testimony in regard to the last wishes of Doctor Day can, if necessary, be supported by other evidence—though I do not believe that any man who did not himself act in habitual disregard of truth would wantonly question the veracity of another."

"Sir! this to me!" exclaimed Le Noir, growing white with rage and making a step toward the young man.

"Yes, Colonel Le Noir, that to you! And this in addition; You have presumed to charge my mother, in connection with myself, with being an adventuress; with forming dishonorable 'schemes,' and in so charging her, Colonel Le Noir, you utter a falsehood!"

"Sirrah!" cried Le Noir, striding toward Traverse and raising his hand over his head, with a fearful oath, "retract your words or——"

Traverse calmly drew himself up, folded his arms and replied coolly:

"I am no brawler, Colonel Le Noir; the pistol and the bowie-knife are as strange to my hands as abusive epithets and profane language are to my lips; nevertheless, instead of retracting my words, I repeat and reiterate them. If you charge my mother with conspiracy you utter a falsehood. As her son I am in duty bound to say as much."

"Villain!" gasped Le Noir, shaking his fist and choking with rage; "villain! you shall repent this in every vein of your body!"

Then, seizing his hat, he strode from the room.

"Boaster!" said Traverse to himself, as he also left the library by another door.

Clara was waiting for him in the little parlor below.

"Well, well, dear Traverse," she said, as he entered. "You have had the explanation with my guardian, and—he makes no objection to carrying out the last directions of my father and our own wishes—he is willing to leave me here?"

"My dear girl, Colonel Le Noir defers all decision until the reading of the will, which is to take place this afternoon," said Traverse, unwilling to add to her distress by recounting the disgraceful scene that had just taken place in the library.

"Oh! these delays! these delays! Heaven give me patience! Yet I do not know why I should be so uneasy. It is only a form; of course he will regard my father's wishes."

"I do not see well how he can avoid doing so, especially as Doctor Williams is another witness to them, and I shall request the doctor's attendance here this afternoon. Dear Clara, keep up your spirits! A few hours now and all will be well," said Traverse, as he drew on his gloves and took his hat to go on his morning round of calls.

An early dinner was ordered, for the purpose of giving ample time in the afternoon for the reading of the will.

Owing to the kind forbearance of each member of this little family, their meeting with their guest at the table was not so awkward as it might have been rendered. Mrs. Rocke had concealed the insults that had been offered her; Traverse had said nothing of the affronts put upon him. So that each, having only their own private injuries to resent, felt free in forbearing. Nothing but this sort of prudence on the part of individuals rendered their meeting around one board possible.

While they were still at the table the attorney, Mr. Sauter, with Doctors Williams and Dawson, arrived, and was shown into the library.

And very soon after the dessert was put upon the table the family left it and, accompanied by Colonel Le Noir, adjourned to the library. After the usual salutations they arranged themselves along each side of an extension table, at the head of which the attorney placed himself.

In the midst of a profound silence the will was opened and read. It was dated three years before.

The bulk of his estate, after the paying a few legacies, was left to his esteemed brother-in-law, Gabriel Le Noir, in trust for his only daughter, Clara Day, until the latter should attain the age of twenty-one, at which period she was to come into possession of the property. Then followed the distribution of the legacies. Among the rest the sum of a thousand dollars was left to his young friend Traverse Rocke, and another thousand to his esteemed neighbor Marah Rocke. Gabriel Le Noir was appointed sole executor of the will, trustee of the property and guardian of the heiress.

At the conclusion of the reading Mr. Sauter folded the document and laid it upon the table.

Colonel Le Noir arose and said:

"The will of the late Doctor Day has been read in your presence. I presume you all heard it, and that there can be no mistake as to its purport. All that remains now is to act upon it. I shall claim the usual privilege of twelve months before administering upon the estate or paying the legacies. In the mean time, I shall assume the charge of my ward's person, and convey her to my own residence, known as the Hidden House. Mrs. Rocke," he said, turning toward the latter, "your presence and that of your young charge is no longer required here. Be so good as to prepare Miss Day's traveling trunks, as we set out from this place to-morrow morning."

