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DEDICATION

Looking back throuwgh the years to all those who Yin
their Hver™ have been “lovely and pleerant ™ to me, my
keart selfects one lon greal to more thon wear oo o fmcer
vm fier Bonoms the dedication to any werk of miee ; stell, this
5 my soul’y best, and, sager fo do e cver so Hitle rever-
eice, here upon {tr whitest page T dnscride her name, —

Mrs. E. M. Haxby, of Norfolk, Firginia,
prusing tha while o sat # around with groleful memories ;|
el do faoe it tn the world, like o thing of Hght, shining
Sforever in its gion wnbnrrowsd busire,






PREFACE.

I savE Lived much that I have not written,
but I have written nothing that I have not lived,
and the story of this book is but a plaintive re-
frain wrung from the overburdened song of my
life ; while the tides of feeling, winding down
the lines, had their sources in as many breken
upheavals of my own heart.

The day that I was a bride I was a widow;
and finding me thus weeping and alone, the fates
stole away the light from my eyes, leaving me
henceon to walk with the angels, one on either
hand ; who, themselves puiding, brought me ere
long to a rosy glen by the sea, where resided one
of lofty mien and of speech and manner courtly,
Much learning he had, and many tongues he
spoke. The gathered lustre of all lands shone
in the grace of his presence, as the charity that
comes of knowing all religions lent a charm to
his words, and added potency to the magie of his
smile. But most he knew to heal a wounded
heart, to dry away tears, and bring smiles in their
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stead. Knew to gild with linings fair the clouds
himself eonld not disperse; nor failed the sub-
tlety of his art ¢’'en to rally hope when hope
was dead !

The name they named him by was goodly,
ancient, and renowned. It was the name his
Syriagc fathers wore; and straight on down
through long ancestral lines of watriors, kings,
and princes, flowed the haughty Hebraic tides
that erimsoned in his veins. Yet, of all his
graces, modesty was the chiefest; nor ever
boasted he of aught save that Honor was to him
a ruling ster, whose parallax held him sver to
God and the right.

Such was Mortara, noblest of his line: and,
having thus announeed him, gentle reader, beg-
ging leave, I would fain introduee him to you as
the heaven-appeinted hero of my foreshadowed
way.



INTRODUCTORY EXTRACTS

FROM LETTERS WEITTEN AT TEE LONG ISLAND WATER
CURE, OYSTER BAY, DURING THE SUMMER AND AU-
TUMN OF 1348,

Jorr.

Wazr I proposed trying the city Cure awhile
for my eyes, I little dreamed of finding myself
ensconced. in this breezy place, and for double
the time, — thanks to a triple revenue from the
Willowbank letier. '

The sail up the Sound in company with the
Viee-Chancellor and Mre. Dr. Nett, to whom the
Chaneollor introdueed me soon after your father
left, was all that the most solicitous could have
desired. Indeed, the happy consciousness of
once more drifting out inte the world, added to
the exhilaration of the briny breezes and the
growing conversation of those two cultivated
strangers, served to keep my thoughts quite aloof
from the chilling experiences supposed to await
one at a Water Cure. At the last moment, too,
a lovely Miss Marsh came on hoard, whe, like
myself, was to be met by the Doctor at the land-
ing. His cordial reception was of itself enough
to banish any fears one might have entertained
of his, to say the least, rather heroic treatment.
At the establishment, too, exchanging greetings
with one and another, I verily felt myself in