Mrs. Rocke started, looked wistfully in the face of the speaker and, seeing that he was in determined earnest, turned her appealing glances toward Traverse and Doctor Williams.

As for Clara, her face, previously blanched with grief, was now flushed with indignation. In her sudden distress and perplexity she knew not at once what to do—whether to utter a protest or continue silent; whether to leave the room or remain. Her embarrassment was perceived by Traverse, who, stooping, whispered to her:

"Be calm, love; all shall be well. Doctor Williams is about to speak."

And at that moment, indeed, Doctor Williams arose and said:

"I have, Colonel Le Noir to endorse a dying message from Doctor Day entrusted to my young friend here to be delivered to you, to the effect that it was his last desire and request that his daughter, Miss Clara Day, should be permitted to reside during the term of her minority in this her patrimonial home, under the care of her present matronly friend, Mrs. Marah Rocke, Doctor Rocke and myself are here to bear testimony to these, the last wishes of the departed, which wishes, I believe, also express the desires of his heiress."

"Oh, yes, yes!" said Clara, earnestly. "I do very much desire to remain in my own home, among my old familiar friends. My dear father only consulted my comfort and happiness when he left these instructions."

"There can be, therefore, no reason why Miss Day should be disturbed in her present home," said Traverse.

Colonel Le Noir smiled grimly, saying:

"I am sorry, Doctor Williams, to differ with you or to distress Miss Day. But if, as she says, her lamented father consulted her pleasure in those last instructions, he certainly consulted nothing else—not the proprieties of conventionalism, the opinion of the world, nor the future welfare of his daughter. Therefore, as a man of Doctor Day's high position and character in his sane moments never could have made such a singular arrangement, I am forced to the conclusion that he could not, at the time of giving those instructions, have been in his right mind. Consequently, I cannot venture to act upon any 'verbal instructions,' however well attested, but shall be guided in every respect by the will, executed while yet the testator was in sound body and mind."

"Doctor Rocke and myself are both physicians competent to certify that, at the time of leaving these directions, our respected friend was perfectly sound in mind at least," said Doctor Williams.

"That, sir, I repeat, I contest. And, acting upon the authority of the will, I shall proceed to take charge of my ward as well as of her estate. And as I think this house, under all the circumstances, a very improper place for her to remain, I shall convey her without delay to my own home. Mrs. Rocke, I believe I requested you to see to the packing of Miss Day's trunks."

"Oh, heaven! shall this wrong be permitted?" ejaculated Marah.

"Mrs. Rocke, I will not go unless absolutely forced to do so by a decree of the court. I shall get Doctor Williams to make an appeal for me to the Orphans' Court," said Clara, by way of encouraging her friend.

"My dear Miss Day, that, I hope, will not be required. Colonel Le Noir acts under a misapprehension of the circumstances. We must enter into more explanations with him. In the mean time, my dear young lady, it is better that you should obey him for the present, at least so far as retiring from the room," said Doctor Williams.

Clara immediately rose and, requesting Mrs. Rocke to accompany her, withdrew from the library.

Doctor Williams then said:

"I advised the retirement of the young lady, having a communication to make the hearing of which in a mixed company might have cost her an innocent blush. But first I would ask you, Colonel Le Noir, what are those circumstances to which you allude which render Miss Day's residence here, in her patrimonial mansion, with her old and faithful friends, so improper?" inquired Doctor Williams, courteously.

"The growing intimacy, sir, between herself and a very objectionable party—this young man Rocke!" replied Colonel Le Noir.

"Ah! and is that all?"

"It is enough, sir," said Colonel Le Noir, loftily.

"Then suppose I should inform you, sir, that this young man, Doctor Rocke, was brought up and educated at Doctor Day's cost and under his own immediate eye?"

"Then, sir, you would only inform me that an eccentric gentleman of fortune had done—what eccentric gentlemen of fortune will sometimes do—educated a pauper."

At this opprobrious epithet Traverse, with a flushed face, started to his feet.

"Sit down, my boy, sit down; leave me to deal with this man," said Doctor Williams, forcing Traverse back into his seat. Then, turning to Colonel Le Noir, he said:

"But suppose, sir, that such was the estimation in which Doctor Day held the moral and intellectual worth of his young protégé that he actually gave him his daughter?"

"I cannot suppose an impossibility, Doctor Williams," replied Colonel Le Noir, haughtily.

"Then, sir, I have the pleasure of startling you a little by a prodigy that you denominate an impossibility! Clara Day and Traverse Rocke were betrothed with full knowledge and cordial approbation of the young lady's father."

"Impossible! preposterous! I shall countenance no such ridiculous absurdity!" said Colonel Le Noir, growing red in the face.

"Miss Day, Doctor Rocke, Mrs. Rocke, and myself are witnesses to that fact."

"The young lady and the young man are parties immediately concerned—they cannot be received as witnesses in their own case; Mrs. Rocke is too much in their interest for her evidence to be taken; you, sir, I consider the dupe of these cunning conspirators—mother and son," replied Colonel Le Noir, firmly.

"Tut!" said Doctor Williams, almost out of patience. "I do not depend upon the words of Miss Day and her friends, although I hold their veracity to be above question; I had Doctor Day's dying words to the same effect. And he mentioned the existing betrothal as the very reason why Clara should remain here in the care of her future mother-in-law."

"Then, sir, that the doctor should have spoken and acted thus, is only another and a stronger reason for believing him to have been deranged in his last moments! You need give yourself no farther trouble! I shall act upon the authority of this instrument which I hold in my hand," replied Colonel Le Noir, haughtily.

"Then, as the depository of the dying man's last wishes and as the next friend of his injured daughter, I shall make an appeal to the Orphans' Court," said Doctor Williams, coldly.

"You can do as you please about that; but in the mean time, acting upon the authority of the will, I shall to-morrow morning set out with my ward for my own home."

"There may be time to arrest that journey," said Doctor Williams, arising and taking his hat to go.

In the passage he met Mrs. Rocke.

"Dear Doctor Williams," said Mrs. Rocke, earnestly, "pray come up to poor Clara's room and speak to her, if you can possibly say anything to comfort her; she is weeping herself into a fit of illness at the bare thought of being, so soon after her dreadful bereavement, torn away from her home and friends."

"Tut! tut! no use in weeping! all will yet be right."

"You have persuaded that man to permit her to remain here, then?" said Marah, gladly.

"Persuaded him! no, nor even undertaken to do so! I never saw him before to-day, yet I would venture to say, from what I have now seen of him, that he never was persuaded by any agent except his own passions and interests, to any act whatever. No, I have endeavored to show him that we have law as well as justice on our side, and even now I am afraid I shall have to take the case before the Orphans' Court before I can convince him. He purposes removing Clara to-morrow morning. I will endeavor to see the Judge of the Orphans' Court to-night, take out a habeas corpus[3], ordering Le Noir to bring his ward into court, and serve it on him as he passes through Staunton on his way home."

"But is there no way of preventing him from taking Clara away from the house to-morrow morning."

"No good way. No, madam, it is best that all things should be done decently and in order. I advise you, as I shall also advise my young friends, Traverse and Clara, not to injure their own cause by unwise impatience or opposition. We should go before the Orphans' Court with the very best aspect."

"Come, then, and talk to Clara. She has the most painful antipathy to the man who claims the custody of her person, as well as the most distressing reluctance to leaving her dear home and friends; and all this, in addition to her recent heavy affliction, almost overwhelms the poor child," said Mrs. Rocke, weeping.

"I will go at once and do what I can to soothe her," said Doctor Williams, following Mrs. Rocke, who led him up to Clara's room.

They found her prostrate upon her bed, crushed with grief.

"Come, come, my dear girl, this is too bad! It is not like the usual noble fortitude of our Clara," said the old man, kindly taking her hand.

"Oh, Doctor, forgive—forgive me! but my courage must have been very small, for I fear it is all gone. But then, indeed, everything comes on me at once. My dear, dear father's death; then the approaching departure and expected long absence of Traverse! All that was grievous enough to bear; and now to be torn away from the home of my childhood, and from the friend that has always been a mother to me, and by a man, from whom every true, good instinct of my nature teaches me to shrink. I, who have always had full liberty in the house of my dear father, to be forced away against my will by this man, as if I were his slave!" exclaimed Clara, bursting into fresh tears of indignation and grief.

"Clara, my dear, dear girl, this impatience and rebellion is so unlike your gentle nature that I can scarcely recognize you for the mild and dignified daughter of my old friend. Clara, if the saints in heaven could grieve at anything, I should think your dear father would be grieved to see you thus!" said the old man in gentle rebuke that immediately took effect upon the meek and conscientious maiden.

"Oh! I feel—I feel that I am doing very wrong, but I cannot help it. I scarcely know myself in this agony of mingled grief, indignation and terror—yes, terror—for every instinct of my nature teaches me to distrust and fear that man, in whom my father must have been greatly deceived before he could have entrusted him with the guardianship of his only child."

"I think that quite likely," said the old man; "yet, my dear, even in respect to your dear father's memory, you must try to bear this trial patiently."

"Oh, yes, I know I must. Dear father, if you can look down and see me now, forgive your poor Clara, her anger and her impatience. She will try to be worthy of the rearing you have given her and to bear even this great trial with the spirit worthy of your daughter!" said Clara within her own heart; then, speaking up, she said: "You shall have no more reason to reprove me, Doctor Williams."

"That is my brave girl! That is my dear Clara Day! And now, when your guardian directs you to prepare yourself for your journey, obey him—go with him without making any objection. I purpose to arrest your journey at Staunton with a habeas corpus that he dare not resist, and which shall compel him to bring you into the Orphans' Court. There our side shall be heard, and the decision will rest with the judge."

"And all will be well! Oh, say that, sir! to give me the courage to act with becoming docility," pleaded Clara.

"I have not a doubt in this world that it will all be right, for, however Colonel Le Noir may choose to disregard the last wishes of your father, as attested by myself and young Rocke, I have not the least idea that the judge will pass them over. On the contrary, I feel persuaded that he will confirm them by sending you back here to your beloved home."

"Oh, may heaven grant it!" said Clara. "You do, indeed, give me new life."

"Yes, yes, be cheerful, my dear; trust in Providence and expect nothing short of the best! And now I dare not tarry longer with you, for I must see the Judge at his house this night. Good-by, my dear; keep up a good heart!" said the old man cheerfully, pressing her hand and taking his leave.

Mrs. Rocke accompanied him to the hall door.

"My dear madam, keep up your spirits also for the sake of your young charge! Make her go to bed early! To-morrow, when she thinks she is about to be torn from you forever, remind her in her ear that I shall meet the carriage at Staunton with a power that shall turn the horses' heads."

And so saying, the worthy old gentleman departed.

As Marah Rocke looked after him, she also saw with alarm that Colonel Le Noir had mounted his horse and galloped off in the direction of Staunton, as if impelled by the most urgent haste.

She returned to the bedside of Clara, and left her no more that night. As the colonel did not return to supper, they, the family party, had their tea in Clara's room.

Late at night Mrs. Rocke heard Colonel Le Noir come into the house and enter his chamber.

Poor Clara slept no more that night; anxiety, despite of all her efforts, kept her wide awake. Yet, though anxious and wakeful, yet by prayer and endeavor she had brought her mind into a patient and submissive mood, so that when a servant knocked at her door in the morning with a message from Colonel Le Noir that she should be ready to set forth immediately after breakfast, she replied that she should obey him, and without delay she arose and commenced her toilet.

All the family met for the last time around the board. The party was constrained. The meal was a gloomy one. On rising from the table Colonel Le Noir informed his ward that his traveling carriage was waiting, and that her baggage was already on, and requested her to put on her bonnet and mantle, and take leave of her servants.
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